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The Sacred Book of Four Thousand 
by Srirama Bharati 

Nalavira Divva Prabnndham is a Tamil work of :mtic.|uiry revered 
b\' Sri-Ynishnavas as God’s own word, spoken through the 
poetn of Alvar Saints. It was compiled by Sri Nathnmuni 
f^-lOrh Ccnturv AD) and offered to rhe lord of Srirangam 
as worship through music and dance, a performing art form 
which still survives in the temple tradition of Araiyar Sevai. 
The work is also recited as a chant, singly or antiphonally, as 
part r>f temple worship. 

In its long historv of over a thousand years, Divva 
Pra band ham has been enriched by a succession of revered 
Acharvas whose Yyakhyanas or literary expositions in 
Manipravnla or Sanskririscd Tamil have been a source of 
abiding inspiration and joy for rhe Tamil world. Now for rhe 
first time, the work can he read and understood b\ all in 
English as well. 

Srirama Bharati, who hails from a distinguished family 
of scholars, has a proven mastery over both Tamil and English. 
Drawing richly from the traditional interpretations, he has 
written wiih admirable clarify, adding to if his own rare insight 
into rhe mystic psyche of the Alvars. 

Srirama Bharati is also a teacher and performer of Araiyar 
Sevai. His stage performances, as well as his earlier hook, 
“Araivar Sevai: Theatre Expression in Sn Vaishnava Worship”, 
have been widelv acclaimed all the world over. I I is songs, 
available in audio cassettes, are heard and enjoyed in almost 
even Sri-Vaishnava home. This book is a fruition of rwenrvfivc 
vears of his delving into the Alvar experience, and his deep 
passion for sharing that experience with one and all. 
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General Invocation 


. 5 r£icnncn it ib l ;(T lD 

rj^ng) uinupoai Lftfljuj in nib 
< 5 Hcriijj^n^niVuj uAujAjgjiiib 

uj£>G<5> 00 uOibufjnib 

I bow to the lineage of Gums beginning 
with ihe lord of Sri, through 
Nathamuni and Yamunacharya, down 
to our own Acharya Ramanuja. 

1 ft^(r^6n<innfjibi »atb 

*u£\ C^^rj tD^jiuipnix. 
G\j*a$iJ>t»iJcbc\jLj uffuj^b^nib 

Gu/bCs, 0(n; uijibuijmb 

I bow to the lineage of Gums beginning 
with our own Gum, through the king 
of ascetics, Ramanuja upto the husband 
of Lakshmi. 

Q/n^TV^Cn.'^ 4>,iTc.iT^cf)i^uiib ilirn i£,Cin 
ITifl GilfTft QJUJtTGru np-£h) n, T 
‘Ofr^inujGnnb'^jG'Si^L. <jL|&g>U) 

LPGt/n^JuST.Mt-' 1 |^«i' tf^Gtiib. 

I surrender to Sri Nathamuni the 
famous compiler ol Saint Satakopan’s 
Word exuding the sweetness of poetry, 
and leading to transcendence ol 
thought. He holds the two Talas, 
cymbals, in his hands. 

Guin fQ£,LLiin-$Uj* u#>nibi.j 6 9 0.4>in 

Gb u, n-C uD rnsyn 0jCb' &, $3>fjnto3fift0G5nnni] 1 

CirCrv 

^GniLn^vS-jGgnrr 1 jfljQi'»£>nCTuiu 

c, - n5)'b^«95 fT - 

17 <t ld itgtjj :•. c>fi 1 u j ft rj Cl G337 Gn /jn ib 

uiji i^Guj. 


I surrender to Sri Ramanuja the 
ocean of compassion who strove for 
the lord’s feet as the only worthwhile 
possession and discarded all else as 
lightly as a blade of grass. 

iDfT^fi tq6U2>aj<n\)20Lun drU-j^Gru 

GnjrGmb ujC<5j<?!i tOuCtr^j ifi.j>,iijGmjiiTG7inib 
uj<* inju.i rt-): 0^ . G^rr oj^ctuti^ rjr<Dib 
u -|achld ufjOTiiniTihl^n^bSTn, 

I bow at the feet of the Yakula-adorned 
Saint Satakopan for whom the lord 
alone was mother, father, wife, 
children, wealth and all else. He is 
our clan's master. 

ll^ib br\>ijt,T\»/j irpG^^norDG^ai uli <b a fb 
yrtju&^Grurrn CuifT<«0 cimQflprr j, 

CiJ^i urr^rrcu u 1 <£ I?-, n 

in^in^ >nnni ^v^^Lpifjlib lj n<£™iC«9 >it chn61 

iQ^n'ib. 

I worship everyday (the Alvars) 
Bhutam, Saras (Poykai), 
Mahadahvaya (Pey), Bhattanatha 
(Pcrivalvar), Sri (Andal), Bhaktisara 
(Tiruinalisai Alvar), Kulasekara, 
V o g i v a h ana (T i r u p p a n a I v a r), 

Bliaktanghrirenu (Tondaradippodi), 
Parakala (Tirumangai Alvar), 
Yatindra Misra (Sri Ramanuja) 
and Srimai-Parankusa - Muni 
(M a d u r a k a v i - S a i a k o p a n 

Nathamuni trio.) 
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The Sacred Works of 
Sri Vishnuchitta 

Periyalvar Tirumoli 

Invocation 


became Periyalvar, — who spoke so 
eloquently from the Sastras, quoted 
pro fuselv from the Vedas and cl a i me 
the prize. — nuy his adorable teei 
be our love. 


’'j'.V *■'* "5**'* 1 l —i*Jf T ?l/r) C Sii§)fTiyiiT 

-*•4 Zc 

1 JfflACuufoLD &Qjth\b Sh rrcD: 

<9Q)/JirjLD 2^1 (D 7 G1J5)5 >ujlD yih}&> fV. n^jOTj til 

cn i n n 

I praise Vishnuchitta who spoke the 
truth ot the Vedas though he had never 
learned from the Guru’s mouth, who, 
blessed by the celestials, won the prize 
the king had offered, who became the 
father-in-law of Ranganatha himself 
through Andal. He is the crown-jewel 
of the Brahmanas. 


c Jdncr** i&grfn 

rr> n(f^^ nolj 

■'* nsjyr^ ft n <^|(|/T)/J,ijicu |£> «.jiq CffJTndj - 

(t p C7T gyr rr j* 
CTcarjQiCiTnjgjC^ntD: ^jjpcr> d 

a9ciftrr> 

Orj^CTj/iCiri aiiji. 

We adore the lotus-feet of those who 
<:peak even once the words, ‘He won 
1 < prize that is the legend of the 
saint Periyalvar of Srivilliputtur of 
grandiose walls, and feeling this in our 
neans, abandon our lowly ways. 


* IW ■**•«■* "i-tJ t-Tvi 

* V csncjrr 

" cft " < " u •*« cm 

dr go£| ,r,l„, gii5>i rf.| J p ui4(|A ^ n 

‘ ,naj "”“ .rr,„„. 

of re )°' ce d -it the arriv 

°* PaUarb,ra " “the priest”, - w | 


1.1 / Glory be / Tiruppallnndu 

Rtllandu , Adiynmodum | Gjmbbm biaU I 
KbiVuLt Chapa t Adi 

tjcl»6uncTT'G) t jGvjCvjncjjr^ uCufiu n u < ^ f V* ) ^ ,T< ''^ T ^ 

i iCuC<9>riQ 

DCUGu^TCT3T| ^IciJTlC^nGTT hOCO.tflGUGTJTi*^ 0 * ^ 
C 0 GD 14 il I. 

Many years, many years, many 
thousands of years and mans 
hundred thousands more. Gem - hued 
Lord with mighty wrestling 
shoulders, your red lotus feet are 
our ruluge. (*) 

dmCuiflCinng!ib &&'ZannQib 
1 1 cOcxj n * 

CMQffunJj #cStci-gu if.nfti9fii0c\i 
ir)fhlOT*><(Ulb u606^n<afiJT(»}) ! 
cmqGuniTrC^n^ *ucug,fticmroujib <*< " 

^^1^)1 U j lb t. J <aj Cu ff Ctfjl {j^ J 
ucniGunff .<*(/>) ^iprbi^ib^u 
f\ oj(ip >J J • j fcvtu fififlfliCi— ■ 

To the bond between us, many and 
many a thousand years. To the dainty 
lady resting on your manly chest, many 
and many a thousand years. To the 
fiery orb discus adorning your right 
shoulder, many and many a thousand 
years. To the conch Panchajanya that 
strikes terror in the battlefield, man) 
and many a thousand years. 

Viilaipaiuty Edtmdaiid \ Dartyau I 

time'll ,1, ^1 

• 1 1 .1 • 41 1 ■* 11 1 ni ^' 
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VISHNUCHITTA S WORKS i Tiruppallandu 


GJipfTilArT^id) u^uiSlCcumh rfofwjifl,Gn 

fall(13,0*0)a cunijp 

UrTiprTCTTfTAU UfiDL Clult^AfTGQlA^U 
LJGVjOjH €737(^1 tfffl-fQlgjjClD. 

You that stand and suffer life, come ! 
Accept talc paste and fragrances. We 
shall not admit into our fold those 
who are slaves of the palate. For seven 
generations, pure hearted, we have 
sung the praises of Kodanda Rama 
who launched an army and destroyed 
Lanka, the demon’s haunt. (3) 

Gg0cu£C57 op® 1 * 3 * 1 ® ^fb&i 

CTTPhlACTT (tfjlprTlX) U(£)£>g>J 
sc\ 0 lOGnQpsru ii?i7«9>C7t! ojgibQuirfi^l 
ciyfi,/»ji ..^u\i<2r)uv.'<v on. (pi£lGc3Tn; 
fbn0li) fTjAa^lpU) £>G3T.!fcfpliJ fi>GlD/T 
5>nijnujG3innuj Qci/cttj)] 
i jrT0LO«7Qiptni_ u u^^^cnafn! G)J(hgji 
Li cvjC\ jn dip 0 dux( jjiiWCctt. 

Before you place your trust on infirm 
ground, come! Join us! O, Like-hearted 
men, give up vour temporal aims 
and join us quickly! Let town and 
country resound with the chant ‘Namo 
Narayanaya*. Ye Devotees who wish 
to sing, come! Join us in singing 
Pallandu. (*0 

A ndakkidam , Endaitandai | 

Kelly am \ Adi 

/fc /»./♦,!• j^lujrvft 

^AOrr 

Oi Oy^enq^O) 

. . (fT^ie 0> OT , 

Og,n£ryTi ih W&fivo a gt7Gt?it! Giirt;>£,iq 
iKmntP Cl.nn6\jGvSUj 

i iGsatc.ru a • itf'icune3in0 

i j co c\i rn j51 q <4>^, n e^rnr (kO (pG&TiflGsaT. 

Asserting his supremacy over all 
creation, as Hrsikesa, he destroyed 
the clannish Asuras and Rakshasas. 
O Devotees, revere his feet, chanting 
the thousand names. Give up vour old 


connections and ways and sing ‘Many 
thousands of years, Pallandu’. (5) 

crrj>Gnfl> s>£>«ng, &&&>£ &>ii) 

Cy)0£uLJCTi 

63jjpUUV«?)fTCu 

cujiy&j anfleuifl ^ilGdujdfiOTrCrrjrroj; ,£1^ 

GcufTeryi^, $0,cSli£GfilGvj 

^ji^UJiri CufT^lGVJ ^ifllL|0 6\JfT«£) 
c^fflcruu c2i{L^l§>2>Gucncnu 

£(JU |_jC\JC\)fTGOTT0 UGVlCVJfTU^I qdy 

2,n653T Cl i_ GOTnrjj tjrT0fliiCu). 

My father’s father’s father’s father 
and his grandfather before him, over 
seven generations have performed 
service to the lord. In the asterism of 
Sravanam, at dusk, the lord came as 
the man-lion and tore apart the foe. 
End your suffering, join us! Sing ‘Many 
years, many thousands of years 
Pallandu* (6) 

Tivir, Neyyidai \ Knmalavarali | 
Adi 

$u$)rr> Ou it«vS 1 <f$dnrr> h 

(yd0&o>(]£>$<*& 

CrtfTuSlfrj Ql im^lujnGcvj «^rpj3iw.CiT0 *0tf3Trr)j 
©wnf)** ^i,iiQ^uj^QG3TGrT)nii), 
irmtuu Ourr^ucffn. GunGTOTonaT 
Clunifl 

■ ifruj<9 <0.tpronSlu» 

LJG\JG\JfT 633101 on njJjOjjGlD. 

Branded with the shape of the radiant 
discus blazing with the brilliance oi 
fire we stand and serve, generation 
after generation. For him who swirled 
the discus over Bana — who was 
waging a war of illusion, -- and 
made his thousand shoulders bleed, 
we sing Pallandu. (7) 

Cln^HjaSlGDi fr 1 ou6\)C<7)<Tfr G/ifrnrjurt 

tsno* .^i^i ^WF>i7ii_|i_b i i,G<Mfin»T0 

o*(\Q) o i cu^ipib 
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0 ir> u_i u 9 l_ r*>Gu cvGgj fr* < 9 fTiij 2 ,(ipLb 

io'l 6U 6TV£*Tj u9 ft -SlijC* eJ>GYI GS-i 
&TiUcuCT'i g>nftuucnftfli G/«niq ujrrc^j#.^-- 
UCUC'jnCT3T0 S6\ rryaAoCH- 

The lord gives me good rice food with 
Ghee, and privileges of attendance. 
Betel leaf and Arecanut, ornaments 
for the neck and ears and fragrant 
Sandal paste to smear. He purges 
mv soul. He has the Garuda bird, — 
foe of the hooded snakes, — on his 
banner; for him I sing Pallandu. (8) 

IJduttUj Erma!. \ Punnagavarali \ Adi 

C^ib n 0 <b 5 > Lprruj idc\j n 

G^fTOTTTL-AihCsnnub 

efi1025§ -fl »>,•!£> *. l i r b 

CcufTCT^T^; 

u 05 ) 5 ) enuch r&flftSSTiCTOTu ug^gt^ 

ClAfTG73li nCT)i<!j>{<9)iJ 
i Oj (? j n ufl t>1 ( i9<tl j tD. 

O Lord reclining on the hooded 
snake, we wear the yellow' vestments 
you wear and discard. We eat the 
food offered to you. We wear the 
woven Tulasi flowers you wear and 
discard, and rejoice. Keeping watch 
over the ways of the world, you 
appeared in the asterism of Sravanam. 
To you we sing Pallandu. (9) 

crrjjf^rTCiT ctuiO u^icnsai tv 

'*ujnCliflcWj, 

^iq Cujnt^j^ch ^ tq 0 >( 0 yq. 6 Vj 
€ffOO.jfijgj £,££,, *,no7i 
Clanbf>,nctT ^ 1 ^ id gjj eng m git 

^OjCnGuuj 

-•ILIb n&A} } gjG?DGvj ( 

Hy Lord! The day we became 
your bonded serfs, that very day our 


entire clan found its refuge and salvation, 
see! You appeared on that auspicious day 
in Mathura city, destroyed Kamsa’s 
arsenal and danced on the head of the 
five-hooded snake. Pallandu to you. (10) 

Ahatakkonrum ' Bbatravi \ Adi 
a - rr - ^‘ZA<r*‘ 

C&n^i jwiS.DiwwaM*** 

*" @1U 

. : :*r ■» 

fb'TtDLD 

!&*,***.*&* 

L iGUCV>fTGJ3T(^)l d* 1 

Mv lord Tirumal! Like the faultless 
chief of Kottivur Selvanambi. a 
mountain of respectability, lam an old 
faithful servant of yours. Chanting 
N.tmo Naravana and other names in 
mvriad wavs with all my power, O Pure 
One, I sing Pallandu to you. 0 U 

Palhndenrti \ Snraii 1 Adi 

u cv;cun6*iOi„GSTi)i u0 

Cwx onnthKhib 

«ffi£Ajircftn fr^cnot S & 

(•’ 

Afc&en GGtrniliJiSliLi Qoneu 

.d*W ‘ 

IT ] rrO»TlJlGW l »TUj OssiOTjgj 
uaicun673 T(kIud uO^rtAmcncrrA 

kiA pj r»i^ > ( p>vunc4in0i . 

These words were uttered with love 
by Villiputtur’s Vishnuchitia, wishing 
‘Pallandu’ for the pure lord, lh | li ’^ 
hearted one, wielder ol the < g 
bow. Those who enjoy singu g s 
and surround the lord at, J , j llJ|n 
chanting ‘Namo Naravana) a , 

too, this good year, Pallandu. I -> 

Alvar’s Lotus Feet our M u & 
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1.2 / The Birth of Sri Krishna 

Vann a Ma dan gal \ Mahan a | Rupakam 

djSaVrffrer ld i i r?u • . £, »u iu ) ' 1 

■'JiG&lGrcP'^T l9 fp cb. 

STiTJ (jl (m3 JT UJ Q- cTJTf ClFTT LD 

fhdfif •• O. ^lpfT)fDLD 

^uSi ib^JD • 

When the lord Sri Krishna Kesava was 
born in Tirukkottiyur of beautiful 
mansions they spilled oil and turmeric 
powder on one another, slushing the 
porticoo! Krishna’s house. (1) 

^•(^Qjrrrr. 2. A*]>» ^i,o9ui rft, 

rK ii) i9 fj r&p cmj ru.n.^nc^ 

• ; m: 

1 jn^jlQjrrftfl^tTTjj) ucvucytri) r , I jv,. r» 1 ■ ]£itf3 T $» 

wuft ji/h 1 fj «^£H,u5lfr)nj| k , ifriqV.Oj. 

They ran and fell, then rose and 
greeted joyously, asking, “Where is 
our lord?’ Singers, dancers and 
drummers everywhere thronged 
the cowherds’ hamlet. (2) 

^UOTlflej A°rr ul 9 1?7<5T1 OTT 

npui inn rp,n .rv^*«w.■ 

/^Vl, ^I^CuuH ^r/h.^noiaT ' M 

• {,arTLin<r t *Ji ._ri.Tr. 

Soon after the protected child was 
horn, they poured into the nursery to 
see him, and came out saying, “He 
has no match!”, “He shall rule the 
Earth!”, "Tiruvonam is his star!" (3) 

s^n^lsmuj of rr)fD5>£ii ®- 

^06)'IT It, 

mItalCbiUITCIJ ^uSU rKOTfrjrr^^ . 

Clniift (oItiGbi ^cMup-S 

ci nii (Avib 

^nSV;u jtii if? rKa,G3i it ^^li.uuniti ^u.Cij. 


The cowherd-folk poured out good 
milk, curds and Ghee from the 
rope-shelf, overturned the empty 
pots in the portico and danced on 
them tossing their dishevelled hair, 
and lost their minds. (4) 

0#.rr<sj7ri_ ^rrcfT^rf? C«9>rrcuA O<5jrT0LjOii§<ji 
^hcroimcyrn, LJf$Cui<icn 

c5)c7TTl_ (^pC\J6T'iCUUJ(rT ) ibt_} ^C5TC3T uGuc^lcaifT, 
•’* ii i£l<?j5Tiq.u Lj0Jb5iJ 0(bti»ujniqC3TfTn. 

Forest-dwellers came pouring in, with 
teeth as white as the fresh Mullai 
blossom, wearing woven bark cloth, 
carrying a staff, an axe, and a sleeping 
mat woven from screwpine fibre; 
they smeared themselves with Ghee 
and danced. (5) 

cyi^>a|ii) Ancyiib <?»!_ ir<T ftn 

crni iiij .^i’-Uju jA^Tj^lnji mti^Hcnncu 
onai (h 1 ' •* ^|fbiAfTfh<4ili . 

cncuuiiD <?T^ib acssti. itgtt iSl cn ot> gti 

Qi rajCcn. 

She washed her child in a bathtub 
gently stretching his arms and legs. 
Then she opened his month to clean 
the tongue with a piece of tender 
turmeric, and saw the seven worlds 
in his gaping mouth. (6) 

.^jUl^jTT •,*. ,|.aJi fjfevjfftfll lOl IVn^iGV n-IT 

• j *..*1 iji i* .i'.' w\ • i T . giild; 

4 iftu .1 At u i oiraii | 2 _«r»i_u * 

nirmcp (TTCyripi iD4RiJ>i*»< 5 vT»« »Dn^>Cij. 

When the other good ladies saw 
the Universe in his mouth, they 
exclaimed with glee, “this is no 
ordinary cowherd-child, but the 
blessed lord himself, endowed with 
all the auspicious qualities". (7) 

l i A<9ji o-i fT<L*r, ib »v n- * vxj o .wt■ mi gh n fo -n . 
r 4 flu Dn\ii !.o.ni»| ijv . 

i nayih loh intinft' Ann*. Grur>A,Awj>w;ji 

£> A^,n53Tib QhuJJ 3 3 £_ J^,U iCn. 
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After ten days and two, the cowherds 
erected festooned pillars on all four 
sides then lifted the child from the 
cradle, singing “The-prince-who- 
lifted-the-wild elephants-mountain- 
against-a-hailstorm!” (8) 

fTentrfl6\j , liifTjgjn G* 
g>0£^£)u L|6V>^6U, 

^(3^Cg) ^GUITgtnLDuJfTGU £>rrG5T (o)uDG61<bG<5>CUT, 

ih fbj ^ rroj 

Lay him in the cradle, and he kicks 
like it would break; take him to the waist, 
and he clings like a wrench; hold him in 
front and he trounces the belly. I can bear 
it no more. Ladies, I am exhausted! (9) 

OdOjQlTjCU QjU.lffu 

io<rsT©j W7T<?jrT £>ii)t5) 

2>n<»i l£/4 ] 4 t 4,<j} cfAM&o, £*»j 

IlGTT^jT)] u n L. CVj GUCUCVjna^^ gij 6\j CVj 

uhcuGid. 

These sweet songs of Vishnuchitta 
who wears the bright Vedic thread 
speak of the birth of the eternal lord 
Narayana in famed Tirukkottiyur, 
surrounded by fertile paddy fields. Those 
who master it will gather no sin. ( 10 ) 


L3 / Toe-to / head Adoration 

Seciakkadal \ Pimnagavarali | Tisram 

*'’** /h ' ^ cn 
j> rrc<r >gyfysjy 

r . r *‘ 

a “ nSu ' 4, » 1 * a , niS(l 
€lJ !bgj) -^nr>oj?Gf] 

.C.oraM'pped ladies, come h 
Ce - Herc '* ll * darling child whicl 


nectar-sweet Devaki gave to the coiffured 
dame Yasoda. See the innocent child 
grab his foot and suck his toe! (1) 

iipSjgijuD OJu9n(ipii> ijiGnOunGngpiib 

?a£,u L<$jb&)0> ^^PGuuGlLjLijibnibCLjdGv. 

CTTfru (gj li> 

Ljftgu efil ng^j ix> uir^niiAfin 

bftin *rrcraK*a. 

Bright forehead Ladies, come here 
and see the gem-hued lord’s feet, full 
with ten little toes like pearls, garnets 
and diamonds set in gold all over. (2) 

uWTK^iTgjC^ncrT 11 lj nev urrujfbgji 

C>Tl fT f*J fh 

^4^41(1^,^, ^,17 S»- 0^*0 <£*' £>£> (@>3 

i9 Grr<^r> err 

^crtc^nA^fToSIcvj C«jcncrf1* ^cpctt 

<C* (£) ih 

<5,c^c»raTiff><5) rrGu LV / rc-> fh <f*> ^ n 

< <j,fTrf)cir>0)uS , fT! cufb<?)l AfTffjaiCrj * 

Beautiful Ladies, come here and see, 
this child sleeps after sucking from the 
milk-laden breasts of a young slender 
Gopi of bamboo-like arms. His two 
feet are adorned by silver anklets. (3) 

2> tptb*"^ 0> l - n 

^ t p ji n cfl <r rfl e>M n w n ng , cn l£I c0 

* jipnb jfrcu ip/fa, g>ciup'i>5> iTf3 ' ;T1 

(Jpip£i<b n€ * 1 1 

(^>^^l6VJ(Lp6'S^Olu?l :, ! Gufafr Aiiesa^Co 

Full breasted Ladies, come here and 
see the beautiful knees of this child. 
He ate the butter from eveiy P°. 1 ’ 
so painstakingly collected > 
unfortunate mother, and incurrec 
her wrath. When she pulled him up 
and threatened him with a thurnin^ 
rope, he cringed away in fear! ( 
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IT) <£l UJ GuiUffil (ipGTICU 

2_S7TTt4 lLQ 

2— flf) fhJ (£)G1J IT G37 GunGcu 1 .2i5) gjL 

iSl cn bi> i cn 

Gl 6hncn ^(jcjaflijjGST innrrc»n6u (ipeai 

■1. GJaT i_ ft 63T 

&> CTICTT dJi HGJJ^G IJ , 

(2)6{jl(ipGJiGuii5 , rT! cnjb^bi AnGoiflCg ! 

Ladies of risen breasts, come here 
and see the thighs of this child, who 
drained the bright ogress Putana's 
breasts with relish and lay like a sleeping 
child. Long ago he tore apart the hate- 
filled chest of Hiranya Kasipu. (5) 

Oj<9rG<5)Gun g>i£>(ip6inL_0 

iSlrfllun^ C.&,GU&\{bGn ciiufybjSlcu 

-W&itbtbS)™ 11,5)5,^10 (VrrcH C <5, rr G7T ff)l U J 
(Lp^j^jii a rr ctfafC rr. 

LP-^Tl ljpfT-.il*?rf* G1J ' A ,?F,nG3oflG!n ! 

Soitly smiling Ladies, come here and 
sec the balls of this child Achyuta, born 
on the tenth day irom Hastam, from 
the womb of Devaki, dear to Vasudev 
who owns mighty elephants. (6) 

io^,5>Grfi,T)j rrn<?i^lG7T06ii€iir)faTru 

•1,17,^, A I 

LJ n i n GSlfb 631 
i iGiifeiT^ptb G^Rff.rrca^nafi ld 

■-D (0 (hi (dJ} l£> (@0fti<&UUn AfTiiOZ^Co. 

•.urTGaJii^GXJf 11 ; 5,(1 * - <7 1 

Bright forehead Ladies, come here 
and see the waist-lace oi this child, 
threaded with corals and pearls, as 
he runs dragging a killed rut-elephant 
by its trunk. (7) 

iDdJjGT^GYtdj, rifled* giicxSIG-* tijg)| 

* sS r j Gi ifTGu ^rrCcry 
!b*b0)Gh mdF,6ir>G\j <£(<?> j.OTTrpjib 

s>. 2,4' An-GirafGii. 

G^Grfta^GiDjpiiS'n'! cujbgit ' 


Bright-jewelled Ladies, come here 
and see the perfectly beautiful navel 
of this child born to Nandagopa; like 
an elephant he plays with himself, 
ignoring the teams of children who 
have come to play. (8) 

<£H£- I y *-D <5 jI— ID GUG33TGiTnGTJGUT 5 <£1 

lD^jQ (LpGT)G \j £2£Hi_LQ. GU<fl &) <9j] GJKjU^J^J 1—1 

u< 5 ,nDu ulftGld uipj> gjfTtiurTGv; >i,nfb{b 

2_5)7LD &> n 

Gp>c?rfl<7uGiDcnu?ri! GiJfbgd dF>ncyj?C(j ! 

Bright-bangled Ladies, come here 
and see the beautiful radiant stomach 
ol the dark ocean hued lord. His 
mother gave him sweet suck, then 
stealthily bound him with an old 
rope without rousing him. (9) 

Qu0iBrr 2 _ijc61it> iS)633flui_|<am(i^ @0£>g>] 

^(f^LDfi u)05,ib c @u i9cn«rx?n 

00UD/T 0GUrT661,g) 

^j0inrrfTQj dhntoofL rj t 

GdFu9<HT>LpU?(T! GUlTjdFn AfTC^jfClJ ! 

Bright-jewelled Ladies, come here 
and sec the radiant chest of this 
child adorned with a dazzling 
pendant. Tethered to a huge mortar, 
he crawled between the twin Arjuna 
trees and broke them. * (10) 

rhrT<rn<9>srr *£>jt rF>rTOT'>G\J<hg)i $r^«9»6n ^ijnefilCcv, 
d^nGtnGtn rQi.S a dj>ctn && 

& fTiq uGl i niu 

QifTGir Cl^nGn cijG^Gntrru^fpjp ^^uSln 

GI l QJ g 9 GJf rr G3T 

(l&,nGna>c ti ^(r^fb^Gun ^rrcj^fCn. 

Giijb&j dfcnaafGr; ! 

O Ladies with curly locks, come 
here and see the arms o! this child. 
About four or five months old, he 
smote the devilish cart and sucked 
the life out ol the brightly smiling 
ogress Putana. (11) 
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luG^m^ng, Glitrrrr^^iGjr^ 
«al<?LLi^i45j6^Gvj f^cvj .'fln^iui^ci'cyiCTi 

Q&iugi&GnQj _^lcviT<rffuj 

6<T> A 3,<2 j Gunner? CDr^^l ^fTCTjfCrf, 

A^nj(^CT)Lpu5rrf QJI^^J ! 

O Ladies wearing beautiful ear-rings, 
come here and see. This dark hued child 
is a tender blossom in Kajal-lined wide- 
eyed Yasoda’s garden. These here are 
hands that hold a sharp discus and conch. 

(12) 


loit y,r»Ij(^)|pGu 

LD <9i 631 tt£h 

Clan SWT CL CTTfT*^l CTTjO C 0, fT (SlJ GU £h 

jb <*> 

;-craTi _(^ld njfrQLD ^i_r^Oi <s£) ^ r*ij <£1 uj 
<9»ClT37t_a) <@(*jfj)g>CurT ,ij,fTC3^Crj, 

«^nrflcrr)^,u5n! 6viii»$bJ " ''’ r * n 1 

O Beautiful Ladies, come here and 
see. The cowherd-child whom the bee- 
humming flower-coiffured dame Yasoda 
brings up as her own son, swallowed 
the Universe and all the worlds in it. 
O, see his beautiful neck. (13) 


CTiiiC^gjnGrTTtsrM.. ;i» gl* <n'G»rrry 

Cl0 ft &I **'Cl <Jh »t iZV (ihj 1 
^JbCl^rTcarcni^ ojnuj «2Mfip0)J 

23LDCl<5)fT<jKrT«r)^ omujnco 

fg\a 

^l^^Glj^rTGavncn^ ciifTuj 6nfb<g>j 

CfluSlcni^u'jn! ©jg,^ ! 

O Ladies wearing gem-set jewels, come 
here and see! Amorous cowherd girls 
lift this child saying, “Come mv 
lion-cub! , press him against their 
cora lips, and drink the sap that oozes 
Irom his red berry lips. (J4J 

ujC^norvft QjifBpv.J'uj 

fignCQib £»£*,,£, 

* £>“■ *“"<.** «-*ru|ib (J>^Cufty.h 

CliDniLgypaT*! c„ns ftl • 


O Ladies with dense coiffure, come 
here and see. With freshly ground 
turmeric, Yasoda carefully bathes 
the child and cleans his tongue. See 
his eyes, nose, mouth and smile. (15) 

. : c--:i .jewinarr^utT Coj&smc* £<j (\pcsr 

Ln<?j3TClia.rT6TT ©J.'f’CfijGL in^r»<rrrnii j 

^l^CUrrcfi ^•o.acmrjg, C&uj oieirfoOdifl)'*** 1 
/hsis r/j,di @(^>j>5> f ’ l,n ■ 

O Gold- ban gled Ladies, come 
here and see. To end the miseries of 
the gods in heaven, he has taken 
birth on Earth as Vasudev’s child, 
and grows up destroying might) 
Asuras. See his eyes. (lb) 

<p/0 4 O rCir/tC: "Oiw . ■ Hlb SL. Uj ii>£ 

<.-uiq4i| *3 mpP 

g> qTVSL) 3>/ltu? iDU^!CL«JU r ffinTcjT 

u|(n)Qjub AircaafCrj, 

l i J oO'3i(ip<tirM*viL3n! tfnibgt) <5»n«ire?Li] 1 

O Jewel-breasted Ladies, come here 
and see. This child whom Lakshmi- 
like Devaki begot, has a dark frame 
like a radiant black gem. Even before 
coming of age, he delivers the whole 
world. See his shapely eyebrows.(17) 

Lfx£r)Swu_|to gyui> 
st <rj j rs . nrjt«F i£>£lOpd->#ji 

©j«»iM9uh cripACWefr <P v ,vr,6V 

j£loJ&l<ST7Ttn *rTc,vrafCf], 

O Jewelled Ladies, conic here and see¬ 
the well-made Makara- like go e cn 
ear rings of this child. During 1 rJ L il 
he gorges himself joyously w U i t h 
seven worlds, the seven lands, the seven 
mountains and the seven oceans. (1 8) 
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-0 gJ1GT>0)tqd> (ipcyr CDaGlDCU 

j^tfncmgd) 

6 j>$€ ^'CJDlp&gjjA, C«JfTITACr>6TTu 

ufTj^u i~. QArrcj7T0 Cja0ib 

UfJlD<»*5T<3,6&1 

fSif^y^hCiut AfTCDsfCiJ. 

(IfKflcu^jiuSrr!ojib£i ArT<nrc?Ga ! 

O Ladies with excellent jewels, 
come here and see the forehead of 
the lord. He snatches the winnow 
plates, pots and Palm-lea/ dolls 
from girls playing ‘house* in the 
sand, and runs away. (19) 

... , v. . ivj. ,iu'V3TC3ncn (Iaugu ^jrtnCDAA 

0 a n tio«i f 

AipCJAGfT -5»3,r5r«ar»Ai ACurtjAji <rrrHi(Aiib 

^itui • 

flip ACWirhlsTTniiA m $lflciJ<TC*T 

(^ipcuAcrr £»,'([*)!&£) mm AncwfC'J, 

(tf)(s51(_ipc?seoii?r'j! mrjbgfi Ai»<,7rfCrj 1 

O Full-breasted Ladies, come here and 
see the curly locks of this child. He 
rounds up a herd of young calves and 
goes roaming with a golden staff in 
his beauti ul hands, his sandals and his 
anklets st"iking a merry jingle. (2C) 

•' ", inn ffKipwj) iji 1 i,*i 116X14, (yicrn vj>)^nujrujn 
ii^Ga^CD AA Og^Ti |jft|6.DQil J 

I J tl L_ (J3T 

cfrt(iTji'ji i«c(j a. Gr>n{b$> 

<5>CTT(T]| it 

p cainuunn Curt lli fiP6ji(£)£) ; $A£bi 

[tycun a, nCw 

These twentvone songs by Pattarbiran 
of Puduvai fame recall the foot- 
to-head adoration of Krishna bv 
Vasod«i of core. Those who sing 11 will 
go and live in Vaikunta. (2 1) 

1.4 / Cradle Song (Tnlattu) 

M.tnikk'.onkalli I NiLwikm \ Tisnmt 

111 itrj’iitl/ijAib fh l in mjufiliub <£*•<*’ **— lI * 

■ Ui jic^Tfiwrrcu UUujA cn.i<3araT<wr/» 

4\ rpiAkWdunAj 


^au«wfl tSlrjLDCTi cbl0<5>£><5,rT<$r; 

LDncjo^A cnG cjt! gjnCcuGcun! 

cncijiu ill • fefCat! ^fiGeoGcun ! 

O, Naked manikin, Talelo, — Brahma 
has sent you this little golden cradle 
studded with rubies and diamonds, — 
You measured the Earth, Talelo. (I) 

2-cm i_ uj ftri AOTiifl£n{)CiijrT0 gtjt 

txi rr<9jj jn ld L_4 j 

^''Mii -Mi -i))#, G/Kn^.i (rn^lrf) O^tp/ClGcrm^l 
0j|T)| Af7unG\Sl rT5(^T Gp)0 g, \ 

u_i tuj 1 £tfCip«u (^wGjptfu ^rGcvjGojn! 
CV.'AiD rF^nG ot 1 ^nCcuGcun 1 

The buffalo-rider Siva has sent you 
this girdle of golden beads alternating 
with beautiful pear shaped drops, 
perfectly befitting your waist. O, Mv 
Master. don‘i cry, don’t cry, Talelo. 
You measured the Earth, Talelo. (2) 

er<nTAUj»9(]/Tbjinn uTi£ln)^^ionn<^nA^ 
<^ip^liu {hniCKZrujg, £>fT<rrT0)(£>i 
i *’•,*V).1 ' <m|i!c\j 2_c«r>i. a M. >• ■» U 

t -ffiicjrnuj (>ji rn n AT , <P)n(.*6v*Gc\jnf 
ArufuDijA AdraiirffsiGtOT! £>nGcuCcun ! 

For my master of radiant chest and 
beautiful lotus feet, India gave these 
ankle-hells, and stands betwixt, Talelo. 
O, Lotus-eyed Lord, Talelo. (3) 

/TOr/ftt*' GU CU LD U) rfl uy li> CAGLHqA 

4il GijjT ^>1 Mijfl ILj LD 

’Vi Hu CD A a Aifl cu c<r> cn iq id fb 

c^rbjAcirai sill a ib lSI cu c^iOonAcn 

(oIaai agdt A0(ip^*lCcv! ftnGcuGcon! 

’Jli^AGin. 1 AerG&’Ccufr 1 

Gods of the wide sky have sent these 
jewels of dextral conch, anklets, 
bangles, chains and waist thread. 
O, Red-eyed cloud-hued Lord, Talelo. 
O, Devaki’s lion cub, Talelo. (4) 
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rrtpc. ,5'cn ca 

fft ott rrjj 

LLJ gD t_0 LJ <S7Tl' ujlb CWsringl 

<52)^ tJJlT<a3T GUuSltfj<?Ti fJGlj G33UZF 

a_eu63TrrJj ^syrrprrdr; ^rrCsuCGurr! 
gjaoc^ft guctotctotCott! ^rrGcuCcurr 1 

The generous Vaisravana, lord of the 
Northern Quarter stands betwixt 
with folded hands, offering a necklace 
of charms shaped like Vishnu's 
five weapons, — conch, discus, 
dagger, mace and bow, — befitting 
your radiant chest, TaJelo. O, Faultless 
gem-hued Lord, Talelo. (5) 

cS i—6\SlGUT ^>vrt 

£ r (£^ UCUSTT(ip(i» $ 30 )* dJfft<^j(SDCrUL|LD 
Lcrr <5i)<5><5i 

*on£ 1/t £kL_n (ipit^ ujfTuj; < 5 ,(tGgvj^g\j rr| 

0*!b4b'J<3> C^dcrnG^ 7 ? ^rrGojCGvj n ! 

Varuna has sent a perfectly matching 
set of bangles and bracelets set 
with prizea corals and a suing of 
lustrous pearls from the deep ocean. 
O, Radiant-crowmed Lord, Talelo. Lord 
with beautiful arms, Talelo. (6) 

^nsTT^n ^rryf^^jLpduj GnthOowg> 0>«3<nciroflu jiX> 
OjdOTr^n Q^^(GTjC<?rT6mcuA <£b ®^Jfrfbfydl 

Cl] GT) &J IL| Jl 

Cg»<5T .a^P (DOjItClDGU £\ (5 lCi nj eS) & 

Gtjnih&,‘bO)n™, 

C&rrG^yr 1 ^Cipcu ^(TCcoCcun! 

(^l-iAT ^fTCGuCcud' 

Goddess Lakshmi seated on a nectarcd 
lotus has sent a garland of fresh 
Tulasi sprigs, and a wreath of 
Karpakam flowers picked from 
bowers rising sky-high. My Liege, 
don’t cry, don’t cry, Talelo. Lord 
reclining in Kudandai, Talelo. (7) I 

{hdG\&n(iy\ Cl I tnrtj&AlGCKh ibrttDM Sh6<fla><*nGSu,n 

insrofl^^Lluv r^lc^fju Clijrrrr)t ^ 

'• r * gtoti rrj - C3fl 

G« j n<2)3’5>5) n gtt , 

^^i^CTCu ffi_ OT57i_ rriij <5,nG<;\jG<s\j ff! 

^nurrujcrsirr! ^jCipcu, ! 


Goddess Earth has sent a golden 
diaper pin, golden bangles, a jewel- 
studded forehead pendant, and a 
hairpin with flowers of gold marked, 
‘For Achyuia'. O, Child who sucked 
the poisoned breast, Talelo. Narayana, 
don’t cry, Talelo. (8) 

OcDlLi jT>nrc3TU Cli_nrtn.QujrT0 

Q<gaj lu ^^C7T(JpiX) 

Qctjoju.1 a,6r>Gvui 2_bi;G rrn u^ 

^ rT «T T . 

gU/'T? ,'»C0 <^^kpGu, 5)fT(jGu(iGV ^ '. , 

"r\j■* fi£ ^^rTCsuCcu^! 

Thcdeer-riding-goddcss Parvau stands 
betwdxt, with gifts of refreshing 
bath-fragrance and turmeric powder, 
collyrium for your large lotus eyes 
and vermillion power. O, Sir don’t cry, 
don’t cry, Talelo. Lord reclining on a 
serpent in Tiru-Arangam, Talelo.(9) 

SHri? <3 cn <STT U J n CVJ Sli CudjjA 

£> err 

,t*{6V)0<SW auc."J3Tc.ooi^<MP #>n . 

J * i just, nr) uj <n < n C.fl ri <jgj|63>6i j 

» ill t GP Qtf ITCu 

0 ft iD 61. 6V/ Gv/ 6) i P A ^ G\j (oIT) . . 

This decad by Pattarbiran of Puduvai 
fame, where purc-tongued Vedic seers 
live, recalls the Talattu of Yasoda 
sung for the dark-hued lord who 
drank the deceitful ogress Putana’s 
breast. Those w r ho recite it without a 
fault will have no sorrow. (10) 

1.5 / Calling to the Moon 

(Am huh Paruvam} 

Tanmukattn | A saveri | Misra Chapa 

CijihZju 

Cl I jn6ST f gj^4 Al 637H Al Giftf I ^HUUU 

i. U i^A] ncih - 
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C T G3T LD <5j <StfT 

v 6* LI>rT iDjiS! 

GUT^|_p <£h LD ACT3TCOT)|Cn ^^cO, 

r£ CfE>fT5>i£)ij Gun. 

O, Tender Moon! It you have eyes on 
your face, come and see my child 
Govinda’s pranks as he crawls, 
kicking up dust. His forehead pendant 
sways, his golden anklet jingles. (1) 

GTGoT *» I ft}] 0\{&y l_i_GJT GTGUT5>^A» GJjn 

boTGiil11p^Jj] GTlD lSi (JITGUI 
(\) G 37 fil 0 i On Gin ih d-> gtt rr gvj a rr i_ a 

Art cl 14 ^4<sr»vpA./Tl«aTir>fT6iT; 
*&«•<*,ag ai Gu^TeTTrGe-nrr^ • gvj 

2 _ 2 )j^PGllj 6 vj , 

'D(G^«fflQJ VDG^OJUJ ftCgj , LO IT UD^' 

toi£K*f)Qi0j Clin. 

O, Great Moon! My dark hued little 
child, my sweet ambrosia, mv master 
calls and beckons to you with his 
wee hands. If you wish to play with 
him, do not hide behind the clouds. 
Come running here happily. (2) 

<XXJ LD -r ** l_l lD .• 

G/in^l urjrj-,^ cnrhj^iii 

till Q UJ uSl tiUj LO GTcOTlDAbtfT 

(IpALO Gff»Qi]n-GiJGli (TUJ J 
*fil&AA<£TT 'oGljIhJAL G]J n^TTT'bJT 

SL GUT GUI GUI G)Sl Grfl 15)^ G^Tfn 
g^aaacvjlo Gft>n-6bnGiij, 

** * Ali}.<2j| kj'U* <*u n - 

O, Bright Moon with rounds ol 
halo spreading light everywhere! 
With all that, you are no match for 
my son’s lace. The wonder lord, 
resident of Venkatam, calls. Come 
running quickly, lest you cause pain 
to his hand. O 

5 AA 1} A ><0 1 A^iCT 7 3 fTi>AGtftfT65*n rrGVJ 

mev»n 

SJ>AA6ir>GVjC>n6VJ 

,«M It) /T> Am* ( H|1 1 h . ArtGlfoi: 


^m^ICujcO. 

<5Guii) CaujujitCa: 

IDA All Q U rp fTdF, LDGUL_G3T 

^GVjgdgvjGldgu , cu rr. a gtjt i _ rr uj . 

O, Full Moon! The discus-wielding 
lord with his large eyes opened 
wide, seated on my waist, points at you 
alone. Know what is proper, and do 
not deceive him. If you are not a child¬ 
less sterile, take note and come. (4) 

<5Mip,£luj <tlj nuSloj c^i'ipg) 

2«!!0cu Q^Gifl<TM0rr 
LDljiGyiGU (ipfbfpff;® ^OT^OfifTGuGU rrGu 

2_G3TG0')G3TA, <55VGLj^UGOT0 IT GUT; 
(AjjpAbUl iffl ft 3} 0 tJtfl 

56\_GUA AFlGK <S CufT^lCiuGU, 

L| Gimp uSl gvj ^ArrC# <£1 Gen («>1 5 g51 , 

L|AIT lAIT | 

O, Big bright Moon! The adorable 
Sridhara with spittle dripping 
from his beautiful mouth, blabbers 
indistinctly, coos and calls to you. 
It you go on ignoring his calls, would 
it not mean that your ears are 
without a bore? (5) 

AiGUffrGl5 AA(Jl£i AnnnijAtfl 

G7.!b/hJib 5)i-AGDftUJCMn 
5iG2kTT gjJ LlSl G\J Vj I A fTGTTGTTA 

I 5) fT i v _ (TCI 11 va l A fT GTT A»^ (i0> 0 IT GUT " 
2_Geran_ (ip^cviuuircvi ron 

AG3UTL- fTliJ nij A fTfiSl iq. GVJ , 

ff51tMraiAG3^6VJ LOGUTGuflLli LD fT Lfl^ 1 

€^4i b^ii^ Gian, 

O, Big Moon set in the wide 
sky! The lord with might}- arms 
that hold the mace, discus and 
bow yawns as he goes to sleep. II he 
does not sleep, the breast-milk he drank 
will not be digested, see! So come 
quickly! Make haste and come. (t>) 

i i/lG\>A(sUT (TlGUTriji i_ 1 rt 1 dj iX) lol 3 ti iC ®uj GVj , 

l_l <j\Ti)T ll-j Hi ITGn 

^LGvSlb^ ... 
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ClDGU CTlfjU undjf^gi) tSW<5>g|]id» 

(ol^rTG^T v**,u3 ,.i 'VictTjCldcO . 

lditctjcu id^I u j rrCgj, ld n \s>$)\ 

Gl.rr. 

O, Big Moon! Do not think he is a 
mere child. Then in rhe past, he 
swallowed the Universe and slept on a 
fig leaf, know it. If he gets angry 
he can easily leap up and catch you. 
So cast aside your self-esteem and 
come on your own accord. (7) 


<3Iff)i UJ(TST GTG5T 

-fflrbJ&^CTig, - Cip&j a»<S&T._fruj. 

^rrjgiD'JOuSlGtTT Gu rrfr^CT^^GTJuj 

j-fgus'51uS)qd i _<5 Cagtt; 

^flgjffDLDU Q^fT^crRo,. 

S_G3T - 2'GT'GlAfh{€y 2_rflcTJiUj <5,nCSS T; 
ryc^nrp‘_D4,! OJh^ionGu cfflc7>rjjb^j 

2 -65T6d'>G5T < s J tJci Gli Al Gjrrrj it GcT. 


O Pull Moon! Do not trifle with 
my lion-cub for his small size. Go 
and learn from Mahabali what small¬ 
ness can do. If you too show regret 
for trifling him, you too can secure 
his grace. The lord of the Universe 
calls, make haste. (8) 


1 uSltfvj QQJststQ cjjrilu g)U. ni>6ir><fh 

^(Lprij/Dai 

ClJ<ST>L£ Qju9p>rpj <TTlbt9i5n-QfT ttiu . 

£>— G^I GD ffyr /». «3<n GH^IcgrjpfT-^JT ; 
Qa>n 6 J3T f^l ffi— G5T6TT)G31 Crmfyu-ILD, 


gjiq/T)ci4 fhfrdut . 

<njmp a_2 )j$Cuj6&, i/iit 

6£>uj. Qjrr. 

O Big Moon! Look, my master who 
lowered his long arms into the pot and 
filled his bulging belly with butter 
calls you. He will spin his discus on 
you, there is no doubt. If y OU wish to 
live, come running willingly. (9) 

csvn-a&i «*» uiCatrc*,^ 


... • Q-HrcucSl •• n , tt0 

‘nne^rr),/, cj> Cf R, ^,/f^pn 


« i fl. £. fl, iSn cn I l ! 5 4 ‘ ^ jfrA 

cr? rf* 3 3 Lp ,v t.-, <n 

’ "14 . O rr GV ) G\J 0.1 G\J Cvj Qj *T e?r ,V^ 

^Lli ^CUGTiCVlCuj- 

This decad of sweet Tamil songs by 
Vishnuchitta, resident of bright Puduvai, 
recalls the words of bright collvrium- 
eyed Yasoda, spoken on her son’s 
behalf. Those svho can recite it in am 
manner will have no despair. (10) 


1.6 / Crawding on Fours 

(Saikirai) 

UyyavaUku | Anjndabhairjvi \ Tisnun 

ij_i uj S' G\J i 1 J CiT 1 1 Jjj I 12— L 

ID x* 171 

pacn-iftClfr fTOji <otTT ,^1 1({?U 

^ Gu UJ <0) GTfrC lD G6 

ffliuui - j^ju^Igu 'oJrrb'sijTi 

urjubiJoCeaT! 

IJfbJifJiILI ^^063* CiDGirf(UJ'J u3tI 

sj i lij u j 6U 617 GUI , ^ i5b C\J '!> C«LD LD fe7 651 <5a 

0 *104611 O« j fTGv)t tn/MJA {Od,ip&g)i 

CTlLLi 1 6T6.TTc7»f«?) *.' *v O^r^^iSinn. 

.A*,ujiTA€rT CunCrjCn;,! ^94,0ft. . ' r - - 

O, Jewel bellied god-of gods, w'ho 
creates and swallows the worlds! For 
many, many ages you lie motionless 
on a fig leaf performing the Yoga 
ol sleep. O, Lord of dark hue and large 
lotus eyes! Goddess Lakshmi considers 
your large chest a hefitrmg place 
for her. O, Bull oi the cowherd 
clan, dance. Your golden Makar a 
earrings swaying from side to side, 
dance the Senkirai. oi 

*l/MTcnrflitSl^Vr «u ClAniSiJTTfh 1 

S*_L 

tpl;*>f) GTLp ,-?«?>. ff & «‘Pf7fTGU 

(.Tl. tf»l It ll 
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ificn Qunmbcftio Qa.«raiA 

: 

Cioancvj &$ 0 §kufi i£&,&) Gcu^gtotQ Guijtf, 

■OjfTt.n i 0 c3i C :fl <f>i' n cji o. i9,cu Q GunfO a neb 

Ql ifU^llild. 

(fljWLUjna a*rc 5 )acT] 

arruuGuGt^n! 

^gti 1 cp(ri) anevj, "xl^A 

G^n^cnr;, 

^ujrrasrr GunCjGrrj! ,£>4/*M0 o>. 

Taking a fierce lion-iorm you tore into 
Hiranva’s chest with sharp claws 
spewing blood, to protect the true 
devotee, his son. When the angered 
Indra, king of gods, sent dark clouds 
that rained hailstones, you held a 
mountain high to protect the cows. 
O, Fierce bull of the cowherd clan, 
my Lord, dance for me just once, 
dance the Senkirai. (2) 

njinn*>3airin10fnu^l ctt 
w^uni'V.GGn! 

Cti PGiVi u.| cn jVjfT^mcu iv Tcirtj ip.* $91 
friutUSiGtl r ^>U<^T«iC«l! ftfJGvSfi ^)WV>MJ>(lpdyir 

£_CU(0)lb ft eft 

L4g>Gpii> 

eftihrn «ic»Tn(T,ftGuC 63 T! Ccmpripib <rrip 

€iil<snt. ujtb 

cftrjGfiluj G<rjeDcuftg)>6n Gcucrirrii 

ueuCttr! 

,2mU)id! 5 T e 9 ia»ip) tf>(rr, ftneu, 

■" L-fT(!oGrr>! c*j &*9 jm,(»?aGcu. 

O, Lord, vou are the substance of the 
tour Vedas; help for the tour-laced 
Brahma seated on your lotus navel 
when he was in distress by Mndhu- 
Kaitabha! You grew as Trivikrama 
to encompass the whole Earth, the 
Milk} Way and beyond. When con¬ 
fronted by the elephant Kuvalavapida 
and the seven hulls in a contest for 
Nappinnai \ ou emerged victorious! O, 
Lord, dame! Dance the Senkirai. (?) 


Qjn^tfTQJ lifted) IDfthp, 6UC3T <9<9>L_(i> (IT^CIT, 
(ip CD6U UGU u9 S3T r»>(0)/Ttb «^J^| 

2_GOTTi_GuCg3tI 

&,non&> GiiGu ^crr^cirr arruj ^ OyfCt^fya, 

f),GSi £u*^^j) CldMTGinT^ GT(§1 iL|cb 

CT«n£hCTTGfn! 

Cftfpfl.cpu) (ipaQj/ib r)5v 

QcufSfn-7*bir 

GTcjiLjOjrr ftiTib uji^iua 

G^cu^iju) 

•^>Q a 

^ujfr^fiTT GurrCryGrr)! 

The gods rejoiced when you smote 
the cart Sakaiasura and drained the life 
out ot the deceitful ogress Putana. 
O, Dark hued calf of mine! All the 
hard wood-apples in the deep forest 
fell when you threw the disguised 
call Varsasura against the Asura tree, 
then killed the notorious Dhenuka. 
Mura and Narakasura in battles that 
shook the Earth. O, My elephant, 
dance! Dance the Senk inu. (4) 

<£4**<4|2> ftuSJ(*iU> cunn^jpcvi 

rPi u> t ciifTn 
GffclU acnc.1l.TCU Climfl 

■ 

if’fti* 2_C3Ttltl lli 61i jbftGU&nfl 

2£2(fi) <fh.JftiPQ(,7Tn0ib a_ 

Cjiciifb^<T>Ccumo! 
(yiftJjkb .^cn(,|-.^iQjCV' (ip<T)fn <nifr^Qjft<bi\ipc3T 
^ipb&kraT ^icojil^n Glo fTuj^ipdi^un 

^cdcvku , 

CTCItT^0 OsftK&SniJ. 

rTdhGiT Gi irrCfrGm 1 

O, Mighty Lord! In stealth you ate the 
curds, butter and Ghee painstakingly 
churned by the beautiful long-haired 
cowherd-dames. Then with might) 
limbs you felled the twin Marudu 
trees that meant you harm! With a 
smile displaying halt sprouted 
teeth on your beaut it ul face, tossing 
about vour dark curly locks, dance! 
Dance the Senkirai. (5) 
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AfTuj <su nrgl 55 rTf ft, Cufrffu 

OifT LD®<jS)fr) AfTCtflujfflfT 2 _^^u 9 Cc\> 

gjjliu SSM uuSlgiub 

£ ,r * ft tffc**rfluSU 3 I OAmijL, u^l^GuCfiTT! 
^SHjUJii) Clun^Qjndr cr £\nGujh&> 

l£)CD6T> £ 

& 4 *y£>V\b ^uj 

n dfi CD CJJT UJ fTuj f 
^lu! STTCJ T£h { &) *<0r*.A£TMj, 

^UJ^STT CuirCgCnj! ^©A. ^©aGeu. 

O, Dark Kaya-hued Lord, resembling 
a dark cloud! O, My beautiful child, 
you danced in ecstacy on the serpent 
Kaliva s head in the deep forest 
glen, with your pure feet. You plucked 
the tusk from the great elephant 
Kuvalayapida. Without a match you 
killed the fierce wrestlers in 
contest. O, My Lord, dance! Dance 
the Senkirai. 


gijUL_i S-ft At,uj f T< 3 »crT^,Lb O^ncu cujLgGDrr^j 
gjluj fTjGvj G<J,rrc^AiDu 9 cu 

^4 ©T> 63T UJ 

^.'iiSlcrxr^r rp>s{j d^lcTH. ^’ D ^cf'uj 

5,Ojgu ^Irpcvj 2_cm_uj £>"3,^10 ^dT^GesT* 
flM j iSieijr & f*cr\cr *cr>cn& £, st* i_£) ^ 

Cs,* a gjrrClamQ 

^ L. 'q HJ 

r^HJU? CTGJTAfiSP) •W-M- (ol O f*ll £oo i fj, 

^U.rT^Gh CurrCrjCn^f ^ ^ n , 

In the contest held by the cowherd 
folk, you won the hand of dark- 
coiffured Nappinnai of beauty 
matching a peacock, by subduing 
seven fierce bulls. O Lord, you 
brought back the lost sons of the 
Brahmin from the world of eternal 
light in a golden chariot, and 
returned them to their mother, dance' 


2_ cirTCfi gttu 4 ii &> cn cu u51 it) Cl a itottst 

S_ff5TOciTn(C^I thrh)£h€n A(rr-^^Kj ^^uSIctt Q^ojgjj 


gj up 2 _cu ( 0 )tb &_«ni— tiJ h’uj 


Dance the Senkirai. 


(7) 


GU(T^U> 

*iG5TCTflaJ(fT)li) LOAiip, <£fc G3TJT i_ CD n 0,CJ3T(tfjCTfl (J . 
&-.n}<T)GurT d^fTjn^CDfJ, 

LDcjrgDi nii laujfTuj? OcDCncn<r*n)ujnuj* 

in $ err (g, iip 

C<5rrcDQjLD^s?tj<5>0 ^GuyrcrsTM O&gil 

^OpC*! 

C7G3T ^GDCULD ^(TiDGnGDrTUJ- ' 

J <34,0*0 

c e^ j ®l <5i GiTD. 

O, Lord of Kurungudi, Vellarai and 
high-walled Solai hills! CL Sweet 
nectar of Kannapuram, my saviour! 
Maidens take you to their homes on 
their waist and play with you, then bring 
vou back. To please them, to satisfy 
the onlookers, to make the learned rave 
and to grace me your mother, dance 
just once. O, Master of the seven worlds! 
Dance the Senkirai. (8) 

LjrrClcurf® ~lnsuj £,u9it c£>63ryt enffrOgyaQ 

0 GST* U &\ (\p tXi 
u****0>ujlO ft,4uGu *ff*)UU,iJ(^pib rp,rrr^l GDfJ, 

G/JirTcu r^ff^LCt jcu«*T7/7 Cl 0 n-, a i n 

CD n LiS) cn l_ £h 

C#,mocn Clcijcncrfl(ipcir)cfl Ct.jrrcM <*f)cui jCu 

^Icvja, 

^curQn-jtfjgji ^np0>nrr ^Diiu j63^l_u9ct» i>j(^)Ggd 
fQcj t ACjflojfriu f£H(ip0)ib < L P$!£>£ii 

ctc^ild LD«^lfnLJQLJ^■('rhJGaT , Qathi&Gnn. 

tOipSL !£» CSTu U.lfTUj! Am a*/-v‘aG«. 

With the smell of milk, curds and 
Ghee, mixing with the fragrance of 
Sandal paste, camphor, Senpakam 
and lotus flowers, a mouth lined 
by thin coral lips displaying a few 
tender teeth, set on a dark face lined 
by a string of charms, O Lord, dance! 
Dance the Senkirai. (9) 
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(oltfnuAiDCUA ^LpoSIcu Gurrcu 

Ctfii * **. ^ifl^^GTpU) ilcxr^caflujii), 

c^cyirjuSifb 

* c\M.lu» Qlj fT63T6)ju(iptb fijircn iTjCjr 

lB rr g}} GTi 6TT uSl GCTT 

l^GldjrT0 Q LJ n 637 LD GT3^U_| lB , G LB fT^) Q (Jp lb 

<^i$UU|L£» 

i °gii) ljcd i_iLj lD GgjrrsrTGijcDcniqiii 

0cmipiLjib 

iDAIJ^lD GUfTCfflA^ib <9 m1i£HLJlB GpJgjgjj gp**, 
sTPaj^triT - _ - -v ^gCs! , ,*,0<* CUfhi&ng, 
ejtp2_sb^LD 2_sr>i_ojrr lu! ^i,00>. 

Wearing a matched set of rings on 
toes that look like petals on feet of 
lotuses; bells befitting the ankles; a 
golden waist-thread with pears and 
beads alternating; rings on fingers 
and a bracelet for the wrist; a 
necklace of charms shaped like the 
five weapons; shoulder rings, Makara- 
shaped ear pendants and a forehead- 
jewel, O, King and Master, dance! 
Dance the Senkirai. (10) 

^CT3TG3T(lf)ii> lf)C3T S2_^CV|lXi ffl U_| IB 

^ujn*6Ti 

(^fTaJ^GGar! 

gtgjt^GUOjlD acncTTGUfTiLi! ^0^ Q&rhi&ttrj 
cjip s2_cvi(^jld £»ni_u i fTiU! jn if*)*, ^0^ 

{.*TG3T|T)1 

j^GflGFnr } Gr ‘ 1 ^ CiiTCTT fTfiP^ 2_<ht£>ib 

i 

.^crr i 4<9,ipu ijl i GSt s_cnrjgjft 

£31 Gjfl (7T ,9 Lfirrc^GVIACTT g\u IlSjgjjlB 

G1j€VjG\j rrn 
g Ju Ti GY; 

GTGWT^CrKSLLIlB ggCXTUib 

cnufrjajCg. 

This decad of ssveet Tamil songs by 
Pattarbiran of Puduvai sing the prized 
words of swan-gaited Yasoda to the 
master of the cowherd clan who came 


in the Avatars of swan, fish, man-lion, 
manikin and tortoise saying , “Lord 
of the seven worlds, dance the 
Senkirai”. Those who master it will 
attain great pleasure and win the praise 
of the eight Quarters. (11) 

1.7 / Teaching the Child to clap 

(Chappani) 

Manikka Kin km i \ Nadanamaknya \ 

Tisram 

£\ ^^ LJ } LB <f«l G31 

CiB6\J 

r^sraflu OufTGSTGaTrrrr} Q<?ujg> Clu itott 

2_C31L LBOTjfl 

GuOTjfl, UGBGTTGUrruj ^CUf^J&, UCOTT0 

<5i 76Jdfl CTl 0* fT CT3T l_ 6«J ■> &> <9, GTT n GU df LJ uj fT Wijfl, 

(^llCkh! c>uufTaraf). 

O, dark tressed One, wearing a 
beautiful waistband of gold, and 
jewelled ankle-bells that chime, 
flashing a pearly smile over charming 
coral lips! With hands that took the 
Earth as gift from Mahabali, clap 
Chappani, come clap you hands, 
Chappani. (1) 

ClunOT - o^nClann,. ld nsraflA<«?, 

<?£) L tTdT Tl booO 

•&CJT ^5mG 3T*(J /i*y , fl-l' iq An . 

erdfT c^«a>a GlBgQfQC7T0I &_tht ACn 

r^Uin^LO 

<nG37 ^g^oGibgli Q^ctlI i_mu 0 u u nsrafl. 

IB fTLLJ GuGot ! Cl^fTC-L. nuj flULJfTGnfl. 

With a golden band and gem-set bells 
on the waist chiming, and a forehead 
ornament swaying, von leave niy 
lap and climb on to your father 
Nandagopa’s lap. Clap Chappani. 
O Wonder-lord, clap Chappani. (2) 

LJGUlBGrafl ^GJTuGBCniB i JdP^^GJTGST 

CT63Tid GYl C3TSTGffijT 63T ^>G\J HiJ (<ffi Cl i J (1 GJ1 

Cj> 3) f! L _ u^. 631 LbLB6\j 
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< 5 >l lb Gr> to Gj 63 T 

ClDfiO Cl^n-ilufTlL ^UUfTOTijflj 

il; ri ctnauiCcrrf urTGr^. 

O, My gem-hued One! Over beautiful 
golden earrings studded with many 
gems, pearls and coral, your beautiful 
lips finishing pearly teeth, clap Chappani 
on vour mother’s lap; with beautiful 
hands clap Chappani. ( 3 ) 

gj] f5cuK(ixjbfD5)C*f, * ,n £»gif Gj9cff>cr:a.jrTi 

6L>m.3T <£^eun -^\dl^6u! Qfb&lqn] cv *r 
i£1cvj gut i_)d‘jjij)rf ^GPny j rr<5jLb 

Can 1 l'£», «J<ff,rTL_i_r7Lu 5uu*TGiijfl, 

Nandagopala stands watching proudly 
as you call the big moon roaming in 
the wide sky to come and play with you 
in the moonlit portico. Clap Chappani 
for him, O, Lord of Kudandai, clap 
Chappani. ( 4 J 

•-! 1 C^jfruii) Q^fTG37r0<^'£>y52J 

,^Liq , *,,/%, t j^nf;luinCin, 

<9li U Ub ^)ID <£J)L_n«?6l(itif Igu QtiUtisVlC tGMlU^lX) 2_€TJT 

LJl—Lq.* <5>G3 tC]I>! Qt£hrr 1 _ nUJ < 91 J U fTWIffl, 

0/buff)fTun! C<5jniJ. !_ITttJ 0Ui 

O, My little Calf! Smirching the dust 
and grime of your frame on me you 
slip inside steathily and eat all the 
pots curds and pails’ butter. Clap your 
hands, Chappani! O, Padmanabha, 
clap Chappani. ( 5 ) 

5» nifl ^S>J 5 »n 6 suic„»» Ci^ncO 

Q<9, nsrifeniT^ 

CuatT 2-UJfrto .oit^ , 

logs’JT 

^2,ib lOdM* , IUU 
Gjbn «•■*«,«nnso auunorfl, 

i\n^, l, It > , UUITU||I 

These are the hands that drove the 
char.ot for the five Pandavas against 
the ambitious hundred who sought 


to rule the Earth and waged a war, 
not heeding their father’s words. Clap 
Chappani. O, Lion-cub of Devaki, 
clap Chappani. ( 6 ) 

rtJGu-iT- Av eu <£hG-JTC 1 n<??T 

' • 0- -C.C'G'J Cl/ "'r ’‘ 

0 r£itfr T A «, A, ia/i 

rfcji Q^rult GP<S,/r.<nTfTffu tfULJtTiSafi, 

5itn»l jj. rf ! (jj <5»u.> C gw ! 'TUUfT&nnl. 

These are the hands that rained arrow s 
that shook the ocean-lord Vanina 
when he hid in the deep and refused 
to part or give way. Clap Chappani 
O, Lord who wields the Sarnga bow. 
clap Chappani. (7) 

iSj'G^t< 3)5inCco ,v*jv<wTA. 

Or>>.r»-,A»/Q ,£,.1 esn ctst <t,i‘ iq ^Grtr^r 
,4^r «♦*(♦> n 

. <ST)*,5-ctTiu,o dJuurr&j^l, 

gtiauiCgut! ^uufTfiraft. 

These are hands that rained arrows 
and destroyed the Rakshasas of Lanka, 
after building a bridge across the 
ocean strait with a monkey army. 
Clap Chappani. O, Lord who wields 
the discus, clap Chappani. ( 8 ) 

-c„ •-'! ► ^/TrnrtCTTT SX| O1 GiTT | < , 

$4,^1 C.**- 

Cu<smrr^^) L ' (y •• £>. •»*s2 ^<Tjinu 

s cttit- Q^n^Cl. ^..mxirnGLi 

-*4 <*b Gu Lf» 

iSlcn^^lili ansi./hainQXi aui inercV). 

Ci j u_' (ipCfiQo . tin. ctCgut! Oi.ii 

These are the hands that tore into the 
wide chest of Hiranya Kasipu*— 
you appeared as a fierce Hon with 
sword-sharp claws and struck rerrm 
in his heart, — when he pointed at a 
pillar and smote it. Clap Chappani. 

O Lord, you sucked the ogress s 
breast, clap Chappani. ^ 
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i61<^l LDf^^rjiB iQ&}&)r t £h n^nili4 

6m_ih a £)($), curr,*^ guctt^uSItji 

th <mT) (. L ^ <mD Cto Si GTT fT CjU D LJ LjrT Go 3^1 f 

AfTfT^ip^Gu (rucjsTWJrGGjr! auuncfoTL 

These are the hands that churned the 
deep ocean with gods and A suras by 
planting the Mandara mount .is the 
churning stick, and winding the 
serpent Vasuki over it as the churning 
rope. Clap Chappani. O. Dark cloud- 
hued Lord, clap Chappani. (10) 

£l<9irt6TT£rr£?i d^n cjrrr§l id ^luj n^ii 
garni a imp l^ldOu rTt^lcv. (iSlFucili^^gjjirru 

LJ li I . 6fT 

C<TLJ L_ CD Oi Uj H6U Cl O fTcifTOTT # LJ LJ fl fiuifl 

rrc,n lt 

Cfiinl cn<5ju? cfTncO (jl/jnGu^jminn efilenerr 

CljitClo. 

This decad ol Chappani is by Pauarbiran 
of Villipuitur surrounded by fragrance- 
wafting gardens, sung with love for the 
lord who appeared 

as the king of the cowherd clan to 
redeem the world. Those who sing it 
with love will be freed of despair.(l 1) 

1.8 / Toddling Songs 

(Tahir Nadai) 

Todar Sankilikat \ A tana | Adi 

Jlftm <T tfcuniT - iSlGunn gt<s3Tctt0, 

• <,£»»$uuu 

1 *(*^ ut )LDlD,5,, - J C^nq fiUH0STO>Lb 

tfjrii-tm Ci .»msv, 

S>_ i di <*n ( 

*_«n iDGdsfl ucjnrn 

<£fci fh jUfjnarflcTt^oi Clttncaoif.^ .orrnr^jftu^cx** 

aCTIfTft,60l- ITpL.GlJfTC<?STfT ! 

Jaunting like a rutted elephant with the 
clangour of chains and the chime of 
hanging bells, ichor oozing in three 
spots, will not my lord Sarangapani 


come toddling? His waist-bells peeling, 
his ankle-bells joining in the din, is he 
going to come toddling now? (1) 

£^j«fl^»da»rTvhiSl«.NJ C^rTOTTfQiib 
£\ £U tTf (ipsnC'fTLJ CufTCVJ 

nh<5><?}i Cligij) gjjojnojfTujij, JtC/v, 

rtjffffl fT OoicjtjtuCvj (LpsmfiTT 

LjjCtfiriL ^MCnfbeJ)<5ujcnejr 
Qi&ifh ton IjisraflcusfosorOT> GUrrAC^GuOT 

<5,«?niTn,«oi_ n>L cunCeffm! 

With a conch strung around the waist, 
and a tortoise-talisman around the 
neck, the eternally sleeping lord 
Vasudeva of dark gem-hue reveals a 
smile of pearl-white teeth and lips 
like a thin crescent moon in the red 
evening skv. Is he going to come 
toddling now? (2) 

li)l<SfT<|p]<9> Q*fTi4U_ni) Cp»IT QojOTT <$r*JJ<9>(6TV,Lb 

(£>ip ufflCojt_(ipiDrTiJULj 
l51g 3T63TG\J <£jGUnil (tfjLD ^ 1} dfl GtH GO iy ID 
^jj>flT>fTCnL_Quj rr^ldb , 

tijl(jjT«3fl6U QufTGtS)^ ftniT^Lp^CV) ClJfTGDA 
«>fTcr»rnQujfT0ii) f 

/jjtsTCTnGu Qurrcv^lfh^, ^J|ihU|Caacw 
a>6TT<Tfb6T)L_ OSl Gl»nCo3Tn ' 

The braided silver waist-thread and 
silver fig leaf over creamv-silk loin¬ 
cloth are like a flash of lightning, a big 
white moon and its halo surrounding 
it. The golden choker around his neck 
and the darkness of his frame look 
like a rain-cloud lit by its lightning. 
This self-illumined child, Hrisikesa, 
is he going to come toddling no\v?(3) 

<5,Gyi6^Tfr» (<3 5 i ld &lont,9>rra> vtantti#' 

SiSTJiAfaBiii 

.^y+S 1 Ciubgil rQi^n/rjj £><n ; ib crcyi 

(ip^Clajsiiarar&'iTTttfr /Q ^.LDniwvvjt 
^e^Gr>G3Ti i JlurbGir^rrj^a, ajdfT&unuj 

Gi63 TotiG 3TA A^CSTrpnGirt; 

fljcsi (prvjrru mn/nrpG\jn /honeOACV i$C&, 
fhimrrn-GDi ,1m ainC^n 1 
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My cloud-hued lord with Sri on his 
chest comes forward, giggles and 
gives me a kiss; his spittle, flowing 
from his mouth like the froth over a 
can of sugarcane juice, makes me 
tremble. Is he going to come toddling 
now, over the heads of those who 
oppose him? (4) 

(ipat/bGO frit OcutfTCTflu 

(£) t_ I_cjr 

CWglCWg) ^ 

•.9oT<r,aT£ n-JTjgjgj S^IT 

(^)lLi_G 3T 

Cluiurri^gj CuncO, 

SL_6U&tb uaoSl SJ>GUrTU 
CTcjrgQiLD 

£V62rj£,LbtSl gpi_u jJcjr <£^ L (5 Q^cucurrcirT 

j3)6TJ fT^ST) L_ jJji^CijrTCOTTfr ! 

Like a boulder from a white mountain 
rumbling down with great speed 
and a boulder from a black mountain 
rolling behind it, a big brother called 
Baladeva, praised by the world 
without end, runs swiftly and the 
younger brother follows. Is he going 
to come toddling now? (5) 


<&(S<hn<3C 1£ ^ b 

OufT^Ig.gjj &&>&&& 

CUfifeftrgl, 

CT (4>$G'JT fT fOCLjrT6U, 

CIu ( 5 «,it< 9<&» £tffu 

■SIot^OTujui Quujg,, 

*0 /hnad, *1 -CusucjiiicOTsjr o>mnn »,noi a, 
^cnnffjOTu^ IbL cunCffsTn 1 


The dark ocean-hued lord, Kamadeva 

7t er j w,t L h , the ^ of his one foe 
etched wnh the conch-symbol and th 

fmn Wlt \ the discus - s >'mbol, leave 

3inTJ here 7[ He places his fo °' 

over "nd o VCS laS,in S } ° y ,hat ris 


LM_f7 unbJ^UJ U)G\JfT<n.jrTLU Orb<£ltpU 
uotTI Guitcu 

^■i_nil Cl<£brr 6 Wr<_ CltfGiiGurTuj o§? rf)\ gmrrffi 
£$*>& 

•> »-| 11 r^- VuxsA S3? Cu ndu 

2 _<JC)i_ lDG 3jfl dfcc>331 £hCl<?jyTGJT, 

fi>nCTriey)ood> d<»MTGi]*3i(^> tfrmrhiAufTGKjfl 
^arnfb^i- fr,L-611 rrCcyfn ! 

Dropping pearls of nectar like freshly- 
opening lotus buds, his red lips dribble 
with hanging drops of mouth nectar. 
With his waist-bells clanging like the 
bell on a stud bull’s neck, -- 
my Sarangapani, — is he going to come 
toddling now? ( 7 ) 

t_j£)&LD < *nnr)ji_n.jrr<sa'>jp i 5 C<* 

^(fT^Gijl^GTT u<fJ)fTp 32 ) 6 «r> 6 Jrruj 

Lj«ni_ Ql/UJIT, 

iDtfxfttjiT £L_ 6 u<£)soffg) Qi-JUjgu ^r^lujrT 
uD<aafl«5, (£x 4 > 6£1 aL^^jc^lcjr 
Oifhfh in <t id ersf 1 cu«Vr£o 3 tear Gun’^CgjGiJGjrr 
5,1. fiijaCiS^TfT ! 

Like a stream that winds its way 
down a dark mountain appears like a 
fluttering ribbon of light, the silver 
waistband of my dark gem-hued lord 
Vasudeva goes up and down as he 
moves his hips. Gem of a child such 
as the world has never seen, is he 
going to come toddling now*? (8) 

C.)6KGtf3T GlUO} C)l JOJguG<£fcfT 6 JoTGl 

ujj r* CciJLp-' irjl (sIJT ,T . ■- j 1 

Cu nc\j 

Ct^jGWT l_|( ug ^>1 u i rriq , £1 rfls£l«3>.f£lrji£><rirr 
1 |<5>fTui_ dJujri4>g]i 

^>OT3T «£m <5^ H A Ifl Gt» ^ <0 IJ^J ^nO j 

i*_ cn(D^2fi 

6 £> eirr fr^j ib Cr^ncji ^ClD 
5>6JIn Cl ifTgjj Clfl,fT6ff?U &G& 

$<m it rhffrn 351 s)i nCr^n f 

Like a baby elephant playing in white 
mud, Trivikrama playing in the dirt 
comes sweating in patches: lest he hurt 
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his tender lotus feet when he steps on 
hard ground, may he come toddling 
on a bed of fresh blossoms. ( 9 ) 

cnrj fyns ioctotl-GulD Gurrcvj 

O o r^j&bodi i£ rrcu G & o gd G3T <p> got 

i£rr 

£l<S,ljpj3bgiJ 6T^J(^)li U|OTll_CluUJlJ, 

Clu(2) £ny& ffT\l£ dTifTUCnAuSl^ILD 

ClL-nfl LuGgrm ucuii) 

^ ^0 S\ fT^1 3Q (?y>5TbpTJt LP dJjJ (JTTGYTLD G<JJIT|T,gj 

G 1 ^ rr CiTJ l l_GU nCs^iJT ft ! 

The ornament on lotus-eyed Kesava’s 
forehead sways flashing like a full 
moon reflected on dark waters. Holier 
than the gushing waters of the great river 
Ganga is the piss that flows from his 
little penis. With droplets dripping, is he 
going to come toddling now? (10) 

ii '►■." •. '> cu gu 2 ~-j C^rTG7Tf/)luj 

, *<m G7T C] J GWT tj3 JT G3T <fh G5T GIT) GUT Qy 

^rriun b^ituiTGnnr 

rr ffj fcifj t_ 2>t_5>5>fl)CinGist 

C«DUJ(T LjAijp efil 110^5,5)Gift £<j asu 

6fil 2-<^aA^<nJG^GUfTfr 

-nnujsn in so aflGuGwrcavn sin uGroflu-iii) 

LD^iA^DGrrili Qu£uGnrr<9iG6Ti. 

These songs by famed Vishnuchitta 
of Veyar-cian sing of the dark hued 
lord who took birth in the cowherd 
clan when he toddled, giving pleasure 
to his mothers and fear to his foes. 
Those who master it will beget 
children who are devoted to the 
feet the wonder-lord of gem-hue.(11) 

1.9 / “Come to me” 

(Acbo, Acho!) 

Ponmyal \ Amrtaavarshini \ Adi 

Qimcjr jgj^uj s\j -9»L.iq i 

&i- iq. £> 

^IujGVi ipGft'G *76vjGtfl 3Go<o»n GTCjjiTr^l 


tBGST ^LUCU ClD&lb gSIgDIJ^I^iI GT^lli 

cijjb^mbGurrffu 
CTG3T ^6»n_<s>(£) c^>ilL_!jrr, ^gCgp! ^sGem! 
GTiiCTlu 0 iDCTS 3 T GUfTfjmju. c^sGsrr! ^^G^n ! 

With golden ankle bells and a forehead 
pendant in their places sounding 
‘clang clang*, is he going to come 
running to my waist confronting me 
like a swift lightning cloud? My Lord, 
come quickly, Acho, Acho! (1) 

A 8 r^J &> 10GU U y,G{j)GU Gg>G3T 2_ GgoiG^jiLD 

gugtttCl Ccjncu 
UfWpAGTT GUTTjgtl 2_55T UQJGTTGUnLL) QtnnUJLJU, 
GlSl CO GU TTSTT 

^r^iCD^ftGTTfrGco GOfT>gij ^^G^rrl ^aG^n! 

Your dark curly locks hover around 
your coral-lips like bumble-bees 
drinking nectar from a lotus; with 
tender hands that gracefully hold 
the conch, discus, mace, bow and 
dagger, come running to embrace 
me, Acho, Acho! (2) 

U^dJGun gjfl£>G31nuJLJ LlUfJ5>lb GSTiaO^UJ^I, 
«b£> jhP OurTiiiSDUtf, 

<$ 1^0 lj ugo^t^^gjtGidgo uruu j>^l(10 

tGb^GSTGO b3ulCjTnGGJTT ! & G^T FT ! ,.2^ &(&& fT! 

^tjUjir Qu^uonGcTT! ^i^G^rr ! 

O Dark-hued cowherd-lord, you 
went as a messenger for the five 
Pandavas, then waged the great 
Bharata war. You entered the lake 
haunted by the venom-spitting 
serpent Kaliya and leapt on to his 
hoods, struck terror, then graced 
him, come Acho, Acho! " ( 3 ) 

fhrtrhluj Am 

£T G37 (ioi Gy 

G*tf <^G)i{Gl>,iii iblSlfT) i , 

<5«T_G,ril63'><J31 2 _GTiCgtT <£>0fTufl, 

Gj(D a— (ftpcfilG3Tn lu 1 G*»' 

GTl£)(3lLJ^^f ) ^D^6aT , Gi.iminuj. ^flGarr! Crn 1 
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My Lord, you asked for some Sandal 
paste from a hunch-back woman; 
she too obliged and smeard it on 
you. In return you removed her 
hunch and straightened her back. 
Come Acho, Acho! (4) 


sapeu ldsttottjt 0,$* Cu^eO bS)cnrSj,j£i 

CTL P^'irjni 2_6 ctc7)ot 


Cpffj (7 St LD 

*tp«r>co a_cn L ^ 

, 5 M*pco sfilj^&anCOTr! &sGan\ ^sCen! 
<5**^ cid^ujC^! ^flCair 1 "HfiC'Sn ! 

The scheming Duryodhana sat with 
vassal kings around him like rays 
around the Sun. When you came he 
rose involuntarily, then sat down and 
gave a hate-filled look. But your one 
look was enough to scorch him. 
O Lord with discus in hand, come 
Acho, Acho. (5) 


CufTIT C^SiSiLJ uGTOTCCrafl gju U^filLjOU rTG.T>0 

^ITUU ITGET 

Gj&n ac'i 7 £g,(Tuj CI 5 nrr 

efil O uj jt) * n iii; 

<9>rnr ClDGsfltf, ft(ITjlb Ou(fT)^ 

S> C73T C CP ' 

5>(ipG^ruu GUfbgj, ^^G<9 It! 

c^tjLurTa>cn GuitGijGjo! c^drC^n! ^^G^rr ! 

O Dark cloud-hued Lord! You drove 
the chariot for the victory of garlanded 
Arjuna in a fierce battle and rid the world 
of its burden of despot kings! 
O Fierce Bull of the cowherd clan, 
come and caress me, Acho, Acho!(6) 


l6 ** ionics) CeuCTcfiluSi*. 

V &l CTG3Tqjj g,fTC3Tvb S^lcuft^lu 

Asfersno,,,,^ HQ (*0* 

ss.a.ojCsn! ^,aGan! 

01^)0,10 @L aairGejr! ^aGan! &oCon 1 

discusM W ! eldlng t * le con ch am 
famn x/r C L C , great sacrif ice of til 

yTof'tb a A habal1 you Wd th 
ye ° f the Asura> s preceptor Sukr 


with the tip oi your Pavitra grass, 
when he protested and tried to stop 
the gift oi the three strides of land. 
Come Acho, Acho! (7) 

c.T<Sn tO Huj li) ? CT67T ^ LJ LJ GJI 

(jpG3TOT<Snuj GIJG737 GJ'DiClD Cl 0, fT Gffa 1 (^1 ^CTTGlinuj 

<7TG5Ttfnl , 

l£j£ 3767)J wHUJ QJfTCjflGu <3»tpiT)/51 Uj 

iM G3TCT1I (ipi^ujCffTi! r^dCdn! <5M 
CGUfbi^i— <^< mrajiCcsr? ^ m ot 1 

When Bali’s son Namushi protested, 
“What trick is this? My father did 
not know. You must resume your 
old form and measure the land”, 
you hurled him into the sky. O 
Radiance-crowned Lord of Venkatam, 
come Acho, Acho! (S) 

^i_«;jLb io<»«r> cyj u_;tb (rj(ipii) 

(Ip feiiifl l_<5b Si (Sy (^9^0017, ^Lp^jl CUQJ GTiJTGTiJT 17 ! 

£»! CTG^Ig)l 

a o cni_^ipiq FT-djtfffi ^(J&C&rTGnGn . 
LdGirijT^L i^I6DiT)<3j5,i7G<»j7! ^sGstr] ^ s C <9 rr! 
a)l7l7ffSl«V» LD^JCuCGtH! 3l-5C<5fT! ! 

O Lord with the Srivatsa mark on your 
chest! When the mat-haired Siva came 
begging and said, “All the seven 
continents, the seven oceans and seven 
mountains cannot fill my skull begging- 
bowl, O Cloud hued Lord/’ you filled 
his skull, come Acho, Acho! ( 9 ) 

^jlGTIGufluj CljrflfrFjCn £2_CUG3')(fF> (npi~ 

unesiffafluj Qjrreari&ann) (ipfjirpiii) Ln<*n0ib^t-Lj 
'ii«T 2- Ct Qjrhjth 

rgMOTTCTTiDgd ^OTrrCGin! 

(fjbfrnGifP* 31 ^AGitn 

When eternal darkness enveloped 
the world and the timeless Ve as e 
into oblivion, you came as a swan, 
bequeathed the Vedas and rid the world 
of darkness! Come Acho, Acho. ( 10 ) 
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rfJlir^LD /bn , g.'7LUSraTCJT2)«fTiSjltfJT 

c^-|<SL*5fT fflfjjTfl^j i^ujoA 2_CiTlI]j)<ib£jT 

ld<5<g» ^era'll iDfTi_ lj uigjienGu^CAfTcjn' ljlLi_ott 

Q<?fTCU 

'Qooyjii& Ljn(^lo.inn f^cri 6fil<5,iDL.| <£> 1,01611 Go • 

These words oi high mansioned 
Puduvai town’s king Patcarbiran 
recall the “Acho- come-to-me” songs 
of Yasoda addressed to Na ray an a 
who appears before loving devotees. 
Those who sing it always will rule 
over the wide skies. (11) 

1.10 / Embracing from behind 
(Puram Pulkutal) 

Vattimaduve \ Hitseni \ Tisrjm 

Cklil0 £>QCcil <a/*T7fT<£)dTlT) - 

Glinnil^ £|Gfftu9c0 ^ipGDCTTft^cjrrr) 

ClJffCU 

U0rrC_(vJl0 O 0 fTL__ (►J) CTC3T<S5JTi5> g,|£lfl£A& 

Gtfl0>0i ffT6Ji 

Cf) 1 - 1 —GUIbgll ffT63Tffu)«JTU l_JjT)LbL|G\J(^6KfTWrr, 
<^^>nculo ) 45 > («T ctcjt^otu uyr>ii)qCu(£)GunCTT. 

Like a jewel bud betw r een two 
balls, his pensile organ dripping with 
piss, my little one will come and 
embrace me from behind, my Govinda 
will embrace me from behind. (i) 

£)cTjr£lcrefl th l 4 0> r^l 0>Lliq.0> fij^auSleaflco 
*nijft«3iJTLb Cl 5,rn_ rr 

0,<jiT ftGiraT&^nCAJ Ipi_rb£,l CU[>>^' 

2TC3t (.TS'jT^n^ytu uifpiDL-iGu^fc'wrrcaT. 

(PLDi9i7nt?rr <r r 63T63''G7Tu i_i0ii)i_|Ou(<^|<rurT67i. 

Wearing bells on his ankles, bracelet 
on his wrist, bangles on his hands, 
choker on his neck, and heaps more, 
my beloved one will come stealthily 
from behind and embrace me, my lord 
will embrace me from behind. (2) 

*£li-2bg) Ou^OTjO-SGUGbU) 
Gffbfyu Curr^tTj^^C^rKSTOrQ a^GWK^nnrrg,) 
iD65»n rrsrr 


0#>rr«7jg>i*5, Cl>hj cjr C0> n 671*151 uj 

6lJ(T,gj| GToTTGTlfeiJlLJ l^lTjLat.jGVJ^ffljriGjT, 

< ^i | Lu it a, cm GjJftJ cfdsi l^jT)U)i^cu(^cij rural. 

The lord took birth to destroy the 
clan of kings led by Duryodhana, 
who wanted to rule the Earth 
by themselves, without sharing 
their bounteous wealth with their 
brothers, the Pandavas. He will embrace 
me from behind, the prize-bull of the 
cowherd clan wdll embrace me from 
behind. (3) 

£"£>2,0= If) ejrb£0UJ fbLDlSl! 006731 gtotqj 
{£>nipfh& <9)<sn(<n}<9ujfT)(0) gjnsftfliiSlcu 

GGijrrjajnftCTT £i..i_ 0 , .Mamfisi v'-i ,£1 .'■•■' • rr 

£>55fTnSg)0] 671 71 t>7T (TTHTTILJ LI^DUH | GYJ (0) 6U H 631, 
^_LDuriC0inG3l GTG31CDC3TU U|<T)liM_jCO(2j6U fT<S3T. 

When Dhananjaya knelt saying 
“O Lord wielding the Nandaka 
dagger, my Refuge!” the lord drove 
Arjuna's mighty chariot in the 
battlefield and felled many kings 
victoriously. He will embrace me 
from behind, the lord of gods will 
embrace me from behind. (4) 

O<nJ633T0>GUU U0><£lfjLD £bl_lq <sS)CDGTTUJ 01^03 
0,6331 UGO QuOJjfJ) iptfk ^ncfilcxr «£vj)U 

U6T7T UGO uniq.U uCVGUfT6J3l(i)l fgjGFUJUU , 

U63!ll^l 

L0673T UGV O 0 , fT637Ti_fT^TT 

QjnLDGJTOTT (Tr67T<S7^C7rU l_|{T)li)LjOJ(£)6UrT63T. 

The little lord w r ho plays and stands 
under the shade of trees, wdth a tuft 
of peacock feathers on his head and 
a silver fig leaf on his waist, praised 
with songs in many modes, came as 
Vamana then and took the Earth. He 
will embrace me from behind. (3) 

#£>^9ib tPtfl) la ocojfluj nuj 

2 _ 050 >O Gg)j<£IuSiG\j <£l63Tg> eja(rr-,ci jGnGn/h 

ffllLin <*>(163710, ^tjfT671jfl (tp*T)f]^JLD Oc*}, flGTJlL. 
u^^lgfT^ngCTi q rpiriLjCo^ojrTGTi, 

urm ^enffj^fTtTi (non i.i^iOLiflu^ojffcii. 
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The lord approached the sacrificial 
altar as a beautiful manikin with an 
umbrella in hand and all auspicious 
features; he measured and took the 
Earth and all else from Bali, beheld by 
the assembled kings. He will come 
and embrace me from behind. (6) 

Clunks, <^£>G5 tCidcu 

GJfB- 

UfTCyili) 2)L_ncfilt3flGU ClsLiS3TrOcj3TUjLb 

Gu<h^i CTffjTCDiSTtU LJi0ti)qGU,^7iinffTT, 
aJ(T(S7T *oT(?5T6y)C3Tu L^fTJLD L_|6U((9}61J HOTT. 

My lord overturns a mortar and stands 
on it, reaches up to the hanging pots 
of sweet milk and Ghee, and gorges 
himself to his fill. He will embrace 
me from behind, the discus-wielder 
will embrace me from behind. (7) 


s.rrcror (ipa# incrjTfp^ffyTipi sjr5*<9> 
*** s>—Gijrbgii , 'v ... 

iDC^flrjCujn-n- QiOT5Tr^j£h ^GPLDluGU^ 
GUfTjgjj, CTS3 TC!T>OTTu u|^^Lbl_j6^J.•<»)6ll» T v : ■ ,7 . 
mbiSlgncTf ci&rcr>cnt nfr)Lbi_|C\j(<S)6)jfTCST. 

Mv lord and master came playing 
songs on his flute, climbed a tall 
sand dune and danced, watched by 
the elders of his clan, worshipped 
by the Vedic seers, and praised by 
the celestials. He will come and 
embrace me from behind. (8) 


AfTCLi *<fykluj 0>rTg,oSl<9)(<3} 

^kJuOurT(i£^j rr-CLiGST crcjirry $ 

arTcfilesflc 

^<i)UC5T CltfuJgj 4l«UfT2> <j£l <3b ip (Lp <Tj IT)g,gjj i 

ujgjgjQjcin cTCJTCinCTTu n rrj ib t _| cb rrcin 

-<l_ LbtjrrC^rTt^T ^TOTTGffK^JTu ujJQLLuGU^GUfTGt 

When his lover Satyabhama desire 
the Kalpaka tree from Indra’s gardei 
Rightaway”, he said, and plamed 

mu he i r n ? 00 f nl11 y^d to satisfy he 
The lord of celestials will come an 
embrace me from behind. ( 9 ) 


iSlgncOT l ig)i&t jcu^Iuj 
C ciJLUg? O^ITGU 

iD^Lpf^gj) 

PPffipaSigyio guq uc\jgu*t 

• *' 4>ft> Quff)£U U3<£^PipcuGfj. 

Tlus decad of sweet songs by Vishnuchirta 
regales beautiful Yasodas “embrace- 
from-behind” game with the discus 
lord. Those who master it will enjoy 

the company of good children. (10) 


2.1 / Child Krishna shows 

“Fear!" (Appuchi) 

Mecbiidu | Sencbitri/tn | Adi 

Qidao. aa’&i orii&ib &V 23 cv ' Osiju. 

2£n^] 

Qljituj^ (^^cb C^arbjD QLjfTcnjD2_<^' 

iDffjncwfT0>fl>rruJ, 

2«!! rr alu^nf 7 ^)] unn<3)iij 

GTU* Aa\LiQ, 

‘\;-r .1 •’ 1 T i.l (9 <£l (TJfrr) nern : 

^ LDLDCffTf * <—N t J £\ «f>i Til <£) CTTIT) (T^ , 

The lord with the conch on his left, 
the good flute player, went as a 
messenger and forged the great 
Bharat a war for the sake of the patient 
kings who lost in games of loaded dice 
and could not secure even ten villages. 
He comes as a child and shows ‘Fear!’ 
to me, O My, O My! (1) 

iD«ricu Lj6ir>0 Cg>rrcn Lk<an63i<ru0,iij iAnQ&)(ftyU> 

i DtJ) (pj lD 

ijcvp (£>6dg\ju_j uilt-ifluj, 

t i nngjgb&F 

/flffpctj 6tifc,nffnu \d) nGincb 

O 0 

.-^cuQjcftcu V) o,Qy rSW'by/iT' <5,nu.0^<^»D ,TG3lT i 
^ihinGfiST 1 

The lotus-eved lord drove thechaiiot 
for Arjuna who wielded the m\\ anc 
killed Duiyodhana and his bundled 
brothers; kings with mountain-like 
arms, the great Seer Bhishma, and 
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a host of others trembled. He comes 
as a child and shows ‘Fear!’ to me, 
O my, O my! (2) 

Ahu^lO f^ir i jA^a Al ub< j ArrcnflUJC3T 
i jcnrr^^lfT) Jlcuubuj aalj urrujo^gj ^uq 
Cgu LlSIgTI (£jipCVl ^C3TfT) 

CiJfTjgij & iffjnL.(^1«^lOTT0nOTT; 

^ldloGoti! <s»Ljy*S\ Anil0£QOT(T)n<sin. 

The cowherd-lad entered the hot 
waters, climbed on to a Kadamba tree, 
leapt over the hoods of the venomous 
snake Kaliya, and danced as his 
anklets jingled merrily; playing 
his bamboo flute he stood like a 
wonder. He comes as a child and 
shows ‘Fear!’ to me, O Mv, O My! (3) 

. LQ©!/ Sp&Ql I CufTlLl, GJGTUj) CU60 

l — 5) ^ LJ fb) £F,| , GU 631 A (C"f} O 63T 

LO n GTT i_| 

IJIJL-Iq, CI^Acf 1 Lijlfc U l! (j>}I A 

Q AnffiWTi 

*»' Ami(^«!Sl«s370ac3T; 

»HididGcjt! ^u. •, '. 1 fl An clG3Trr)ncr. 

He w'as born in the darkness of a 
dungeon. He went to Mathura, 
dragged the evil Kamsa to death, and 
ended the misery of the good cowherd 
folk. The naughty fellow stole our 
silk vestments one day. He comes 
as a child and shows Tear!’ to me, 

O My, O My! (4) 

' .-9 U 

l_|j633T\*7< . 2>« A;G3T ID £31 to* G&) A63 ">l_ 

gjffibi-incu 

= ^rT|_l , ., GTT (atfl <9, I *’ • / * Q,iia&>0* 

^ dnyjl 

^H,LJITG3T ^ Adu^l^GJTlfDf 7 ^!; 

..jhdGctt 1 . fri lj lj^ <41 An .(• i,li.in(T)ncjT. 

Once he was caught stealing butter; 
Nanda’s wife tied him up with a churning 
rope and beat him as he writhed in 
pain. He smote a loaded bullock cart 
to smithers. He comes as a child and 
shows Fear!* to me, O My, O Mv. (3) 


0#UL_| ^GTT CllDG3T^Lpe5DGU^) CtfjGUiO 

J) nii SJl A A i ■ s 

Q«5friliuL-<2» C5,rr63T^, Cl2>rTrry LJU niq.CujrTii> 

gijuLj(ip ld uin^jab AuSl^ib g&^Aj<£1uj 
^uuffST ArrL_(^^G3TfT)fTcn; 

<^IDIdGg3t! AniJ_(^l^ClG3Tfr) rr GTT. 

Our lord was born to the red supple¬ 
breasted maid Devaki and appeared 
before her in all his grandeur. He came 
to live among us cowherd folk, and 
ate up all our milk, curds and Ghcc. 
He comes as a child and shows 
‘Fear!’ to me, O My, O My. (6) 

Q)£)£)lA% ClAfTMoT^ncrr OAnCcxjn? ^itCgst 

Ol-ljfo0)fT6iT ClAnCcurT? 
^|G^G3Ta,rGTT ^C^fiG^a, 

ClAfTA^j^rr *<n)'hJ(0)ip<b CAnunGu GAncnffl 
c2^<?)<2,g6t J ArrC(n)i<fdG3TriQnG3T; 

^OJldGgTt! AirG(^iQc31fT)nGjT. 

This lion-cub of Yasoda of agreeable 
heart, wears flower bunches in his dark 
curls; wonder, was he born to her, or 
did she adopt him? He is the brave 
lion among the cowherd folk, our lord 
and master. He comes as a child and 
shows ‘Fear!’ to me, O My, O My. (7) 

O AftrhJGvDA G)J6?n 4ft 0AfTCT3T^, 

(A)G)JG\iUlA 

tfjJf^iAA A ffl U.j lb Ulflu_|iD ^ljnv441»U^|pLb 

1 G1iG2|TArt63T ^CJU 

r^wnii A603IG33TG31 ^fVt LJ L4 j< 9<41 A«i C3T/TI fTG3T; 

^OtnCGUT 1 t AfTLl(^<^lG3TfnrTG3T. 

Listening to the hard-hearted Kuni’s 
words, the lord of beautiful eyes went 
into the forest granting his prized 
elephants, steeds, kingdom and all else 
to Bharata. He comes as a child and 
shows ‘Fear!’ to me, O My, O My. (8) 

ljAA (ipAGtf'CUGlJ<TUJ lj t nil ACTfln^j 

0)B>nfils, l uSl stg3i a.^jaT^stfr 1 Acsarcmn 1 
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2_2><n>u i_|^n a^nriijgjj 

£> 

j>g)i £hiril0^&rTtpnc3T; 

^iDldCct! & <1**^4 4 ^nilQ^fftn^nCT:. 

The elephant caught in the jaws of the 
vicious crocodile bellowed with folded 
hands and cried, “Krishna, O My 
Krishna, Help!” My lord and master 
drove his bird Garuda thither and saved 
him from distress. He comes and 
show me‘Fear!’, O My, O My. (9) 

6YICU6VJrren g}eutiiGr>&, i£icurhj6i«5 tfrjfb A,7(j>{& 

e£lcoG\>rrfffTOTGjT (SI 

Cl<5rrc\j iQpr£,Qj ^ u L 1^5 fi\ u urtuGU §)*pGu 

uftgjii) 

cijGVCurm Clj rriL iD^drrcsfl 

^(17)1-1 uCfl- 

This decad of Appuchi songs by 
Vishunuchitta sing the praise of the 
bow-wielding lord w ho rained arrows 
and burnt the Rakshasa’s Lanka. Those 
who master it will go and live 
in Vaikuntha forever. 0^) 

2.2 / Giving suck to the Child 

(Ammana) 

Aravanaiyai \ Yamankalyani | Adi 

^IJG1| ^CffKSOTTUJfTUJ ! ,-^UJ n GjC fT)! 

ld ld ld 2_er3iOTjTg) fljiu9Clcvj*^nGaj! 
^rjGL|ii) S—ffiToTOTTtngjj it G jr»uj, 

^GffTfrjjuD a_<*T1 Q&nfffsiL^nCcon; 

su cjgxj r^j .SbffCsrcTGffr; suuSlrrjj ; 

GiiGtfT Qpcr>0s4>GV Cannjigjj uniu^ 

4)1 (ft) a_Stni lU GV niLliD05,^3l5i 

Sf- cs l ' i itGuJ. 

O Cowherd child, lord who reclines on 
a serpent-bed, wake up to take suck. 
Last night you went to sleep without 
supper, it is almost mid-day now. I do 
not see you coming. Your belly is 
flat, my heavy breasts are overflowing. 
Place your auspicious lips and take 
suck, beating and kicking. (1) 


6T>GlJ£F>5i C(V,uuUL|LD 0>fT-JLJLjrTGyjLO 
siha g)ii9(»pLb QdJ^jjtOGTJrriMd' 

(£»^3,GTi£riq‘i> Clu(T)(r)f5lCuj43T 

GTLDl9fjr7<?ari § L.Slfl)j><2* 

^ ClMii>SDnuj; 

6J^)LD Cl<5UjCujG3T f /H £ li> Ul_nCg>; 

(IpfQlGUGO G«PUJgiJ 

(Ipcnso £2 G3X1 rrGUJ - 

My Master, ever since you wcie born, 

I know not where .' h ' sav “ 

Ghee, bo,led milk, drained curd, 
and fresh butter went You g 
doing what you want, T do noth.ng 
lest I anger you. Making a pear \ 
smile, sniffing your nose, go ahead 
and take suck! 

2,<£,2><b \d8>*<*' 

gjmijinnfi ^cu"'' 
e.£,0 jpdStOma- ■ !/>*' 

QjCuGU GLi n rt > 1 e<5iG^in! 

iTjC-T^ujrfn £' 

S>_cisTG!r.67T ^-gSt©! s.au'.nomlCv. <sp; 

a&frC A f r. fG^r 

i^nwi C<pcr>^ 2 - ^nnfiGiii. 

The mothers can’t stand it when their 
children return home availing; they 
come here and complain about you. 
O Vasudeva who lives as you wish* 
your father doesn’t correct your ways; 
nor am I able do anything. O Little 
child of Nandagopa, my breasts are 
laden; go ahead and take suck! (3) 

^iOTTO^n < 9 )LDGLlGVJiq LLincU 

i • n uj< 2>p> Gt jnoji 1 ^ " - T • 1 

^(<^4ICg3tg7i ^fTenr; 

4 H,u.ft dwtdt a ,41 *> cn«.«*S" Ctu "- 

8_d> 6, '^ fl ‘^ 1 ‘y^ cra , l ,Ca,. 

61lCinG\JULJ0gb<5j nuiJ ■ OP 671 

^t&r cart incited by him 
broke to soothers when you smote 
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it with your cotton-soft feet. My fear 
that it may have hurt you, alas, was 
more than all the cowherd clan’s. 
Take suck from my breasts. (4) 

^lu 2 — <syrCt_QC\j 

41 S3T|_D 2_ 63">l_UJ 63T CdirTCTGLj UfTf7£,£j 
LDiiujff»5>(J5TG7TrrGu 6>jejncvjuu(0*4>l6u, 
gu rr Lp <£1 g\j Gcu63T , GUfWhCpjGunl 
3)0 tun GLUTiLfiQanrGu a^ldid *6tf3Ti_ niu, 
5nir)^l<9 'tffTCTiC6;n63T, Gun* C6u6«nm_n; 
■t^h in uniq^^cnflGfilcn^Ga! 

nff,,^] GTG3T (ip£336\j 2 l_ 6^STnCuj. 

O Vasudeva! The evil-minded Kamsa 
is angry with you. When you are alone 
he will capture you by deceit. I will not 
live thereafter. Mother’s words must 
always be heeded. I repeat, do not go 
out to play. O Beacon of the cowherd 
clan, come sit and take suck. (5) 

\Bgs t ^cncaTuj gjjCOTi ^GDnunn 

cfillfi (<9)ipG\J C LO C\J ^J631lpjii5} 6U633I0 

<?S1cu661uj5>g)nn 

^LDlirb^fTlLj! 22—63TdnGJIdb *633n_rTfT 

6T63T63T Gfbn<an'i_| GrFjniTjir)ncii Cl*nGcvjrr 
^65J6J163TLJ CluJjbfD GmiSlfpj 2 _ 6 Jn_Ulff 6 Tl 

faT63T^niLD 6L fill 5,631ClujgxJ 

- ’ 2—633TflGuj. 

O Lord Hrisikesa residing sweetly in 
Srivilliputtur! Bees hover over your 
coiffure flowers and hum sweetly. 
People who see you wonder what 
penance vour mother did to beget you. 
Such is the credit you have earned 
for me. Come take suck. (6) 

G l J6331 iq.IT 6>JfIljp6UrHT fi,UTTT 6^UUfT6iT»QU 
Gufgj^jjt-0 cTT6ffrg)jib ^63)0 LunGcu 
*633Tl 6*jn*GH CufTAjdf) r ^> n IT ; 

*63/n 633^163) 633TUJ HCu Gj^ffA.lQ 

6U633t(^I 2_ w 6\jnib Sl 63T 

C1J nuj(jp<5jli 2_633T633T 

GlAfTS33T(9 Gurrcufftfar aifc>£i nrr; 

C< 9 > Ttlbl 1x1 6 (.y3®n®J 633inGuj. 


Passing housewives stop when they 
sec you, filled with a desire to beget a 
child like you. Bee-humming flower- 
coiffured girls roll their eyes over you 
and come to take you, to drink the 
nectar Irom your lips. O Govinda, 
come take suck. (7) 

<§0 Gtjncu incucvjfr 

^(TTjGurr GTfflG^uu^rruj 1 o_srt 

LDoSlrpjgj LDfirreii 

£>&,&,& OirVjgjI GTCTT ^CU(^)6VJ 6jn^ 
QJflUjQjQdjgjj 

f?(5 (ipC«T)Cu631UJ 0 (^ 5 ^ 140 , 0*n633l(^l 
(ipcJ)Ajiqii> (ip63i/r) (ip63irpujfTUj 

ffjfbliil Gjraj^l 2_633 ThGuj. 

You routed the two mountain-like 
wrestlers in combat! Climb on to my 
lap, put your lips on one breast and 
fiddle with the other, take suck from 
both the breasts between moans and 
sniffles alternately, fill yourself to the 
brim of your auspicious chest. (8) 

dBLDGOu Gundb^/jj^GO 

Cldhncn (tpdbdbto 41ff»j£)fi3inii)CLjrT©j 

CldJfbJ 3i LDCU (y^dblh <rf]luj fTULJ , 

^Gsm^Qoujgij (LprpfD^gjjiCu 

ClGuGurub L-| ^ip4Jl UJfT* 
c^tfjicncoiui Ccu633Tv _ rr; sfilibui 

^IDIjn C*nCo.J 1 ^ip6TT)6U 2_633TrrGlU . 

My Master! Do not play mischief and go 
all over the yard picking up dust, with 
sweat forming over your flower-like face 
like pearls ot dew on a fresh lotus 
flower. O King of gods, there in the 
Milky Ocean, you gave nectar to the 
gods. Now come and take suck. (9) 

- r « 6j0i A 4^630 41)63 41*60 

6£>6\$1 A(A)lfi 6^)633 0 LI \ ifT6JTjflujnC6V.J 

1.1 tTlq LJ IJfTlq 5iJ^4il63TjrfTtTl|Liu 
I »mi jff.ni 163T 6T63TiT]| 


IS 
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<£>*>‘4 <5^CD 53 ^) Iilgl 

Cjfrrr, fri&caff, ^14 
fp>U4ij Ci_if7ujcfilL,nrC^j. 

2~&>&)U)rT f . r§ (ipGDcu a_<OTrrrCuj. 

O Perfect One! You go running 
everywhere, and over the din of the 
ankle bells, you sing songs, and to match 
the songs you dance and dance 
vigorously. When I saw you come thus I 
said to myself, “This is Padmanabha, the 
lord himself’. Now do not go running 

away again, come and take suck. (10) 

CU!Tff qujoA 

tnrr^GUfr! 2 _ct3t <ttsot# lonnjjpti) 

^ <£***3^ (2)€b«r>srr surr^LD 

LJfTtT a^rrcv M ^ iprTC j T 

Ut “ l —UffLGV GUcOsUfTn 

Cl^rrjj^STOTUjrTeu Gldcu 
O tfOTTfl) Ou^JCUIT 2 )CTClD. 

These songs of the world famous 
Pattarbiran of Srivilliputur with 
the fragrance of water-lotus wafting 
everywhere recalls the corset-breasted 
Yasoda’s suckle call to Madhava. 
Those who master it will acquire a 
mind that dwells on the auspicious 
lotus-eyed lord. (j 

2.3 / Ear-boring ceremony 

(Containing the twelve Names 
of the lord) 

Poyppadn \ Sa nkarabha ran am \ Adi 
CuniGunQ a Wl UJ 

^ n ,4>^abn«r l 

* ,jr,(a > throes' 

fe«v«n«u, 0,1 eOa.OTnwsm! 

OTTCff^CffT ; 

Ik -filflrfj; 



CuUJULJfTGU ^ipSiDSu 2_633TL_ iSlg^Csn! OthQGu 
fblDl5! 2_ CtfTSTH^TA AfTgji (&)&>£, 

4£UJU u rrsvjiT QucrjTj^) /vcn stcvjgu rr^m 

r^rTGjr 

O Kesava! Your father has gone out 
and does not return. Alas the strong 
fierce Kamsa is cruel and there is none 
to protect you. O Ocean-hued Lord! 
You go alone and roam everywhere. 
O Mad child who took suck from 
Putana’s breasts, the cowherd-girls have 
all assembled. O Master, I have kept the 
auspicious Betel leaf and Arecanut ready 
for your ear-boring ceremony. (1) 

GmitTJT'CvjjrLJ LJGusmb onQ,^\ 

ld cuiiillun£,/ih d?OT3T*£lerafl 

jfcGOTTGrafyjj Clajn^LD ^curr iSlrfliung, 

r?>rr 17rTuj€ 5 JTrrrr! gij rTrjrriij; 

ctsottotjt 55(23 Tl 11 j tSltfffCwyr? ^liflsmtu 

siffliufiCii) @0^^; 

a>ggJT ^g7)| ga(g) Q-] ggr rr)| l_b £> CTi l LU 

thGTt&i&i Aiq uujii ^cnsnm n ! 

O Narayana! Forever you remain in 
the thoughts of those who worship 
you! Wearing a colourful coral band 
on your waist, and jingling ankle bells 
on your lotus feet, come hither. O Lord 
of beauty beyond imagination! T will 
insert the needle and thread without 
hurting you. See, these golden earrings 
are beautiful, yes ? (2) 

GDGuijjiD ffTCuGurrib O. 6)jrmvj,i Cu GurrypLO 

in<9>»j^^cimp OAne79T0€5ncu5)C5,G»T; 

Cal^iiuj luGgu ^Irflcnuj £](tjlajcsr 9 h 

Gffu 63 Wm u J Cl^cucu rTLD ; 

s»-ujuj ^iun (^cu^^flcu 

f^xnrar^L ft ^uj riO/>,53C#! 

65T) LO LI 1 637 CD if) OffULify S'6n 

f>_ efien&g)) . 

^'r!uCa Gijn-irmij. 

O Madhava! O Radiant child born 
to deliver this cowherd clan! I have 
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brought for you these ear-pendants in 
the shape of the deep-sea Makara 
fish, which all the world raves about. 
You infatuate young cowherd-dames 
and live in their hearts. I shall bore 
your ears quickly. 1 will give you all 
that you ask for. (3) 

QJGTOT IT)6iT(T)J 2-6<T)L UJ 

GUfTn^rr^ 0)mpu Q 

l5l CTT GT> fiTT 

GausSI n! QfTGucy 1 <9i Q&nGrTGTTfruj; 

fttHCBT fbG3Tnrjj ^Lp^iu ftiquu ^lIl TOu 

LjCJfTLJULpLD 

Sr CTJT (Tp OTTf^] ^(Srafl (^P fc*J7 GU 2_ GJ3T GT3T 
Gong>&\b, iSifjrrGji 1 GufTijauj. 

O Govinda! See, these cowherd- 
boys with long-drawn ears are wearing 
beautiful diamond earrings. They are 
well-mannered children. Listen to 
me. If you wear these beautiful ear- 
pendants, I shall give you sweet 
jackfruit and suck from my breasts 
with swollen teats. I beg of you, 
Master, come hither! (4) 

C<!TrT^<2>u3. firTGtn! <n^T(T)) u> 

■■ ■>) ch IT £TTGTI (T uj J 

^(fl^jipcunCilrrfT^ K) dunujcJi 

(J & n 5)dki . lSl6ffKOTTj,g^ ^'^*0 

CUJbg)"^* 

^6OTfiO0inGjar(»y ^‘(h'ojCcnrr? r^ibiS! 

Cl JITg^iT) u rfl UJ GtfT ^UUlb G>(*)Q'G37 , 
iSlnaCcTT 1 flrfluSL. 

CguujS, *1 fbC^nfenan 4 

«6)i..0Csu! £> Giiaaniu. 

O Vishnu! My Master! Even wdien 
I beg of you saying, “Please”, you do not 
come. My lord, if you come here 
after going out with curly - haired girls 
to dance the Rasa, would 1 take it 
as a virtue? I wdll give you bigger- 


than-the-biggest Appam. My dark 
haired Lord, dear to the girls with 
long arms that desire to hold you, 
come hither. (5) 

Q^GWTOGinjTGUCUfTli) Gtfjlltfi <^4 L_4_ FTLU , 

2 —OTTGU nuStcu 

cSIrTKibiSt rf><T65T dfnn£h£\ 

LD653tClc55TGUCV)rTlD CTJ3T IDCTTA^lGnCfiTl 

lD«9,lfAj<!?»GG3T GTOTfT)J ; 

6j0,/Lb 2_G37«!MTg,i 

QufTgU^jgij ^cnjDU Currgji @0, JbibiS! 

A GIST G33T IT! GTGJTT <5>fTrT^ipi5>K*G\J ! 0>l_GVJ6JJ C JifTQJTIT! 

3i fTGUGVjOcjiJTf QpGSTGu 2_CT37STflGLU . 

O Madhusudana! When I pried open 
your mouth out of concern for you, your 
bawd was heard all over the skies; fear 
struck my heart when I saw all the w’orlds 
in it. I realised you are the lord. See, 
this will not hun one bit, your ears will 
heal, bear it for a w r ee moment, my 
dark-cloud Lord! My occan-hued 
Lord! My protector, dear as my eyes! 
O Whole One! Here take suck. (6) 

(LpG«T>6u <o7g)Jlb (.0 <Sb Gtfaiio i_ 65T CTGSTg}] £j>iq 

GUT &> n fl} 

Ai^ucnuu ffTr^lrTj^pLlQ^ 

LDG37(*\)<£37UJ 67(^0)^jJ 0,GVKflnrfl 

^ n ‘fl>£bJ u LjAi^GTnrj CiOiu^/b 17 ^ J 
ilcnoj <?n nCOTT f 

fTLjniq lj LStijnCGar! 
ftjl 6V>fT LJ ClJ flCff) 2_t»i>7 J}, (1 €37 (J< LJ 

Ql J^T)A4hnC^> 

6blLLiq.ilGL_c?n, (0)O5 <T)Cld ^GsrCrn? 

O Trivikrama! You happily lifted a 
mountain against hailstones and 
protected the grazing cows! You 
broke a bow tor Sita, you strode the 
Earth as a manikin. O Master of the 
cowherd-clan! You run away saving, 
“I don't want anv suck”. You pluck 
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the ear-pendants and throw them 
away. It is my mistake, T did not bore 
your ears earlier when your neck 
was still supple. (7) 

CT63T CT63TTJJ C<9fTG\jC\jGL|lb CffUCT3Tl_fT 

GTCTTGinOTT fTjrtCST LDG73T 2_Gtf3TCi_G3Tn<!h 

Cr£,n5»£) ^uvg>£ii<b i5l»q.5>gillb 
<SHCiDc^tgu< 9>ml_tq_£)f5L<r>6uCuj 9 

6UCTT ^HqSIotT ufinAa Cl&fTu; ffljfTlDCTT 

fbibi5! a-GSTAfTgjjAgrr 

gj sifTl_jn)JT)C3T <TT cu cvj fT lb d£> r7u U ITUJ , l^gitCc^! 
rfluSllb^M Q<9rT6UG^jG<9»C5T CllDUjGuJ - 

OVamana! You say, “Do not pretend 
to regret your mistakes. Did you not 
bind me, beat me, open my mouth 
and expose me to ridicule for eating 
mud?” O Lord whose banner bears 
the snake’s enemy Garuda, Deliverer 
of devotees, I shall be truthful 
henceforth. The bore in the ears will 
seal if left, so let me thread them. (8) 



Qiruu cranny Q< 5 rrcbeyi^Jrrrr Q^rTcuc^Dcu^j 

Q®,n(^uu|C5<nL_niu Qgijcj^tOc^ctjuj CTGnrpj 
«n<5>6*nuju tficrxj a_gCsun’ll 

<JT OT Gif) (JJT Qi 

«5>rTOT5TGcu 0jC_L4jb/Sl«r>GuGuj9 
Q^UJgjOTT OtffTGuC'Sltf 

@0S><£lco, 

grr! a_ g 3 t< 5 ,ng,) gjg 0 ib; 
ot^uSIcu £MI«r>uj ^£>^<sifT/D 

<3>arft67)5.ujfrrr <^1 rfl uu rrGiD. 

O Sndhara! You say, “Giving cre¬ 
dence to complaints of others, did you 
not blame me for stealing their butter, 
and bind me by my hands to a stone 
mortar for all to see?” If you stand there 
taunting me for all my deeds, the bores 
m your ears will seal. Come, let me 
insert this thread, so these girls don’t 

laugh and make fun of you. (9) 


<5,r7fflgT><?,UJfTfT£S0Lb 2_CTTA0lb 

S_fbg)l CT6JT 

ACTT <7rfflu51cu9 

gjrifOitjn e^cnoj gtg3t^j 

cfilil 14 tlGi_ 6 CT, 9 

CtfrfluSlrb l5l GTT <TiT) GTT GTT GTGUGUIT0lb fTgjJ 
Qu(nj&,&\0) ^lrflujct|Lb <5>rrG«£ni4; 

Gjrr 6fj)c5Tii_ Gantry ^'GnrhJc^Gcrrrr)] ^ ‘ 

,@011^ ASH? GTC3Tg>G3T 

O Hrishikesa! You say “If my ears 
inflame, what is the difference between 
you and those girls?” Alas, I bore Y ol * r 
ears without a thread fearing it m [ £ 
ache your head. It is my mistake. 
Lord who killed the bull Arishtanemi 
and the calf Vatsasura, Dear-as-my-eyes. 
Look, all the village children go about 
with thread in their ear-bore. (10) 


0ciflg0> ^GNJ/bgjJ <rrfhj0ib 
rjn^GTT 

GTcjrtpjib v 1 1 V 
Qu0LDflGc<JT! CTfhlOiGH 
<d c s 'x t G xsTth ^caflACTT ^(n^Gvcn, £Mq.uLj Gf>cimpjLr> 

Gf^rraj nGun @(^CiiG5T; 

UGvTSTCnGjnJTA <9<9>l-lb 2> GFi L-V 

upufbfTLjn! ^niiC-g? gu ngmu. 

O Padmanabha! Beautiful fragrant 
flower-coiffured dames look all over 
you with pleasant eyes and keep you 
in their hearts sweetly. O Lord 
our ambrosia! You smote a cart 
to pieces. I will give you many fruits 
to eat. I will apply these pendants 
to your ears without the slightest 
pain, come hither. (I I) 


<jd(t <rrG77iT}j 0<9rT<?u6\S) gtgjt en^^uju 
qjoSI ujCgu &>n£}rr) <^irj ugtuj 
GfTjfTOJg, * '* ■* 4 ! fi, £_€3T0j(g) @*•<2? 9 

uupLD 

0,nG&pnuJ ; 


jjiibi^! (ipc^T id fh CD err & 

o^Cuu ijitcO a_6Wf(^ 1 unujfbtfk-*' 

g, nG id fTg, g n! ^f*i)G^ eurrgfTiu. 
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O Damodara! You say “Asking me to 
come, I know you will grab my hand 
and forcibly thread the pendants, hurt¬ 
ing me. What difference does it make 
to you? It will hurt. No, I will not come”. 
I have kept Rose-apple fruit for you, 
take a look. O Lord who killed the ogress 
by sucking her breast, Lord who smote 
the cart to pieces, come hither! (12) 

ftifm Angy u 

LO£*l75j(<£J}6tT>ip LoSUCjij'oTtq <5 

^ffTfTCu 3})(f"b ld nen gu<9 Q<5{t<J3tg3t 

0<5fTCU 

<flfb&T>^l^|GTT Qaifpi &»>ipO 
uniT Cl^rTcu qaiprTCST Lj^jcnGU tf)C3TGPC5T 

l_lCTTG3^(3 rTjniD^^nGU CltfnGTrGTT 
rtfb C rHib&nfyu LJ63T63f)lJ6J3T0l£l CllCOGUfTH 

These twelve ‘Names songs’ in Andadi 
style by world famous Puduvai King 
Vishnuchitta recalls the words lovingly 
spoken by Yasoda to the lord Tirumal 
desirous of stretching his long ears with 
Makara ear-pendants. Those who master 
it will be devotees of Achyuta. (13) 

2.4 / Bathing the Child 

Vennai Alaimla \ Danyasi \ Rttpakam 

Cl CUOTfllCl GTOTIL) 

GfilonGTTujrrCl Cla>irarar0 

$«wrO«rarC3T jgGU 2_ 

&\-Qi&i JJ)fTC3T 6^) L_ C L.. (sUT j 

^TOTjrCl6^LU qffrfluuipLb OAfTCOT'0 @^(5) 
CT^>g,fe'<nCTi Ccjrrgjiii) 

(bCTOT€<JTIGVJ lSIo^Ccjt! 

ff^rrijcTOTn! Qijn^ cvirTgruu. 

You have putrid butter and the dirt of 
the playfield all over you; tonight I will 
definitely not let you go to sleep 
scrabbling yourself. How long have 
I waited for you with oil and soapnut 
powder! O Narayana, hard-to-gei 
Lord, come for your bath (1) 


<£h 6CfT ITJJ fh (TT7 6£)|_<3 ClficfiluSlcU 

Cs,63T(^)<5> Cl^,0lii ^^ylco QaiOVtC1c37Uu 

cfil (ip ri id rr ftncOTTuOTTj 
rQcirrrr) ii)fjfTi.nijLD afTiu^O'iruj! 

<¥) iSlrDib5> ^(fbCojrr^iiTiri 
^CTTrpj £ fggrn_ CojctstQii), 
cTibiSlfjfTcrn-! cufTrjnuj. 

If you catch insects and let them 
into the calves’ ears, they will go helter- 
skelter and run away. Let me see how 
you gobble butter thereafter. O Lord 
who shot through seven trees, it is 
your birth star, Sravanam today. You 
must have your bath. My Master, do 
not run away, come hither! (2) 

Cljlu^ (ipensu 2_cTOTOTtrr<9> 

iSls3TGr)63TLLju> j£lcuevjngj cr^Qfh^^u) , 
^i,uj <D 31 tu n CTGuGurr^LD <561.14 

«^cnip*a>sv|LO fbfT63T (ipcncu gjibG^wr; 
<5>fTuj<93l&jT j&Clrrn0 Clf>>CUG\S) 

<hi nrj&,£ivo iq/l&g*! cy>6u^G^,aT; 
Gun\ju{hg> M*ip u^sraflcusrarcrjTrT! 

LX)(6jdFOTTlb .".l,* 5 SUrr*T»TlU- 

Even after seeing you suck the life 
out of Putana’s breast, my heart would 
not listen; I gave your suck, when all the 
milkmaids tried to dissuade me. 
1 have filled the bathtub with hot 
water, purified with gooseberry 
wood. O Gem-hued Lord of eternal 
fame, come for your bath! (3) 

I ICiJOTiruiSlcaflcu GUfh&i 
<5iiq.ILl (5<D,L_lb a_Cr>5,3>giJ 
CuiULDAGn 

ffufTaj (yjesicu gdgu&)& ) iSlijnCcn! 

iD(g)«5(cn)LCi 

<sun3l£3i<&mii) 5>«2))^rrfbgiJ»i> 

^^^G5T(ipU) Clftncror0 CJDQjfljG^Gin; 
^lip^CcsT 1 $<jni- GiiirijrTiii. 

O Lord who smote the devilish cart 
instigated by Kamsa, and sucked 
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the life out of Putana, I have gathered 
turmeric, lotus garland, fragrant 
Sandal paste, and Kohl. O Beautiful 
One, come for your bath! (4) 

^uuii {hQjfbg) /IrnjpjGifrTu}. 

(SNA/fcnrjtb lj rToSl/T) 

Q^fTLjuu. ^ CQ GT> Qj&C&ciT, 

^C3TC3TffU fi_g)l G UJ CVJ ; 

Cl^UL-l ^«n CluD63T(jpe^nGv;uj(TIT < a,GTT 

i)fryi_jfDLD Cuila iltfluun; 

Cl(5fiuui_ /§tjfr(_ GojctraT^Lb, 

C<9ngj&ib, iSlorTGir! 

eunanuj. 

I have made a snack of sweetmeats 
cooked with milk and sugar. My Lord, 
are you ready to have it? Come 
then. Red supple-breasted girls will 
laugh and speak ill of you behind your 

back, you must have your bath. (5) 

cnriirCWuj* (2>* g>cr>& 

^'crriiiSisfrs^cTT <£)GTT<srf) 

Gy laSUTCfll OT3T Li U|(JUU» g£)I 

Q <9l/jiljlD LS^fjrrGGffr! 

*- onnenn^. Atcstlacn ^n^cucjEr; 

f£C\Si<9>t._ c\j CunCcu 

GJJOTrGttjru) f^LDl-T! 

tc ,tq j£, Gijnynuj. 

O Lord of dark ocean-hue! Overturn¬ 
ing the oil pitchers, pinching and 
waking up sleeping children, turning 
your eyelids inside out, such are 
the mischiefs you play. My Master, 

I will give you fruit to eat. Come, you 
must have your bath. (6) 

£>£)' J n Syjiij g> u9 (ffj ib 

***» * {OTiftcv GlojcryiCiswnij 

^lD[b^)^)lG«)j fip5)Gun/j,u 

Cl j05iD»5lGujG3T, CTiinSlarrC^« 

^!D!b£) IbiD©fTuj ^cvm g,n©q)Ki) 

<nGfffu G) <?n it 4\j L Slfr>n np^CeuT 
»0®lb£ni> U.n,_ tnrr.l C ml ^ 

uh^smuL g a.nonjj. 

Ever since you were born, I have not 
seen fresh milk, curds or Ghee. And 


yet, because a good mother never finds 
fault, even by mistake I do not scold 
you before others. My lord, come have 
your bath. (7) 

tsji f^)l 6<D (S3I 6LI/TCVJ 5!DGVJ Gy l—IQ 

G><zS)&yd T £_<0»J 

iSltSJT Cl^jfTLfTfbgjJ UlTLflGTlUU 

bg)jftQj,fTW3T0 GJTaiij Cu/T^jii); 

rflch/lprT^C^tfaT ^cuCcucn, iv,lol5! 

5 •51tP. ( b5> 

rbrTrjOTsrrr? nG& OjrTOmu. 

You tied a Palm leaf to a calf’s tail, then 
threw a calf against a tree felling its 
fruits. You ran after a snake, grabbed 
and shook its tail, and danced on its 
hood. Alas, I am no match for you. 
Today is your auspicious birthday. 
O Narayana, do not run away. Come, 
you must have your bath. (8) 

«9,rt<JyjTLJ QurflgjJlXl £ <5>UU63T, 

LQ AURTTl fill LJl^llllLJfTj 
f^nsirarr gi’6y tfJT*u ^ lb ^Gurr^rriu! 

i/) irGsafta^GiD! CTffarr LDGTijflCui 1 

<¥> <s>jrrgnuj. 

Seeing your dirty lace covered with 
the golden-hued dust of the cowpen is 
always enjoyable to me. But others 
will speak ill. O Utterly shameless 
Gem, Nappinai with laugh if she 
sees you. O Gem-hued Lord, come 
have your bath. (9) 

fhtrn ldgxSI Coxsi^ 

AGWrotfriSifT" ^ ^ s '* V ' VJ 
«u rriif lijoSl f o^rrnijcr>A tuG^rrcvri^-. 

iX)^5<J3TtO >4, “» '• J ‘ ' 

inn iftcSl G^nt^r 

, , * . ft&rjndi QSW** u*'-™ 
g61 fytjfr&ifiUp snoiGvjnn 
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These perfect songs of exceedingly 
sweet Tamil by Pattarbiran, King of 
ancient Puduvai town, recall how the 
full-breasted Yasoda gave a bath to the 
lord Sri Krishna of hue darker than 
the deep ocean. Those who master it 
will have no evil Karma. (10) 

2.5 / Combing the Child's hair 
Pinnai Manalanai \ Navaroj | Adi 
iSl OT651 lDC oolrr 6TT esn, Cu rflfb 

<£) l_'bfl> rT 63l6.n I 
^LDIjn (ifi&fb , 

CTC 3 T«n«niLjiD <rr r*u cn (£^14 (^p 

r '~* L- C fh 17 CUT 1_ 

lOOTOTcarOT, cuiijgii ^ ip cu cu rr rj ruu , 

. I 1 1 ,’.0 , (tfFjipcotfunnntu, ‘ f i * 

This is the bridegroom of Nappinnai, 
this is the lord reclining in Tirupper. 
He is the first cause of the ancient 
celestials, he is the king come to rule 
me and all my clan. He is the lord 
Madhava. O Raven, comb his hair, 
come and comb his hair. (1) 

GliuSIcp (ipenevj 2_ coti iSI<^ tt cm<rrr f @cucirr, 

(tp CICTOTlD 

IfinuiJ <5^(9^ LD(TF)gija 3 

di n u i n id cu n cij got sot sjt : <3, cot got ot 

gjuugj] <£*,*» CU&ftl (^.ipcvjffunfjntu, 

gj] LD Sufl 6U 6OT COT OT ^ ip ffu CU fT fj n UJ , 

o%A% n& ft nuj 1 

This is the child who drank Puiana’s 
breast milk. He is the one who smote 
the can and broke the Marudu trees, 
he is the gem hued lord, Krishna, 
dark as the Kay a flower, with washed 
dark tresses. O Raven, comb his hair, 
come and comb his hair. (2) 


<^1 (jooTCSrJVJj ftcuft^loj (j^CiTir) s>_ iV)1Gldgu CDQjftft 

Q CD COT Cl COT ill g 51 PbJ <fd cfilcDfJUJ 

2_ t 0rbi^l0iri 

c^hcotcotgu: ^LQfjrt Cu(f^ ld near ot, ,^yunftti 
ft COT COT GDOT G\J C1J fT IJ fT UJ , 

ft CT T £lp <;fl GVJ CU OT3T COT S3T [pC\]CllfT/JfTiJI , 

tfiHftftnftftn uj ! 

This is the great one who opens the 
tight jar hanging from the ceiling, 
gobbles up the butter and quickly 
falls asleep. He is Krishna, the lord 
of the celestials, dear to the cowherd- 
folk, dark as the rain-cloud’s hue. 
O Raven, comb his hair, come and 
comb his hair. (3) 

i_iCT7cn^,^)cu CtDtqib LjnOCtncu 2_(fr>* 

QsjUgotQ 

ftcn6Ti cu^cuneaicnft ft hot aojtQ, 

1 CTOTfT}] ClIJFTftjftC*ftfT cumu l_i». 

iSlcncncncjnuj Cijfbftj (ft)ip cvjcij nnfuu , 

Gljuj (ipcncvj s?_gotl hot (ftjipojcvinrjrnij. 

^a,a,na»a>nnj ! 

Baka the evil Asura took the form of a 
stork fishing in water. As if he were a 
mere bird, this child ripped apart 
his beaks. He is the one who sucked 
Putana’s breasts. O Raven, comb his hair, 
come and comb his hair. (4) 

AJDI^IotTuD ClDlUftgjJft ft 63^1 ft (ft) 

ft OT ff)l C3T OT ill 

U0f$ r»ffr)(bft 

2 0 0 C37 G L_1 I?) C£J ft ^1 ifllll n"G ft , 

,4* 0 OTl 0 ft (ft) U) CD (T) ft] (ft) Ip Gl> 6TJ H (J fT UJ , 

<^1 ft ft rr ft ft ft uj 

UJ 17 OT ft OT (ft^lpGMC^jnfJITUJ, 

^ftftrrftftmLi ! 

When grazing the calves he picked 
up a calf by its feet, swirled it and let it 
go, hitting a wood-apple tree. O Raven, 
now do not go around chattering. 
Come here and comb the coiffure of 
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the lord who wields the discus. Comb 
his hair, come and comb his hair 
everyday. (5) 

'Mil UQ65TOT(T G<9>(5 rT5>fT(^ rj 

^CpUUfTGTT <^GU <$*,$ 

1^*0LO ^GTTff&GcU CglMT ^CTJGTr<3, 
(£>9^0 (^ifG^GurTtirriu! 

^5>55n<3x5,r7LLl! 

Carrcf? ji >«£)mi < 5 >get jpcu gu rrtj ituj , 

^tfjftrT^&rTiu ! 

Within the twinkle of an eye this 
Govinda wielded his discus and 
destroyed Narakasura by the root, 
and the other kings of the Eastern 
kingdoms who meant harm to the 
innocent Indra and other gods. 
O Raven, comb his hair, come 
and comb his hair to bring out 
its beauty. (6) 

l9cF0Tl_2) £ll]6ffTGTTlL|vi) GuuuA(A> 

Co rr it^i ti> 

2_QTJTLfT)^ CcuCMTiq. § g>in4b $ (A ujnCtf,, 
-* J ' b' c?H ldtj fr Qu^LDnOT . Vi}£(£) ^ lcn 

CIICWT0 $>&&) ®0^‘* 0Jp€O<U»fV<»*•>» 

rTA<5»niu! 

LD rr LU GTJ GST Oj sin (#) Lp GU GLI TTIJ IT LU , 

e ^<3, < £bfTd.dhniLI ! 

O Raven, do not go roaming, desirous 
of eating the cooked rice offered 
with water to the manes and ghouls. 
The lord of gods, lord of the Universe 
with beautiful dark curls like bumble¬ 
bees, is a wonder to behold. Comb his 
hair, come and comb his hair. (7) 

GT(lSL-0©l UlGyjfT^GjTGjfflcii 
0*b£># uCT>i g^cuGtn 

^SjITIT^fl, (tfjLpGaDCutf, (£)£>!&$)) MGTfl 
ib<bfb£b£lGVi i^uuncvi (^ipcoGjirTfjrruj , 

<§)\&>o>nihG>n\h\ 

9, tG»j> n g> ij c'cn #>631 (^ji^GuGtimjfTuj . 

^5,ArTftAmjj ! 


O Raven, this is Damodara. On a 
beautiful lotus springing from his 
navel, he creates the four-faced Brahma 
and all else. Gather his thick hair washed 
with soapnut, and comb it, come and 
comb his hair with an ivory comb. (8) 


lDG 7TG3T63T5)63T C^G^l^nTT lD4%pGL| <mL&) 

(Ip&rggGV S_GU<^«nGST (.lp0£UU) &0T 
QufT^TC^^ C Lpi4uS1«T.G3TU 

OTlGUgigjJLJ 

^IotCot .tgyj&gn 

^lAAfTAAnuj! 

Gun^t,uSlcri2>5> r,i:in t £j9^ ajnlJ,Tlu ’ ( 

Long ago when he came as a beautiful 
manikin, the wives of Kang Bali were 
pleased to see him. Then he grew and 
measured the whole Universe He has a 
thousand names. O Raven, rest his golden 
locks on a flower)' support and comb it 

/■ ft i ____ 1 . a ma U L • r* ** / 0 1 


A,Ginm_nrr utfluj rrCd) ^ 

5,nn«,u G75TGajr*-J f 
^5H,rr ^ipcvjGiifT!! glmt GTGtfTrr) 

G\oa cO 

cfjl gjyr Ggjrriij G^GuctSlujgjg^invj, Gaitgbt 

1_] (_1_GtfT val <5 n Gu 

0<9>CT(rt37 L rr Lq u unuA (£>rry An tffilsiDGST 
O 3 rrGifl. 

These songs of sky-high walled 
Villiputtur’s king Pattarbiran recall 
Yasoda’s call to the raven to come and 
comb the bee-humming coiffure of 
the dark hued lord, lest onlookers 
speak ill. Those who sing it with joy 
will be rid of evil Karmas. (10) 


2.6 / Giving the Child a 
grazing staff 

VelikkoI | Valaji | TisraM 

GgijG\j 1«9> GAfTGU QGmliq cflGtO^ 111J ' ' 

GtiDjri 1 

p>nGS\s> Gl AfT^igjbGjTgj^, &>L- 

1 | t <a0s5T ( »>* 
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2>c7>ipcnuju 

^rrciSlu lSIctt Gi_jrrGufTjj)(£) G<9 iItgu 

Cl<5.fT6OTT0 Glin, 

A iGU rQ rj) cu gtot gctt <b (£) <tC <9, ficu 

ClarrcArQ curr. 

The ocean-hued lord wears a talisman 
made of tender Palm leaf around his 
neck, sticks a fan made of peacock 
feathers on his back, makes a toy bow 
with a stick cut from the hedge and 
goes after the cows. O Raven! Go fetch 
him a grazing staff. (1) 

Q th n thi \Gy LD (<9) l— 4) CTi fa LL| LT3 C<5, ml Iq. UJ,(J)Lb 

Gu(ffjii) 

GTrhi^jLD rflrVjgii cSlGir)GTTujn , 0iD gtgstld &> gtt 
Ofitiehlb •(£& fa&iGi JJjGU 

2_€rrJi_iugij G^n C^rrcu Cl«5insjTn0 Gua, 
tfp>n C^rTGU 

Q*fTCT5T0 cun. 

My son roams and plays in fragrant 
Kudandai, Tirukkottiyur, and Tirupper. 
Choose a good staff that fits his 
large conch-holding hand, and polish 
it with lacquer. O Raven! Go fetch 
him a grazing staff. (2) 

3 , nr}] <9} $ i—10 m n j5i err fT) 3% {f^ <9 cm cn a 

QdhntfSTnjacsT, 

Qu fTlTUgj^l L_0 GT^Ifr GUfib5) l-|6TT<JrfUtfT GlJnaj 

GvTJT t_fl 631J 

g yibnw 

df) n}] A a> err rru Cldujlj u n j){5) ^Arrcu 
CtaneraiQ sun, 
G fa 6u lS) 0n g *- 1 fl Can gvj 

O5)fTfe3O10 GlIfT. 

He killed the angry hostile Kamsa, 
and stopped the charging horse Kesin 
and ripped its jaws. He runs faster 
than his grazing calves, parting his curly 
hair. He is the lord of gods. O Raven! 
Go fetch him a grazing staff. (3) 

G£>6tfrC(D 2_cjiriuufTG^ GafncuCcu 

Cl & rTGvi gyi 6ii rrcrjn 

^]J utJT tpiQUlFCjl fflCuJ fT£j G3T651 U0>fl><iU. 


Qecb tit}j j unn5)ii>«T>ftCluj»5*^ftg)]^>(^ )1 9* 

<9i crirrrr)] & cn Gld uj u u rr G<9> nGu 

Q<9in6;;3T0 Gun, 

Gi \— GU 05 GU G33T GJ3T ft} (<£f) ff G fh fT C\J 

Cl <92rrcTOT0 cu n. 

Always saying the same thing and 
saying it with consistency, he w*ent 
to the gem-crowned Duryodhana as 
a messenger, then waged the great 
Bharata war. The ocean hued lord 
goes after his calves. O Raven! Go fetch 
him a grazing staff. (4) 

Sn 6^63Tr^j g^rflCiurTgjGJTGirT uSi^cu 

VS*. (T GjacifTfT}] G GU CTTT iq. u ClL-in*)!’!^ 

2_Ci7aL5j5,n , Gvj, 

urrr gjigStj^Iu unqgjib cnftCl^ujgj] 
u 

Cfan tp»fcjrcnrr) Sl£TiT<b2>fT(b(g) G£>n Cftricu 

Cl &\ ncrji^0 cun, 
G5>6UlSlrjfTgu,5,0 ^jii G<?mtgu 

O<9inG3tfT(0 cun. 

Going to Duryodhana as an excellent 
messenger and asking for one village 
for each brother, angered by not 
getting even that, he stepped into the 
battlefield and drove the chariot for 
Arjuna. He is the lord of gods. O Raven! 
Go fetch him a grazing staff. (5) 

c^GUg>g>J ,@€D6UUjnCTT, ^Og£)gJT 

G id cu nen, 

ft)CU5> ftl-^IGTT Qfbl0niD0>fTGUlb 

<9, G331GU Gn (T IT, 2> n or; 
uncuu iSlgmu^G*) lj nng 3 <»,ir)(0) ^(T^cnClaiudj, 
G^ncuu G£>n Cfwrcvj Q<9,ncraT(0 Gun, 

i2>‘- «£li c£>n G^ncu 

Cl Gi IT€331 ^0 Gil fl. 

The lord appeared as a child on a fig 
leaf; he reclines on a serpent and sleeps 
for long in the deep ocean. He appears 
as the Archa reclining in Kudandai. Even 
in his childhood he graced Arjuna. 
He is the beautiful child here. O Raven! 
Go fetch him a grazing staff. (6) 
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Ol_jrTOT<£Uup L_U CiufT^ULSlcjflGVJ 

2-iDID r - ^ ~ ~ CI&fTtoL>‘oit_ 

ArOGntT)3> (&)}£ g\jS3T <& 14 luott rfl ct> gri,^ 

S—crrcnoT 

LDfl^GiDf^ft ftOTT/T O IT CTT CTT fT G LD C< 5 >rTC 0 

Cl ft fT £331 GljfTj 

•jX-rWlojCWTSToT tfjpn Cftrrcu 

Cl &-> fT tool ^^1 SUfT. 

O Raven crow, in the golden glades 
of Chitrakuta hills, you lost one eye 
through desire for Sira’s round breasts. 
The lord with dense hair is terrible. 
Lest he pluck your other eye too, go 
quickly and fetch a staff for my 
gem-hued lord. Go fetch him a 
grazing staff. (7) 


dom to his younger brother Vibhishana 
of excellent qualities. O Raven, go fetch 
him a grazing staff. (9) 

C^ftftfTftftfTuj £>iX>L9ft(ft)ft CftfTCU Cl&rTCTOT^ 

61J fT CTCJfTjJ'Jj 

LftftftrTGTT S_CTH75)§) CltffTCU {?Slcu<^L-l^>g>fifTLJ 

U l!l_63T 

cpihfh 2_CTigab<3, jibi&tp cucucufiurr 

iflAAfincrru Clu0^j LD<£lupGTjrr gfiij 
<=r> cuuj 3)C ft. 

This decad of sweet Tamil songs by 
Villiputtur’s Pattarbiran recalls 
the words of the good Yasoda a sk' n S 
the raven to fetch a grazing stall tor 
her child. Those who master it will 
enjoy the wealth of progeny. (10) 


L& GffT caf) CJ1L f} ^61 f> ft Quin ^TTj L_ L_ IT , 

^cur^e-rift uj n 

LD63T63TTG3T LDdilfl^ 14 UftgtJLD L GST cfiig&j 

^®JT fQftfi C£63TIT}| ^GUCUfTifj /fl SiDGVJ ft ITCU 

CUCPCTTgjgjJ l_ 

iflcgTcT)i (jpi4uufr)^j C£>ri Cftncu QftncysrQ Qin, 
Ccn cencvj ^ <an l ft ft n ft) (0) «n Cftrrcu 

Qftr»6ffjrG' ®u n - 

The radiant-crown lord built a bridge 
over the ocean and wielded his bow 
to fell the ten heads of Lanka’s king 
Ravana, for the sake of his thin- 
waisted Sita. O Raven, go fetch him 
a grazing staff. (8) 


Qftfflrr g^Guthicsys, iD<anc3TGjr 4]rjih G&, rr^n 

ftjcniflQ<3ujftj 

ctqh ^Msvjfbi^ii) ftmnftftj ^cnffnii) ***]& CTGjrrr, 
'hlan ^cxjrbjftntjfi}^ 6£)ri GftfTGvi OftnessrG 6>jrT ( 
\cn<idfhy cjin^nr)^ <gh Gaitgu 

O^ifrcnnG^ cun. 


The lord of Venkatam hills, the lord 
wearing a radiant garland, felled the 
heads and arms of the Lanka’s king 
Ravana and gave the promised king- 


2.7 / Decking the Child’s 
coiffure with flowers 

Anirai \ Anandabhairavi | Khan da 
Chapu 

c £t,Cl4)€r>q GlDlilftft ClJIT^I, 

<£*>«*'&! <£l'®ujnw 
ft nGJTft i_D CTGVJfivinib Q '^ ! 'bfo) ®—^ 

ft rflui ^l(f^Cincjfl Ojttl: 
unffDCJTuSI/b untsriGULj u (")<£!lj 

u<i)ff)nftrrrT GTcuCumi) <£lrfluu, 

Cftcsficu ^igof)uj i9fjnG«rr! 

QtfGjaruftLj 14,5 (ft,i i- QjfTfjrruj. 

O Lord sweeter than honey! Un* 
friendly folk laugh at you when you 
drink the milk from the pitcher and 
get punished. You go after the graz¬ 
ing cows, and roam the forest every¬ 
where letting vour bright face wither. 
You do not know you are our precious 
medicine. Come, wear these Senba am 
flowers on your coiffure. ) 

ftp*, it CT < CiDft nij/fccfl 

e_ejTCV><2STft ftCTJTl ncu 6£>&< /y ) lD '• 

2i-(l Tj - GTW lu Hlu ! S2_CU(ft) 

S* CRT I IT ft ^ 
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fj 2_G5m_UJlTCn LDe3oT<rufT6nn! 
^(rrjCurrnu&gjGg, <£)i_fbS»rTw! 

LD0cfil LDCJUUD <5iLDip<^63Tfl) 

ldcO oSlciD< 5 jlj u,s 0 il»- cufrgrriij. 

O Beautiful One! When my eyes 
see you, they rejoice like they have 
seen the dark laden clouds. You took 
birth to redeem the seven worlds. 
O Bridegroom of the goddess of 
wealth, Lord reclining in Srirangam! 
Come, wear these Jasmine flowers 
of lasting fragrance. (2) 

lOdQ#nQ LDfTCTflcnA 
ir>rT 2 )fT 0 > 6 TTa>tf> 

A^Q«rr(^ uilcnuA 

^cnsu <£$, 

!§)<!*tfeyjti> <^«niD<9,6TT Q^iucumu! 

jgcir g>g>i CT^rtuj! 

u OGn&b) 5>LDCJT5>5)Gff)rT(5 

urr^lrflu Li/f cu rrfjrruj. 

Climbing up the balcony and rooftops, 
you enter the ladies’ chamber, then tear 
up their pleated silk corset and shred 
their frilled linen. Daily you play such 
mischief. O My Lord of Tiruvenkatam 
hills, come wear these Padiri flowers 
with green Davanam sprigs. (3) 

rQcjrjy @crr 

irafTACDCTT^, j^CDio Q^iijujrrC^). 
LD06L|ti) gjU>63Ti3>(ipU> 8** 

LDfTCDCU lOGfiJTlb &> LQljp<£l GST ft) J 

CiufioS) rt>Oj (Lp^(t>ACfTju GunGc\j 
JL 0 CUlb £>u>vS! 

2 _*fbgiJ v 0)01 <g>L-L jf ojfrgrruj. 

O Beautiful Lord, like a calf born to 
the dark clouds, with a bright forehead, 
curly locks and shapely eyebrows! 
Do not stand in the streets and 
tease the young milkmaids. These 
are beautiful garlands with fragrant 
Maruvu and Davanam sprigs. Come 
here and wear them. (4) 


l_I gtt crfl ciD c<n Gurruj LSlcnr^^LL. rriij ! 

Qi_MT 0 ftrfluSIcaT Q^oldli 6 2>g,nuj! 
aSTTGTT ^g^^TlCDUJ 

A fT CU 6U feiTi C3T JjfiDSU Co") /n IT C>5d I1_fTtLl! 

(S^cncrf! 'V, QcuG37tC1cJ^TLLI €& {Lg r»jJ <Sj 

^iq.CiMcrT ^u^G^ott; 
Cl^errcrFluj rf ci cr^tr^y, 

^lLi_ currrjrr lu. 

You ripped the beak of the bird 
Bakasura, you plucked the tusk of the 
rutted elephant Kuvalayapida, you cut 
the nose of the demoness Surpanakha 
and the heads of the demon king 
Ravana. When you gobbled butter, 
I this lowely self, beat you without 
fear! Come here and wear this fresh¬ 
water lotus garland. (5) 

ACcnn^l 

cjgrtii 2 _Gcurrufriu <9,04531, ftjtiuS! 
«,0<£)uj ^CDLDftCfT Gaujgy] 

&[Gfj& c?r) 63 t Si arrcu C 1 Arr^'i unujjjjgjfuu ; 
G6jfT5jSlJ3T ^C3"i(D<9,Q«9UJd]| 

mcvJGvjir^CcnrrC'l 

QufT0^J GUIT<S3TCC5T! 

qOTTcncn'u €u irrjrruj. 

My lord, you battled with the bulls for 
Nappinnai. See, you have no concern. 
Returning Kamsa’s cruelty you leapt 
over him and smote him. Acting 
wickedly in the streets you quickly 
pick up a fight w r ith the wrestlers. 
My Child, precious as gold, come wear 
these Punnai flowers. (6) 

{^Li^jACn 6 jrr) 

CUCucvj <*iib CarrCcii! 

LDl_li Q <5i rtCTT LD QJD &>&>&> FCID IJ 

iDfTOuCl^UI 111 €11 CVJ6VJ CTCTT Caililft! 

,@»ICRflu»€TT 

@0 l ^ 6,TG 4 (ipGST d^cran rruj! 

0 l rr,g) crib G^nGcii! 

00S>,fj>g,$u cumjnuj. 
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My King, deft in juggling with 
pots thrown in the air! My Prince, 
in fat uating the coy moon-faced 
girls! Long ago you ripped Hiranya's 
chest into two. My Lord reclining 
in Kudandai, come wear these 
Kurukatti flowers. (7) 

S LD»T©jl<5,637 ^JCuGgjtitQ 

C fTLp G<Tl LD Cl SifTGTTCriQ.) ii) GU C\J fTlij ! 

aninnay ^ Wiener £ ncreTcwfW 

<3*0»l74>g>fTcO £>GT>G\J Q.f-fTWolLfTUj; 

iSlgrrCcn! 

c^CSSfl ^QurTj^fTuj! 

cjLDrrn^frjd) GrciTcyicjT^ 

^(njCurrii^LJ 1 _ CufT/jrruj. 

O Lord, you befriended even the Asura 
Malikan, then deciding that he should 
die, you showed him how to use the 
discus, which then severed his head! 
Lord who knows what lies ahead, 
Lord reclining in beautiful Srirangam, 
you rid me of my miseries. Come and 
wear these Iruvatchi flowers. (8) 

^la n rr^cvr 

C1gjrTG37ni_rr0>Gt7 si_eprr)OifTuj ’ 

gjfl LD GVJ o n CT LD C33T6U ITGTTIT ! 

2_G5Ttl4L_(^l £_GU<£l<£f163T CJ(l^LD 

tf£ifT ^Hj^IcncvjuSleu g^uSleu ClAns3Uii_nuj! 

ACT,n0 5>fT63T 2_ GST 053637 ><ff» 

5 ’(5)CP Gri,ff,u y>^ «xj no nil. 

O Lord seated in Vaikuntha surrounded 
by resident eternals, Lord living in the 
hearts of devotees! O Bridegroom of 
the pure lotus-dame Lakshmi, you 
swallowed the seven worlds and slept 
as a child on a floating fig leaf! Come, 
let me see and enjoy you. Come and 
wear these Karumukai flowers. (9) 

OacySTl ,0, LDCUC\Sl63) <9,C UJ fT0 
Clarii^Lgigfr ^v^cufTi-^ 

GTC73T Lj^rr y^CLtLO 0* rTCTH , 

^crrnr^j ^icdcu (*,il t cun ctcst^ 


IDOTH u£MT Cl<5>fTG7JTL_ rrCT^CJT .^uoS 

\&£> S—ttO C1<9uj< 3) Jgii> LDncncu 

ueyjr u &>n 

ulIl iTiSlfjngjr OtffTGJKjyF • 

This decad of sweet songs by 
Srivilliputtur’s King Pattarbiran sings 
of Yasoda’s call to the lord of the 
Universe to come and wear Senpakam, 
Mallikai, Senkalunir, Iruvatchi and a 
host of other flowers. Set in Panns, this 

too is a garland fit for the lord. (10) 

2.8 / Warding off the evil eye 

Indiranodn | Todi | Rupakam 

rjCcyTfT0 lSI ijLDcin 

FTi563T ^rSIDLDLU^jn CTCU6U niD 
0 LDfT id cun 

iDenn^iigjj GUijullj CD(£)0iJ f^lcjrTn^frn; 
^jb $<jdr i©r»«rfia>* 

0/vj (jn^cn ClcueTTGncr>rr) Vc3Trr)fTuj! 

&uJib Cung>j 

ftnuiSlL eunfjnuj. 

O Beautiful Lord! Indra, Brahma, Siva 
and all the gods in heaven have brought 
sanctified flowers for worship and stand 
betwixt, hidden. O Lord living amid 
men of learning in Vellarai where man¬ 
sions touch the Moon! It is eventide, 
come, let me ward off the evil eye.(l) 

Acjrnjj^crr ^guguld q 

£h5)5Jj^63^jn lJ S' <TT6UCUntD \ 

<£Ig3tCI njrnfl r^C&Gsr 2_<jjTGnc5TA fisicfil, 
Gfb^GiDcO 6p>cnnp]ib ^cun^nuj! 
LDOTrn^CVJ rSlcuGcutv., u Gi-in^i; 

id^Ictt ^l^ClojenGnGDfT) r£)cji;D rtuJ 
Jb«Tj£jJ AOSTl ITIU C1C3T£>631 Cl 0 fTCUgyJ i 

ibfTGST 631 CD 631 <4 AfTlluS^*- ^ n 0 naj ’ 

O Loveless One! I stand here calling 
you while all the cows have gone to 
the pen and wait bellowung. Do not 
stand at the crossroads at dusk. Look, 
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my words are well-meant. O Lord who 
stands in the walled city of Vellarai, 
come, let me ward off the evil eye.(2) 

G<3ljl| ClLnCTr(ipcncvjujrTrr < 7,CTT 

-'fljruCsnrpjiii ^cbgyuib & fin § & $ il 

^uCtJfTgj] 5>fT63T 2_(JUUU CufTUJ 

,-SWlq c^Jlib 2_ OTJTLq.cn cu , cQ^gttoj ftuj! 

(tpu Clj rr^jii> ctirrciTCijiT 6T£>g)ii£) 

(ip csfl ctj ffA ctt Gcijcncncnn^ rQ cttoq rruj! 
^uGungj 5>frGyT c^GSTi^jib QaujGuj^rr, 

<rr ib uSl f] n car 1 < 9 , ni_j lSI l_ cu rrqfTiu. 

O Lord of Vellarai, my Lord, my Ruler! 
Gods and seers worship you thrice a day. 
Copper-hued supple-breasted girls were 
playing in the sand. You broke their 
houses and snatched their food. So I 
became angry and scolded you. For that 
you have refused to eat your pudding. 
No, I will not do anything to you; come, 
let me ward off the evil eye. (3) 

5>COTT«3f)cO lD6TOT6\jG<9>rT(\a 

ArrsvSIcnncu .jrrujfb^jU^firr ctcWij cTcynru 

CTC3TT lS^GTTOTCTT^CTT 

(@ 61 ; n ^cvj (ip 6Dfr)LJt j (^1 c^Tl crarrrr> rnr; 

(b CTffT CffffrG cut \ QffljcncncDfr) r£Jl 63rrQ nuj 

AtaViL ftC*TffCi G^ujctifTiu! 

CuCrSTfiyjrGuD Gcn;6Tt6vjuigii 6p>uuruij! 
gu6TT6ttGgu! AfTLJlSli. QjrnjrTuu. 

My Krishna, Lord of Vellarai, dark as 
the ocean, benevolent one! You play 
mischief with .ill and sundry. Countless 
children have come and complained, 
“He threw sand in our eyes”, “He kicked 
us”, and such other things. Come, let 
me ward off the evil eye. (4) 

LJcOgVj fTu9lJ6U rT asutflcu 

L? 6TT C1T) 6H 5) 6T7 ^6T>IDA-6TT OtfUJClifin, 

ctcug\jit ib s_ gttGld cii ctfTnSli_l Gun^ngj); 

cri_b iS) tj rrerr! $ currijrTu;; 

jr,euGurT ri^cn Gsusncrrcjiro r£lcifTfr>niu! 

{G*)rTGSI0 <5n_Grj! 2_cinGif><£jfl 

G<5n6o < 31,17 <rurnp5,^l rQ<? jt fQj 

G«5nuUL_A ^ni_iiSl l surTfimu. 


O Lord residing at Vellarai with good 
people! O Effulgent Knowledge! 
Here in the town, wicked boys are 
galore, the blame for all their misdeeds 
will fall on you. Come here, let me praise 
and bless your form with words by 
the mouthfull and give you a good 
ward-off of the evil eye. (5) 

^[uTj^ar AjniftClAfTfca'iJii G ^(.ctCldoj 

A(2) | 0*D3 G«?ld LOuSlftij Gucrmj 

GU{CT)^luU5)(T)(g) 6fil0g)<5>fTGffT 

6t<sj7u^j 6£>n 6un-rTgjC3^2>iL|Lb 22_craT0; 
5)61ILp LDGrafl IDfTL 

^l^Gojcncng^MT) £nrr)rruj! 
^|(Cf)5.ClJCjrT iQq){h, 

aGctt! ftlj iSl l 6\) rtrjfTLu. 

O Lord residing in Vellarai where 
walls and mansions touch the clouds! 
Word goes around that Kamsa has 
set his anger on you and sent a black 
ogress with red hair to kill you. I tear 
when you stand there by yourself. 
O Beautiful One, come here, let 
me ward off the evil eye. (6) 

OiCincrtS 0<9>G^ U>(5gijlb 

&CUA0 2_63^5,G5UJ2j 

iSlcrrta^cnujijGff! Gi.icduju 

iSlu^gd (ipcnco 2L_crint_ lSIgttcdctt 
22 —6iT(rnQj nnrjj 6J)6T! rrjj ib ^ rf)l G uj 63T; 

Glfl U_( fad) I _ G GlJ bfl Ci 1 1 (mT j (T) 1^1 ijidTr (T) n UJ ! 

uCTTcrflG^ncn Gung^ @gjj r?*C(2)tb; 
ugLoCem! ftru_iiS)i_ curTqniu. 

O Lord residing in bright and 
beautiful Vellarai! O Child-king who 
destroyed the cart and the twin 
Arjuna trees! After you drank the 
milk from the ogress Putana’s breast, 
I cannot understand things as they 
really are. It is bed time now. Come, 
let me ward off the evil eye. (7) 
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£gGm.j lb 2 _iu(T 2 ) 2 ,rTiu! 

^GT)LDliJCiJffS>0 CTOTT^J ub ^ ffl UJ CT UJ ! 

(£jliuA G&nCeil! 

GaitQi^i «5>0<9«t On^CTjdficjfln} <9irLn}Crr)! 

Q<3li)dufrG3T LD^lCTT ClcUCTTCTT^rr) IJJfTuJ ! 

0<9GUGua>$ffrrncu cucrrn iSl<TffcrTnuj! 

«5>IDUA <3>UffC$ <5>ff633T '*#***>(<&)', 

» c . iqA anuiS^l.. GiJfTfjrTLLJ. 

O Lord giving manifold pleasures, 
Lord evading the celestials, Lord who 
killed the rutted elephant, Lord who 
spelt death in evil Kamsa’s heart, Lord 
residing in gold walled Veilarai! O Child 
growing up in affluence! Look, there is a 
skull-holder hiding behind the pillar 
there. Come running quickly and let 
me ward off the evil eye. (8) 

@(r^&O 0 »fT@ igrr 0r*td£lib QdfcfTcraun-il© 
ct^Icvj ldc 7 mt)Cuj rrrr ffufbgjj f£lGJTff)ffff; 
2)(5<9>C0>cO, J0C3T£U, 

gjfriu G«3ffCU6yj5> OAffCTTCmTlLI rjjrr^TF; 

^)(fb^<5>frui_i q^ncsi e_c3Tsr>(OT0 <?ffg>g>, 

C^><5* i-tiFic. Q qj cin cttctht) j£)cvrjT)rTtu ! 
»_(ffp£> 0 ,ffL_@U> cfilcffA 0 ,'..i •-ITffJ) 

0 « 9 ,ffcncn crrb^jC&tsiT cijrnrffuj. 

O Lord residing in resplendent Veilarai! 
Listen to Mothers words for a few more 
days. Bright Vedic seers have come with 
Rig Mantras and conches filled with 
water. Do not stand at the crossroads 
resisting. Come, let me light the 
evening lamp and shine it on your face 
to ward off the evil eye. (9) 

Cijffgjj t^jLDn ClflcuG^^GflirrjLgn-jgji 

i_l cdstit $(j^G«uOTcnannr)ujnanor 
inn&n&f#) a ujirr^g, ^C^ffcrifc 

iDAdTr^esTcriaPA ^nutSltlt lo nrr)£Dub 
GftlgjU UUJGT5T Cl^hncncn GllGUCVJ 

• - •» 0ffG3TCffT iDrrCJ^ftJ 

UH5,u i jujot C^aifTGncn cucucvj 

• 'toto* S*_cncnnrr cfilcncjjr CijnCtD. 


This decad of songs by Vishnuchitta 
adept in Vedic pursuits recalls the 
words of Yasoda, excellent among 
mothers and verily the lotus-dame 
Lakshmi herself, sung to ward off the 
evil eye on her son, the resident lord 
of Tiruvellarai. Devotees who under¬ 
stand the song’s refrain will 
Karma. ( 10 ) 

2.9 / The neighbours’ complaints 

Vermei Vilimgi | Kedaragottla | Adi 

U *0Cta.®!* ft<u4w ' S> 

QsurbiSlOTU 

Ca>u0U>; 

5,Cmt63^TlS)arT63T <9>CUC& ft c3TCnfi3TA 

ftrraA^lwCcvJfTLi , s^csriD^cm^* 

AfTCUfTlU ; 

U|OT5Taraf)fl) L_|Crflu GutU&ffCU 

qcna M«n»jujfT6u G^ujuj cucCjcu 

^ffraiGinn.0 (OjOTUT^raTnOTT 6jch Gujjqid 

f^nuAfTtlj! e_C3rinAcmcrr* 

' < 9 tfi cunuj. 

O Dame Yasoda! The child you have is 
a fitting partner to his brother. Like 
tamarind poured over a wound, alas, 
they gobble up the butter then throw 
the earthern pots on a rock to hear 
the crashing sound. Call up your son. 
He goes from house to house deftly 
doing wicked deeds. We arc not able 
to guard against the things he has 
learnt, you must restrain him. (1) 

cu(fb*i 

CurHDCTT 

<3.rfluj (^>i£icu Gaujtu cun uj upeyfb^H 
> fbW'S* 6U(ffj-3> gfbjCft. 

^fflujGST ^CllCST ^CTTnr)] , C&ft»* nUJ 

^^^OTTClJCTinCSJTff! jffrt 

ujifltjOJub Glj^ 5) ^ffl^^h^lcuCcvjecT; 

ljit eftG ujC i J rr^2>rrnC,u J - 

“Come here, come here, come here, 
O Vamana Lord, come here. O Loid 
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Kakuthstha with dark hair and red 
lips, come here! O Ladies, he is hard 
to catch for me today! O Dar.c Lord, 
I cannot bear to hear the complaints 
of the neighbours. Come here to this 
wicked self!” (2) 

j£)(rF) g? cmi lj t51cTTGiDCTT2,rTCTT ^tuG^ng^j 

<I»/N^ibcpierr»pjaj < §GVJG3T 1 2 -G»l_qjg3t, 

Cl guG rindcTOTiii 
2 _GTH_ 2 )£)l 10 U Gul 7 (i) 5 >l 

1 *• I CUT 0 fTc>ol J 

sbiheniD ^j&ujfnuuh 
CaLuGugjj^rcGin GuipAC^fT? ^C^n^nuj! 
G7G3T©J 2— G3T LO th GiD G3T 0) GST CTI G3T (h 

<Ki_GunuJ, 

gu rrip lo §)!(£> ,<h 6:0 

Your precious son does not stop at 
anything, he excels in his uniqueness. 
Drinking Ghee straight from the pot 
he breaks the pot and slips away. This 
Madhusudana does not let us live. Is it 
fair to do such injustice to neighbours? 
Ask your son to come here. (3) 

GnGJ3TL. GU 6U 67mbiTJTIT! Gufg)0rrCuj 

C^nuSlfb iSlsncTTfruj! ^fbiGdh CunffjQnCuj. 
C^wTflt ^l(njuCunA '• _fb£> 

^025 ,t| J«75T't! CufTg^nCuj 

jLfnnr0 GufbG^Gn c^uruDih GTGjrnji ol«3n<Mc6) 
C> 4 H 

ff» 6 ff&T 0 GT^lCfl CflCSTinj ^T< 3 'l< 5 )ftl' 9 > C( 9 ,rr<jnGTT < 5 , 
AGjjTcwni?)^rrGTT <n>n)ff) <5jrr(»Gijr! 

“O Cloud hued Lord! Come here! 
O Divine Child! Come here! 
OTirunarayana reclining in I ruppcr 
surrounded by pure flowing water, 
come here!” He runs into the house 
saying he has already sucked; Dame 
Yasoda intercepts him and picks him 
up thinking “So, these too are pan 
of the tricks he has learnt!” (4) 


UfTOTGUA AJDJbg,1 ^0UU| GJjp GTJQjjigjjU 
Ll6UGU«nGTTUjn<rr7 GTGJTlDAGTT ^0UU, 
GlDCJDCVJ Gll£)(fTjUI_j Gg^JOTSTU).# 

C<5caTrrjj ^cjnfrjuCufT^iggj ^fbiGa CuJl 
r£l GsrCnr) err 

arrsTTftijClijrTiDiD fi_CT>L _lli £>iolS1 

u(ny£lil0u Cufrj>gy f^lcsTnjnGyr; 

^cincua) i_bi9l G3T ClDfTl^l ^CmCSTUJ 

<2N C 0 IT C7> £) 5,rbJdhfTUJ ! S_£3UB0»C3TG3T0i 

<5tn. Gil fT lu . 

O Yasoda! My fair bangled daughter 
milked the c >ws, placed the milk on a 
stove and sat by it while l went up-house 
to fetch some fire. 1 stood there awhile 
talking. The Saligrama-bearing lord 
tilted the vessel bottoms up and drank 
all the milk. O Dame of sugar-sweet 
speech, call your son here. (5) 

Curran &€OTn_rnu; ^nuGsi Curran 0><OTiumij; 
G l_J IT 2) G 0 OTT 6T G3T 63T rrG i5j CuJfTffjIT 

0,GOTTLfTLU . 

£TC&£p|i& OtfiTcuoSl < ^<9CU0>0 ) <3>rTiT 

GjG^gdLD Cutf fTjfTGTT Gauald rnlCuGST; 
CAfT0jJ0,GUli> 2_«ni_0, (0)L_1 _Cg3tGuj ft! 

(£)65Trr), GT0*5)fnu! <^0 ^Kn-^n! 

Goj5>U QufT(2)CGn! G7G3T Coj fbJ^l_CUtt! 
dSlflja^a.Gcsi! ^fbjC* GujfT^,afiC lli. 

“O Celebrated little One, O Pot-dancer, 
O Substance of the Vedas! My Lord 
of Venkatam, Wonder-lord! You held 
a mount against a hailstorm. Come 
here now, do not say you won’t. 
When the neighbours say something 
and speak something else, I will not 
hear it. Come here right now!” (6) 

Odujfl, c snfl,rtn'ni LbCQlGlifiUj unc\.nTGui 
t j GJiTGaVI 0 OT5T0 (ffjGffij n^uiLD ^ l. Ci cii: 

UC33T0U) tSlGnancn uifla 

£_ aui i 63 i • .rFfc-in GTG 3 in}i OancuGuS) 
gt gu glj n ih cfil 0 Cj G i i n ri, 

(ijf m n fli \ 

c_ dn 100,63* 5 ,GinG^Goi. ,<wG.*»no./>, i| > fhJ 0 ,nu.i! 
•Htsi Gfllvi GdhnGflGTimii, i^OTTGUU-Ilh .'flil^Gcri' 
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O Yasoda! For full twelve asterisms of 
the Sravanam fast, I have been cooking 
offerings of rice, lentils, jaggery, milk 
and Ghee. I knew it all along: he has 
been eating it all. He walked away saying 
he would be happy for more. Call your 
son here, is this any way to be? (7) 

CflMDCuCe<jT! £grhiGA Curr^fjnCuj 

cuGcucifl CTcircjnT^i GunftnnCiu 

Qb«u> IT £<9Jb#I 

djle^cmu n^nG#,, Curr^onGuj 
b 0<5rrcu^juD Clff,n^^>6?n5>u)n(rT5ib 
Qg,nGfijTi_(£jii) f£lcjrg) 
g,rfuj£l/»rtGugjjfl, Q th fisincugjj cario ib 

A OT3T 1_ fl LLI , 

&nGiDn£<j(T\ gftiitGe, GurT^ijnCiu. 

“Kesava, come here, do not say you 
can't. Do not go to play in the houses of 
loveless ones. Come away from places 
where servants and maids of cowherd- 
folk speak ill of you. Listening to 
Mother’s words is Dharma, know it. 
O Damodara, come here”. (8) 

0>C5TOTTCU ^CUL-@GV>5>C2)It(51 

5,nGlJCTT6tf)C5T 2_ SOTTSff>L- S»CU0)^CU ^.'L^ 
STOTT CTOTjry J&fTGST «T>CU£>g>JLJ 

GunfbC&cjr; 

gSuOTT L|0>(£) QuffJj^U 

GufTJFj^fTfiirT, 

iS1ottsj)jid ^0>u> i|A(A> Cfb^^u 

tS^ 0mi(2>6p>6rf1 O CU GOTlQ G5BT IL| IB 

G a nfi S> £1ott fo fT birr; 

2_OTTLD£feOTT fl>OTTOT)OTT, <^|Giff rTOT>g> [h^J&fTUJ ! 
G&0, C)<£hfTGrTClTriij, @6ff>GUlL|lb /HcuGcu! 

O Yasoda! Storing sweet Laddus, salty 
Seedais and Sesame sweet-balls in 
separate pots, I came out saying, “Aho, 
these are my favourites!” This fellow 
entered and made sure 1 received it 
all! Then again he entered the house 
and searched the rope-shelves for 
white butter. Call your son, is this any 
way to bring up children? (9) 


0 < 9 rT 6 UC$GU U@£, £>r*J 0 »»Tiu! 

(<5»,ipGu q ct>» iu£3T 2_OTnSlctTCDcn ^^Gott; 
^gJCUGULD t-|(£)5>§)l <nC5TtD«5>Cir>6TT^ 

cna*u9cu sucttgttottuj£> f 

Q^fTGuancvjuSlcO ff^OTTnjjib CTtarcGwmib&i cfffpro 

O^rrQajgji, 


JjCUCUGTT r^fTCUtb Uipr^)ACtT Q*HfTGfin(5h 
2,11651 ^euGcusjr ffTajinj) 

O Good Lady, your son is full of vice. 
If I tell you what he did you will be 
furious. He entered my house, called 
my daughter, removed her bangle 
and brought it out through the back 
door. He gave it to a seller for some 
Rose-apple, then laughed saying, 

44 * I *• I 11 k 

• t nncn I mi* 1 


SU655T0 *erfl*ai gJsncrA^dj Clua^lw 

su^L-isaubsincfilfflg) r^j <5iG7T 

ljot*tt(^ ^guott cTcucofTib 

uLc-fTiSlgfTOT q 9 unucu 

Cl*ncOTi(^ ^cncu cucu6unn 

Cftrrcfiljj5>63T5)^ ^ununrrAcn^^ 
GTOT5T D cfi)CTT 0 >£>rT<£) (^Ip^UfTn 

.VOT)OT3TLU 14 CTCtfTfijCiDGU C ID GU S3lC CU . 

This decad of songs by Vishnuchitta, 
Pattarbiran, recalls the age-old pranks 
of the lord of Srirangam surrounded 
by bee-humming groves watered by 
the sweetly-flowing Kaveri. Those who 
can sing it and dance will become 
Govinda’s devotees, masters of mine, 
and light of the eight Quarters. (11) 


2.10 / The girls’ complaints 

Atnhrundu \ Madyamavati \ Adi 

^ybffrcu I ^^CTTujn^GsurTr^/fc ^^' 0 

G«9fD0rrcu 0$2,>{h!, oiottctt 

Arrfblfli) <*MQ IIJCTTfTUJ Gpiq r^f/hlb 1-1^0 
LbrTforr)(ipub ©mjncarrrcb, ^C3T<7}J 
cucncng, £)<nib Cuafftfnincu, 

(vpfl) link* 
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We were playing in the river. He 
threw sand on us and made off with 
our bangles and our Sarees. Swifter 
than wind he sped away and went 
into his house. He doesn’t answer 
our calls, today we are finished, — 
says nothing about our bangles, — 
O, We are finished. (1) 

p»njp, gjfTOTjT 

gtgott ^cm^CiLifT^ib Cl^n^^r 

6J2>£b, 

eu6T5T0 c^uiri yjrii^ipcun'fT 

cm&ftGibrrsJjTQ, 
cfilcror G<f>,rruj iDij^j^fTcmfrcO, ftprpn^ji_b; 

G (TU fcOJT i <Tl.| LD fT fT ITcToT fT £\J , G7T 0| 

(iptbpo). 

His ear pendants hang low, his curls 
hang low, his neckchain hangs low, 
gods and men from the eight Quar¬ 
ters bow low and offer worship. 
He took the Sarees of the bee-hum¬ 
ming flower-coiffured dames and 
climbed up the sky-touching Kurundu 
trees, today we are finished, — 
and doesn’t yield even if we beg, — 
O, We are finished. (2) 

5,uib uQ g>nLD6T>fiu Clunujcn^ 0>cu<s>4>) 
ufih ID ljQ cuncu ujnfifl 

Lj lD U CT) U ff) 5? GVJ GtDCVJ CTlpu 

urruj«b£ld0, 

£2_ i.ibcmii ^6m«0£<9>rT£Trrrc\j, (jpjbjpjib: 

2_. £ *fl u9 cb rpffjtnruTGaTircu , 

(ipfppLb. 

Entering a lotus lake, and grasping 
a venomous serpent by its tail, he 
jumped on to its wide hood raised high, 
he shook his body and danced, today 
we are finished, — and stood on its 
head, — O, We arc finished. (3) 

C£)££))<?>Ctf 1 UG3Tf^J*Crtl 

g,ITCtfl CTj^Sl^L.1 0)Llb Gu^fTjCftffClflfJJinCLi 
cruncmeijn C^neirr g61l Gufbfr inffinip 
cSMjffiiflffinrj ^fT^^nowrTGu, (ipiD£uii>; 

^ on QiU 2L- U l lU £h Qftn 6331L- (163T IT 6U , 
A£'631'Tj' K}p!D<£i&- 


He flung the Asura Dhenuka against 
a Palm tree and killed him; with strong 
arms he held a mountain and stopped 
the rains sent by the king of gods Indra 
and saved the cows. Today we are 
finished, — by the lord who raises 
cows, — O, We are finished. (4) 

^ujfl^lujiT C^rfl ^sncn <3,uSln ljptoj £_c$7Tg), 
Gurr4>0jJ <5H6lJfT <5>C33 tQ iSliq^ftU lSllqiq63JT0, 
C6UUJf5) dbl-jbG^nGTflb'Omil QqjOT3T<oIcT 3TIU Cl^hfTGTT 
iDfTL.i_rrgj 

^uliC^tQ ^(fTjjTj^nOTincu, (ipQ)rnjU); 

^l^iqG33T0 ^^^fTCJTITGU, ,@G3Tp 

(ipfDgUub. 

He gobbled the village cowherd 
women’s milk and curds; was caught 
red handed, and prevented from steal¬ 
ing butter by being bound in the homes 
of maids with beautiful arms. Today 
we are finished, — by the lord who 
wept as he was beaten, — O, We are 
finished. (5) 

0jCTT6Tfl<9, £,OT<T 5,«r>L- uSliLQl ^gttld 

iSl 6TI cm CTI UJ fT LLI , 

ffl—GTTGTT^)^ G3T 2__<jnG GTT ^CTJCDClt £> 0 ) 

Cfbneh&a, 

^(rrTcrr<?>j^9<s3TnGv; cuffjjOj Guujo^fl (ipcmcu 2_uSln 

(jncn^j ^Gmcu-o^nOTTiTcvj, ^caTfpi {ip<T)0jib; 

^ (D £_633Tl_ rtcmncu , ^C3TO)j 
pip<i)rruu>. 

He was a toddler barely able to walk a 
step. Deep from his heart he took a good 
look at her. She was an ogress disguised 
as a midwife. He sucked her breast 
and drew' her life out. Today we are 
finished, — unharmed by the poison 
he drank, — O, We arc finished. (6) 

iDfTGuGvSl G€u6iT<^Tlij < i1c\.i UTfTC3TI £l , >tjl ITiui9 

Q C3T H)j 

Opsuiq g,n dOTfrji iDG^yrcmflcmcyi 

rrtir ^ iq & cinc^Gcx' 

5,n€iiiq fTGnnGU, ( (gC3TfT)j (yJii>0|ih; 

^Cir^nOTTfTCVJ. l£,V3T01 (ipibljjllb. 
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He went to Mabali’s sacrifice in the 
guise of a manikin and asked for three 
strides of land. He received the gift 
With one stride, then the other, he 
straddled the Universe. Today we are 
finished, — by the lord who measured 
the Earth, — O, We are finished.(7) 

Tcnip 2)«J3T^U)UCO g>l_LD Ou0lb 

Q U fr LU GT) &> GU n-UJ 
6ijCjncuLJLji_(^ crurr^ll_!l_| 
SL-CTP 

CeuLpii) gjijja sfilcyyrGcaTTrrrT 

Q lj (fTj ld rr gyr n uj , 
ucrofl ClftncTSTi—fTcrTncu, (LpfrjrjjLb; 

Q 5 Lu5,fT«jTrT6u, 

^}<3T£)| (IpfD^JLD. 

In the large lotus lake lined by screwpine, 
the elephant was caught and mauled by 
the crocodile. To rid his travails the lord 
of gods employed his discus. Today we 
are finished, — by the lord who graced 
the elephant, — O, We are finished.(8) 

curTGm&gjj Ci(tg^)g) LO«nip (ip«£lcu Guneu 

(^)LD 

(fJifTCJT^gJ ClDUU{bg>J cfil&nGmufTU* , 

6J63T££j £_ (fTjGU/TLLI ^I_fb5> &*»*> 

LD 633T 62D GST&] 

5,rrfijrg,G^5 GTiQj£j0,rT63Trrcu, (ip»DjpLO; 

(y>fbs)jLb. 

Like dark rain-clouds gathered in the sky, 
he came as a boar with a big grunt and 
played delightedly in the forest, and like 
digging out a tuber, brought out the 
Earth from the deep waters. Today we 
are finished, — by the lord who lifted 
the Earth, — O, We are finished.(9) 

fh li} Qu 9t Jh 6TJ7 6531 63T <5- 63163) 651 

,^jC<gn<sr>2)A'i5) 

iDf^u€3Vk 2 J 6'-»sv>n(t*6h cufbgj ( tpcr)0 L ji , 

Cl<gn6\jcr iCvju i 

LJL i £31 Q\OHQj 

fyarxiu cnGvjai6unA{2) 

cbeyieiiGui. 


This decad of songs by Puduvai 
King Pattarbiran recalls the words 
of beautiful maidens who came to 
Yasoda complaining about the lotus¬ 
eyed lord. Those who master it will 
meet no evil. (10) 

3.1 / Weaning the Child 

Tannerayiram \ Kunialavarali \ Adi 

gjGSrCrjjfT (JLD l5lGTT«r> GTT ^^ CTTrr 0 

5,cnnfTj6TH_ ilffu(^)Gv rr<5 ^ T 
QurrcarcTUj QfbLuQiijri(^ unGu^(^pgiJ 
q<?TT(&r^QjG3T QurTujGuj ; 

LflcJiCfb" g^orarcra^k^L -i * rvw * v 

cuaujGncugjSj iSlgnGcsr! 

.j^gjtCcst! SL_tf3T€yiC3T jTjgjjQahfrCTyiGi— 63T, 

<54^^0X71 c^MLOLDLO ^oGciJ. 

With a thousand boys like you around, 
you come home dragging your 
feet. Gulping sweet milk and 
golden Ghee, you pretend to crawl like 
a child. O Lord, you sucked the life 
of the slender-waisted deceiver 
Putana. O My! I know you now, I fear 
to give you suck. (1) 

QufTanCuFTCu iDtOjacsrib <$ 4 , 1 !u» <S»QPQ>t 

S?etr L t^ LJ 

CurrCesTGin; cu^lD err gx| ^uunsu 

QjC3TunfJ(ff Q&, L LD flfTuj 

cuuiJDa/ <© 

l£l 65 tG u fTSvj jj)] G33 1 G53fl«f» l_ UJ ftcn 

A srrofl cn IJJ 

Gcujbfj^j(rv,cu ld daujgjj Gncu5)«9] 
c^ciTun! a_63i«D6n ^n5lr^gjjC)^n633iCi «rr> 

ti_ 631 &> {&> 

^ (CH^AGlJ 63T r^ubiDlfi £h tGgD . 

I bathed and fed you, left you here and 
went. Before I returned you smote and 
overturned a loaded cart then went into 
the Northern room and disfigured 
a thin-waisted dame. O Dear! I know 
you now. I fear to give you suck. (2) 
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^jLDLDfTUjajCl^fTQ QcuCjyrOcTOTUJ 
(£jl -§i g>u.9ff 0n\i)Q ) g i }U 

ClufTtLti Lomu Lfl0gij ^yen < §H<^-crtfy)'ju 

ClurrcsTfr^Gfilgjgji gorgy i§ cur^s^nuj ; 

uanujih qjCuCu L^cncncn f^thiS! 2_g3TCDC3T 
gtotldaGctt tTCJTLjrr r^lcjnffjfTfrj 
^LDLDIt! 2_S3TCDC3T ^ f$l ffjgjQA fTC37lCl_ CTT, 

Q-dT*^ 

^ |CT>«3.6U OTT ^lOLDLD 2,0C«Sll. 

After gulping mashed lentils with 
butter you overturned the pitcher 
and gorged yourself with curds. You 
felled the Asuras who were disguised 
as trees, and you stand here innocently. 
O Child-god capable of wonders! People 
speak of you as my son. O No!I know 
you now, I fear to give you suck.(3) 

enLO^fT 5 >cwt udi_ ^^ujo&ixjrr LD^aancn 

63'n_DiuGJT«')m Claiugxj <$*cu«i l51 ctt Gurriu 

Li^jbgjj^lcO £>«flf£)c3TrT}; 

00£Qii) ucu u€\j Clsuj^rruj; 

ClufTiLiujrr! a_c»T6<r)6OTu t_|fQ ld ugvj Gu^gu 

ft <ft >&> ft ^ftf'*" 2 _cm Cai_GlCJTj 

ggLurr! 2 _gstgtcjt ^$ <bgi]Cl &>n gjttGi_«tt, 

c^l (G^^Gl G7T OjICgii. 

Infatuating cowherd girls with large 
Kajal-lined eyes, you go after them 
and steal their frilled Sarees, then do 
many many wrongs. O False One, the 
complaints I hear about you could 
fill a book. O Master! I know you 
now, I fear to give you suck. (4) 

(ipuGufTg,iLb <!fc(*>>i_rbgii ncsmiauj Ceuw^jiCfeoaiijSI 

CctT(T(C) 5,u9(fTjlb 

<9)Uurrc\j ^t,LunA6n <9,rT6i9cb ClAncrornfijg, 
^Cu^jClgjrr^ .pniijgigjju Lj(rT)«£l 
Q LQ UU U U n€VJ 2_67inCl - £ lSI ctf cd gtt #> gtt 

Cljitoji^ 

fffilibt£l diliiifl &i[iQ&GPfr) 

^lULjn* ^ 0 &nfi 33 lGl 67 T, 

2— G3T Si ^ 

< ^4i<rs^*uO T ^nGcu. 


You gobble up the curds and butter 
churned all day long, then drink up 
the milk straight from the canister, 
brought on a yoke by the cow'herds, 
then also drink breast-milk and 
cry for more like a wailing babe. 
My Master! I know you now, I fear 
to give you suck. (5) 

a^fTjihumT i^gtt euujff) <£j>nuj<9*£lrr I 9 Cl.'WTjQf^cncYJA 

Si £3 fj)ftffj i) IJ LD€371 £b> ^i)lG3TCST 

ld lj ft ft Si t> jr rn i 6p> boi i Cl (h (tcooi 

efil tn 

dnp iSlijnCcn! 

A0iiunrr CujGarr^iprp 

(ftj^GUCDGVJ a'ClJ&Qigj fflLL|LD 

^rjiiun! <^|f^^jC^rTOTnGL cin, 

2_63T0J(£) 

<£l<g>^CU«T ^ibtDLD 

Grazing the cows in tall fields with 
golden ears of paddy, then noticing an 
odd calf not grazing, you grabbed his 
feet and swirled him, then let go to 
dash him against a wood-apple tree, fell¬ 
ing its fruit. O Bad One roaming the 
streets, spinning a trap for bee-hum¬ 
ming flower-coiffured maidens! I know 
you now, I fear to give your suck.(6) 

lD(ffjtll_fTIT ClDdin^ipGVJ O^itgtotQ Clum^co 

M®(2> 

GijfTiijGftGu^g!] ^cii rr/FjLD Ljmq 

i_ it it Qincirr^ipcv) AGmssfluLiiT cujjjgji 

S3 err 63"i GTI s 

5r0^jib Q^nLp i^IcniT) C«5n^l! 

Cl_JtT^jGn Sj (TLLJ LD ^GguCTTT , GTli)QLJ(fT)UD riOTT? 

2— din 63i car u 

CufjjQD (£).<bfOi£) ^cuGuncvj; m<bfry 

rr! 2 _ottot 3 G 7 i ^r/jlfbg)j Crr otttGi_ott, 

2— £3T5i|5j 

^ifliDli g)0Goj. 

You enter the groves with a slender 
flute and play enchantingly; curly- 
locked maidens of the village come 
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pouring out to you and worship you 
from all sides. O Radiant Lord, other 
than receiving a bad name for 
begetting you, I have no share in 
the common wealth of the village. 
O Wicked One, I know you now, 
I fear to give you suck. ( 7 ) 

gu rrgTTiT iS^rr 

J)A$»GT>C7T GfMAiuaTflnU) OdUJftj 

C^rrcTTfTcu ^QjGijrr^l 

O <3 n gu u uurr^&jr Qs iug,rTiIj; 

G^cnrrfr ^ujii (& ) go£,0 > gu it Jgu uj^l; 

Cl<3>tlCi_ff5r[ surr^sfilcocDcv), 

<5>(T€TtrTUJ! a_CfT<Sr>GJT c^^fbgjj 

GTT<3>0 

^|0<3rCDC5T ^LDLDLD g)fjC<£lJ • 

Even otherwise they don’t like to see 
you. You infatuate others’ daughters, 
embrace them, play with them, and 
do unspeakable things. Cowherd-folk 
do not like to hear of such bad 
ways. O, I am doomed, it is hopeless. 
O Nanda’s son, I know you now, 
I fear to give you suck. ( 8 ) 

^mutniHT Gmnrr dj) 0 )$,u CurrQjrr, tfj&uuGsnorrrr 
ftjbfD" rfjlcaigu Hoi , CunGijn - ; 
i ^ajuumq ^cnf^i AfincJsfliDfTfT^&nsn 
CffjiTUL.GGU Q<fh n^MjTCl CufT^I; 
^rriijGLimTA^) CTOTtrrjjib S 2 _^uuG 7 iCcij 

AGWTLfTfT <ftlpfOgj 

2_c3TC3Don sir, 

2_67Tft(g) 

<9.611 GOT ^ LDlDLD gjfjGoJ. 

Mothers in the village go to sell 
buttermilk, fathers go after grazing 
cows. You take the young girls to 
wherever you want, and do things 
that please your enemies, giving 
room for gossip. O, Roaming 
Cowherd-lad, I know you now, I fear 
to give your suck. ( 9 ) 


Og>ag><5> n rr t-y* | (£)ip'b acotcsA 

KoS ncncug, ib iJii^ 

(ipg^mr q^OTHi^g,] 

PPCgihiq Cl^GOTfpiSlGOT cn5>g>nriu; 

mi &• 6^g>g>6OT G l J i9i Gl J n 2_COT 63"1 GOT | 

22—IJLJuCqj 0frGOT Gp>G3TfT^jlb LDITlLGuCOT; 
x~Mb4b n - S—cot ^r^ftj^jCl^ncTOTCi_drr, 

^ Gil GOT ^ LDLDLD gjfjGGlJ. 

You took a flower-coiffured maiden 
into the deep forest, embraced her 
pearly breasts and came back after the 
third watch of the night. People speak 
ill of you. Alas, I am unable to scold 
you. My Lord, I know you now, I fear 
to give you suck. 0 ^) 

AfTIJfflT GlOGBfl CTLDl5l0fiOTlG3T«9> 

d'Uid.iatjp vy^(2>JJ ,c k 

-rnH, 1 ?" j^COTCOT^pg,! 2_C7OTG3OTjS) gj^GUGOT, f^fTCOT 
^libiDLD ^ffCgGOT GTdnrp inrrrrjfQib 
unjjn-rr QgjfTCULj&ipnCTr L|g)j6<n6u l06OT6OT6OT 
i_j 1 _.l. n lS) tj it s5rr CIsitgotgot lktlgu 

GjgrriT ^GOTGjflGin# lducdco gugucvj rrrT 
^UMUfiCg. 

This decad of sweet songs by 
Pattarbiran, King of famous Puduvai 
recalls the words of fragrant coiffured 
Yasoda to the cloud-hued lord wean¬ 
ing him from breast milk. Those who 
sing it well will become devotees of 
the lord Hrishikesa. (11) 

3.2 / Sending the Lad to graze 
the calves 

Ancana Vannanai | Keeravani \ 

Tisram 

Jfy* ({b)(5G3T £U £7OT C3OT GOT) GOT i 17 GthnCU# 1 

l£) (CTj Q GOT lD Lq ID 6OT GOT S, 6TT C «$ n ©J 115 

j£) ffl UJ ltGi/> . 

&>{p)0GS)Gtf3> 0>n UJfT,£, C<t»noH<^ 

«tgotQ,suju iSIgttg^gttgotuju GtjnA^Gtf3T<sn ■ 

cncuCcu urrcuCiiD! 
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My dark hued lord and master of 
the cowherd clan would have his 
bath, then go roaming from house 
to house. Instead I sent the child after 
the calves, hurting those tender feet 
that smote Kamsa. O, Why did I do 
such a wicked thing? (1) 

LJ 0 £ll L4,^U IfifTOonQ 

lj rriq.u.9cu 

^)rr)jf>lcv> c-rnij0ih ^cmr« 0 <£mju^,i 

rfl uj itC lo , 

ft fll |T[ipi Gtfl u_j bOM_ Co GU t_ H & H 6<jfl Gift1 _ & 

ACjT^GifT l^OTT 

GTGST LSl<nT6T)GTT6T>UJLJ Gu Mffjr? 

gtcuGcu lj rrcuG lD! 

With bath-turmeric smeared all over, 
he would go around kicking the sand 
castles of girls, and make mischief 
everywhere. Instead, I sent him into 
the hunter’s forest covering him with 
the dust of grazing calves. O, Why 
did I do such a wicked thing? (2) 

63T ID Gfiffl G ID fh GF> GU ff) Thl Gift <5> LO rrO fj fT Q 

rr gttQ g, n i^j ld 

Glunfitmncrafl Giosafl uKLg^liumq.^, ^ffltunCLO, 
AGUirxsnjfl {@G7Tn^j amsm - ^(flcnLA 

AWT^dTlSl'OT 

GT 60^ LDOTijfl 6U GiTiJT Gil 1 ST Gift 63T LJ G LJ fT <5, G C7T GiJT J 

gtgviGgu urrojCun! 

My gem-hued lord would roam the 
streets with the gem-girdled maidens 
everyday, gathering dust on his golden 
countenance. Instead I sent him after 
the grazing calves, along the echoing 
forest path. O, Why did I do such a 
wicked thing? (3) 

Oigtotgott.£> ^(r^tej^ipGu ton^n- cuijjgji 

gjJijbifrl i—u 

lj Ginn GTisfl lj ucd Qeiugii uniq gtru^ld 

rfl uj rrCuD , 

l£^«£lujlTC!nG3T<9i «5>nG3T - 

GT^rinGTOTiT)^ ^ifluirTcyiGSTu Gun^^CcOTG^T; 

ctCuGgu urTojCio! 
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He is beautiful to behold, he is hard 
to understand. He would roam this 
cowherd settlement everywhere doing 
things that brought dark-coiffured 
women complaining to me. Instead 
I sent him after the grazing calves, 
along the echoing forest path. O, Why 
did I do such a wicked thing? ( 4 ) 

t^G^GUGi) ,@>-LD j—^LLJ fT Cl U C3^T\4- IT#,^ 

f3jT)J 6> a G3T fT LLJ e, 

Q<55fTGUG3^GD5> <£b Gijfl GlJ fT LU d 3* ff A 

(SSLCftipGSTLD Q 5 til LU rrG LD, 
(TTGUGULO <^G3TC\J GcDI_fr <9,n^jflGtDl_5> 

S-x G3Tf§l (jjiT l5^ G3T 

O Qy LUGUjj) 5)G3DG\J QJ Gift 63TLJ G l_) fT£fj<fQ Gg 7TG3T j 

gtguCgu ljitguGld! 

The lord of gods would go from place 
to place and secretly give to each 
cowherd maiden his dark berry lips, and 
engage her in sweet talk. Instead I sent 
him after the grazing calves into the 
bow-wielding hunters’ forest. O, Why 
did I do such a wicked thing? (5) 

u51l_rr^J CllD^QlD^^gjJ «£>t_ QGUG^tO G33TUJ 

Guituju 

U 14 rr}j ljG u Q^uug)i ^LJ ljitiq GTfhJ^ib 

$ rfl uj nG ld , 

<5514211 UGu 4? <5.fTG7T - ^5)l0cru_^, 

<9jtaiJTrf)l GST iSl G3T 

^L_nr) GT GiTuSl GTT Gift 6 TT Gift UJ U Gu rT^^GGTT^rir; 

gtcuGgu uhguGlo! 

My child would gulp butter down 
his throat and roam this cowherd 
settlement doing wicked things. 
Instead I sent him after the grazing 
calves, with faltering steps down the 
forest path, where wild elephants 
roam. O, Why did I do such a wicked 
thing? (6) 

GUGTTGTfl g*JuPjl(^ IDirgjA SlifTigji ^Gun 

<9i]GTTGrfl GSlsncnu.iniq.d, C^mpGijn^ ^fJlrfluinCiD, 
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Acrrerf] r*i)0 Gcur^j Arr^r - 

AffjTnflCTT lSI G3T 

M6tTGtf) G3T &>CD QJ QJ GJ>67 Tlj C u fT5><^)Cc3TG3T J 
ctguCgvj urrciiGio! 

The “King of the birds” would bounce 
and play with cohorts , and slender 
warned maidens wouid come running in 
to complain. Instead I sent him after the 
grazing calves, down the sizzling forest 
path, where even cactuses wither. O, 
Why did I do such a wicked thing? (7) 

t-jcjrasfi^rr-) cuuSlrpr^r) G<5 >itcj5Ti_ 

urTf^j ^Qerrrrcu f 

CT53T gfricmi, Q&>rrfTDGF>0, ^(Lpg)li) Qflull| 

I LU fTcjl 

QurTGSTOTTl^ CjftfTCUU LjCUfflCuj <&rT61lfln3 

AOTTr^lcar j'on 

<rr ® rT ^CLjrrft^lCOTTGffT: 

CTGViCcu U fTCTlJCl£> ■ 

By the kinship of bearing him in my 
womb for twelve months, I brought him 
up on the nectar of my swollen Breasts. 
Today, I roused my lion-cub early in the 
morning and sent him after the graz¬ 
ing calves, hurting his tender feet. O, 
Why did I do such a wicked thing?(8) 

CD L_ U-l LD G<50UL|tf> OAfTL-ffCg) 

^nG LDfT^lllCf) GUT fI)fT{3T 

2_C5Dl_u_|LD 2£5C5T^tj; QgulD u (7fr)5,gn 

2_6DLft 

<9jiquj Gcuf^j 0>rr«jf)am a, ^rrc\>-^niq Gp^rrsus, 

uSldrr 

G* n iq G LU GffT €TCtuSl€TTCtncn6iDtU|j 

Gurra^1GsOT<?ifT; ctouGcvj urTcuCiD* 

Without even giving him an umbrella 
and sandals to wear, I sent my 
Damodara into the blazing hot forest 
where sharp broken rocks would pierce 
and hurt his feet. O Heartless me! O, 
Why did I do such a wicked thing? (9) 

LD GJyfl 611 CTOT OTJT ©Ti £51,3, 

iSIcjr Gunft/ClGcindfT OOTrrrjj ^Cdfrcwg, 

0» ip $ U.1 


Guff^T ^l«5»ljp LD fT(_ U l_| <9}J 6iD CLI LLI ffC<3) rTGJT 

ul_l_<sjt G^rrou 

@631 &>&lp LDUCDCVJ^STT ffuGVJ 61^170,0 

^cocdcuGlu - 

This decad of sweet songs by gold- 
mansioned Puduvai King Pattarbiran 
recalls Yasoda’s lament on sending 
her ever-sweet gem-hued lord after 
the grazing calves. Those who master 
it will have no hardships. (10) 

3.3 / Celebrating the Lad's return 

Cilaikkutambai | Surati | Tisram 

<fc»cu*> £>0*"gJ» Sp>0AiT^ 

Gtf|bd?£D ClDGU GgjfTdfTf/jIuy,; 

G<5ifTCDLJ &>&&LD dkfi.<£<rifD 22—6371_ UJ LX) 

0ctf)ri (ip5)^cst G^fti—rrcvj(ipii); 

^ncSlu LSlcinG&fr 6U0)*Q63T{T) ai_c\jg\j^jtgotts5t 
G ojLjiw^) surbgxj ^ncnjfVr; 

^aCD^jj^jU l_|£,£)fJGDG5TLJ GujbiD rTI ’i 

jb rii «n eh lS n! 

jbirCcn ififbffU ^t>0ii> 

With the tucks of his turban covering 
one ear and a bunch of red glory-lily 
flowers stuck over the other, wearing a 
beautiful vesture and a waist cloth over 
it, hanging a crescent of cool pearls on 
his chest, the ocean-hued lord returns 
with the calves. O Ladies, come and see 
this outfit! In all the world I am the only 
one to beget a son, yes, no one else! (1) 

<9>67T(Wf) fF,<S3T L0fT lD$GTJ 0>«;pg)0 L^LoGuniJ^CU 
GfljOTTG5TIJf^J5iLb 

iDCnTO^uj ^Vr iDgji^^OTrrr! (Z&>3 6un’ 

LJ rrefilGui GtfT GLIfTLpGlj SL 
£^_G3TG3763T @6mhJ0>GirJrT}J G LOLL) A <5, S\ (T))&> n ^ GO 
SLETi Ift 6£>0ULl(T?g)G53G5T; 
cTOTTGafletST LDffjrii) ojcSlujacfr f^>0 Gt-jG* 31 

GO GiD 6V ) 

CT55T0L t Cott! (ip^)5>»b g>". 

O Madhusudana, residing with lasting 
glory in strong walled Srirangam amid 
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fragrant groves watered by the Kaveri 
river! O Kesava, life-breath of this 
wicked self! Wantonly I fed you early in 
the morning and sent you to graze 
the calves. There is no human with 
a heart harder than mine! My child, 
quick, give me a kiss! (2) 

AfT^AGTT H£S(jyl CufflLld) AGJTnpjACT CiDlUgjgy 
LQ r51GujfTiq.5> &, frrt&G^aL.<T)y j 5 

5,fTCiDfTgjijn! <g>0gj<3j 
<5jiTCrfl FTJOTT 2_L_LDL|; 

Cl_l<«nL_ LDuSljT) 0IUJJIT) lSlffSTGr>G3T LDSOTTrTCTTfT! 

r^,niTi_(^l gjicu^)G<£F)63t; 

r T4,l4 «=^(. l P5^ <9UJ J (9jUUCJ)Jli 2_GfftfTtq.GU63T, 
<r> gjiGganr^ 2 _i_Gg3t 2_CooiufTcsr. 

O Damodara! Entering the deep forest, 
driving the calves and running before 
them, you return wearing dark glory-lily 
flowers. See, your body is covered 
with the dust raised by the calves. 
O Bridegroom of Nappinnai who 
charms you like a peacock female! I have 
made ready for your bath. Bathe and 
come for supper. Your father has not 
eaten, he wants to eat with you. (3) 

&14 ClufTiflcu ^crafl C«ur^j£bi_ cun! 
CunCaClT)! <5 2_-£b<9)0LD 

mii Cla^uLiih 0j.p@niri 

Cl^rrcricrrnG^i Gu ncrmuj , lditGgu! 

4f)Lq.uj Qcunjj <9ifT6afl<sni_,fjj a<?s7(V>)cttiSIott Gt_jfTG3T 
ifl J)|A(gjllL_5 AlDCCl 

^<14 UJ 1 n OgDj^JLDlSI 2 t-JT 3i GifOf<&>£TT , 

C ^H ^cr> <£J rv,^l lLlhuj ; f£> <rr ih l9 ij n cn! 

O Lord of fragrant bowered 
Venkatam hills, my dark angry bull! 
You asked for your favourite umbrella, 
sandals and flute, then ran away with¬ 
out them, to graze vour dear calves. 
Little Child, the soles of your petal- 
soft feet are scorched. Your eyes are 
blood-shot by the blaze of the Sun, see 
you are exhausted. O My Master! ( 4 ) 


ujbflOr™ fb0r*je>> (ip ott LjfT^^^GTTG^fluj^c^^, 
GurruLi 6 nGU 0 )<O) CunCgCo)! ctgtt 
/fl/rj0rrujn r^j^CtD! ldG smTcrrir! 

S\ £u<fi>G_t_ & 0 <SfaiAG 33 T LDflGcvj! 

LL|LD U 0(ipLD J 

fh L_ I.£}_£\S1 GO GlDCU GTiGU^^JjlU CufTUJ, 
«*b<D fT u-iGrjn(3 £ CiDiu^gjjA 

2_i—Gin oj{ j)nuu Cunj^iio. 

O Lord who blew the conch Panchajanya 
that sent shivers in the enemy camp, 
my little cowherd lion-cub, Sita’s bride¬ 
groom, my little child of lotus-like 
eyes! You left behind your little cape 
and sword on the cot and went with 
the older boys grazing your calves 
with their cows, and came back with 
them! (5) 

^0Al_(T 2 —G5T 6T)AUJA,ff>^j GJKyQih 

c^Lp<J>ri! QuniLIGDA L-|< 3 >(£) 

00i3» £-li>1ljp fhll^«Eb^)Gsnn(^l iSlcsraTfTiJAGLIlb, 
jfcrrG?n 2 _uSlrr Ojnipib^l^i^C^Gjrr; 

GTCiJlClauJUJ GTGSTGiDGaT GliliSIlpj ID Qj A G3T fT uj ? 

GJ)(T ^GVJCiDCV); 

A0t9£5T Lf> 63T gji fh {&) 2_ A U U G3tC GlJ 

Q 0 uj n uj , 

AfTUJfTlby, GlJGTOTGSDnh Q AIT6ff5TL_ niLI! 

O, Beautiful One bearing a radiant 
conch in your hand! When you 
entered the lake and wrestled 
with the venom-spitting serpent, 

I lived through it; my stomach 
turned. Why did you do it? You have 
no fear. O Kaya-hued lord, you go 
on doing things that please Kamsa’s 
heart! (6) 

1 04 id ^GJOiniLiiD iScn^ipih 

LJlTjj)Al Gu GLlGJfSlOTJTrr' 2 CTtGiOGU 

AGarnflein 2_0<?ijrT^l Cldujl |Gvj<3)C^, 
agtt^h c^^ijrr a ib gold 

^(TyAt.tnA/KsnrTGcvi 
6£)G»Tf*uArTLij Gunt^iiD: 

GiG^jT^LD er&&&<&)<&&(&)& 

ujQi rrrtAGn 

r^l f^j r»]i G7nb n a G Gn. 
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O Lord of the Milk Ocean, who came 
as fish, tortoise and boar, a deceitful 
Asura came on you in the form of a calf 
in the grazing grounds. With your little 
hands you went and caught him, and 
threw him against a wood-apple tree! 
That is what happens to those who mean 
harm to my child! (7) 

CArrcucuir @fb^friD 0 A 

AfTlLl*UJ C^fTfpjLD 

ftGu&gj 2 — i— sir SLCOTTLrriij Cung^ii); 
sisirili- cu ^Cgucjt a_dT^nfTGncjT^,QAfTcjsn 0 

tfp> 0 Cungjii) 

CUfTlll_<£ ^CVJfTU L_| i£Ji Lp Ctirr^C^ffUfl! 

a_crrcr>c3T 

O Vasudeva of everlasting fame! I am 
hearing things which I never heard 
before! It seems you gobbled up the 
food, side-dishes and curds that the 
cowherds had readied for Indra, all in 
one gulp! Let alone feeding you every 
day, keeping you even for one day is 
going to be difficult for me! From 
this day on, I fear you! (8) 

$CWT«££IT O cu sirs r o fbj 0 sl_ cn i_ uj rr uj! 

$ 0 £)fTCn $ 0 - 

CcufTOTnu) ^gc»T(T)j c?(j£ n^nch; (ipcirr, 
ucrarCfTjrrQLDni^lujfrcnn^ so g £1 (ipcncn ^i_uj u 
LjcocuncfffrQ <5«.fnjGfil5)C2,cffT; 

«9,Gfy5T6btnnGuo) ^jf^u-jO) (hcufhfhtfy , 

<5m fOu^|vb cmcugjGgidn; 

ACTTJTOTJTfT! . ibnGIDCTTgjCl^fTLL^lA /KanifjiCSr 

iSlcyr CunGaoj. 

G«5>rrc>jLD C£i 0 . 

O Lord wielding the strong white 
conch! Seven days hence it is Sravanam, 
your birthday. As a prelude to the 
celebrations I let the seeds germinate, 
and called in the beautiful singing-girls 


to come and sing “Many happy returns”. 
I have filled the vessels with rice and 
vegetables. O Krishna, dear-as-my^yes, 
from tomorrow do not go after the calves. 
Stay here, decked for the occasion. (9) 


c/'D'DKaj ^CU0CU ^Cancn<¥> j*>6u *5^441 
i_l 3)4)1 •!sir C i3> n isfil jb <5) g<ti errf & 

«,JDl6lOTTLD ClDUJgjg)! GUfJA 

^ QJ 6T1 

&, IT) Ln najfT) LD ffTCuCumi) 

^cufT &cun Gun${b<$ Ct^dfwl&J " 
emeu cfilil cot 

^rhirij $cr>cu un L cucucunn al guguC^^ 637 
0tlp4\ 'GiT)633T AfTfcjaTUlTdhCcn. 

This decad of songs by Vishnuchitta of 
Srivilliputtur where the pure-hearted 
ones live, recalls the words of the 
slim-waisted Yasoda, the good 
cowherd-dame, expressing her joy on 
seeing her son Govinda return from 
the pastures with the calves. Those 
who can sing it will see the lotus feet of 
the ocean-hued lord. (10) 


3.4 / Maidens on seeing the Lad 

Talaikaium \ Bbairavi \ Adi 


G£brmj<fc£yjib ffTfbJ0LTi 

a>COTT6W)IOTLD GT<3,<*htb LD0>g,<rrfl gifTipL^G^l 
0ipcuAt£ff)ii) £&(ipu> <8^ crii0U> 

G*rrcfilibg)CTT oi0^G3Tff) &*n.iL\ ld , 

IDGJnipQanCcun 6U0d^G5T0gjl GTG3Tnr)J GWcucfl 
UDfbJGJDAlDfr/r O fTCVJ fh Gu rr<90u ujb/61 
gjjGimpffUOTTrT r0(T)u63TIT c^4il GTfbJ0LO 
a_ gti cn ld cP ilesnGain iflQDib&iJ 


trasols and umbrellas P°P ^ 
erywhere; drums, one-string y ’ 
Dors, reed pipes, flutes and songs are 

sounding everywheie, as ovm a 

ters with his rout. Maidens come to 
e windows everywhere saying 
bonder if the rain clouds are 
ting?” Some creeping out, some 
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standing there, they let their hearts 
flutter, forgetting even their supper.(l) 

GLicuoSl'v • , 1 ,., •■( 

Client 

UCU©S] JTjlGTJT U^T)0rTA 2_ 6<Dl_GU ncn /)(?$£), 
l.lCJ163,Pr3»^<3. UCU 0>€Tup <b(5C 6 U 

(J£CU«T)C\J r^CU JbJJILDWIT CcuftJGntf. LDCXJ n 

^G3Tjfl/b^j ljgO 0ipntD fbQGcu 

CTCUc61tUli) CufT^fTAU iSlcn^tfll 6U0LD; 

«rr rtf£l<~n^ ^^0 ^(Tutgu ancn 

^ipCsucjufilCeaT. 

Wearing a petal soft gossamer cloth 
pleated around his waist, a folded waist- 
cloth over it that grips like a lizard and 
a sword stuck into it, the lad comes at 
dusk in the company of hordes of 
cowherds in the midst of peacock 
parasols, wearing fragrant Mullai 
and Vengai flowers. Young Ladies! 
Do not stand in his way lest you 
lose your paired bangles! (2) 

Srffleins»iL|ib Qg>r9 - dtocyitb OasrinQ - 

Ctf>fT^ud> 

CuJfiufWDi-ujLb C£bmj>C3Tu)nn Clftneror (9 < 

CDAUjrrGV 6^0j<»U63t2>65T Gg}fT6D Cfl &£H<»jTf/)l 

.Oi/O^'JuSlujTiD i Refit* 0rii/h\j) 

CU0C9)Ali9GO QJfTli^UJ l_SlenC^GTT ACT3TCTUTC3T 
ClDGjfliqib CUlqCV|lb ACWtLfrcft, 
c9$ST!j)rT<riT ctottOugtct G fb rr ih <£l 3 i 
agwi i_ rt€n; 

«^gjj £h<nraT0 sent 

1 j OTm Go,. 

The team sent to bring back the cows 
returns with the tired Krishna resting 
his one hand on a fellow’s shoulder 
and holding a conch in the other, as 
companions run alter him carrying 
his sword, bow, arrow and cape. My 
daughter stood close and saw his 
dusty golden face, then looked again. 
Seeing this, the town has made out a 
connection. (3) 

0<3Trr>j <rr(h>5,«|i 1 ) ^(Qcna Air$>g> iSlnndn 
C^rTQjGvjGCTfTujA (<*>ipcv asn$ &£*$& 


ClDUJ^gjJg, OyG 51 Gg>rTipGlJ*T0 
* 6 U 23 gjj 2 L_l_(J3T 6 U 0 QjrTGr>GJT« 5 > Qgj 06 ^)(T) 

^»boV>l0) 

CTCTTjTjjiij ^cucncjr ^uunonij, {bibiftruu! 

*OT5Ti_f^Guj63T, Gjiq.! Gurbg,j cferTararnuj; 
5 >«^rTXia>j£)cu 6 urT cucncrr, ^ipCTTrQj 

V'bfb J ^CTT ep€T)COlL|lb 6TG3T <TU5LD ^GUGuCcu. 

The cowherd lord who lifted the 
mount and protected the cows has 
played his flute all day long to graze 
his calves. He comes back with his 
fellows, down the street. O Sister, come 
and see! I have never seen such a one 
before! My dress has loosened, my 
bangles do not stay, my young risen 
breasts are not under my control!(4) 

©C5T0J ^,ujrr tgt b 

*06TTUfbJ^ Cfb^^/Jjj^fTGU 

urbrSl ^t,uia s>6«rn_ g,g,«n«uCuj 

1 m c^L.^ A6rirtCL_OT; iS^CTT, 

gu aOTTGDCJTu 

G U a Cl 6U fT ll G L_ OT 
a>fiffSl00G^rrcy)cvj cni> iDruuri)0«^G\>curt6v>; 
Q &> fTfbID <TU gQj <£fc0 ^lD ffl€3T^l 

6T OT3T Oftfl 

Q«5>fT0iJ5)c3T5»Cn; Gl^lTUiJJlTdfljj) 

G &> aip ib u G 10 . 

Surrounded by cowherds holding 
parasols, adorning his curly hair with 
peacock feathers, he stands at the 
portico ot a house singing and danc¬ 
ing. Ladies! After seeing the wonder- 
lord of Malirumsolai thus, no more can 
I hear of being given to anyone else. 
Say yes, it is fit, and turn me over to 
the winner or else face chaos. (5) 

thby <aan $0Ofbnr)f$Gin<ju 
Gftnptht|us 0*0.ipfiyjiD 
(ipipsudj fijGOTf ftnw.fi] on ,?fup 

6u0Lh ^aiGangl ie_i.OTi o.iGnGnCarrGxi 

^63101 ^G\jc\_mft .S)ujju iSltfirancrr 
dS£) Gl ingjnn/r^Gu 

• ClAiro3Ti_n63i 6i«nnj] ciiCi^on^gjj 

uGitcTTCumij anGTOKoumh. G^m]?! 
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With a bright red mark on his fore¬ 
head, wearing a headband over low- 
hanging curls, amid the din of pipes 
and drums under the shade of a forest 
of parasols, the limitless cowherd-lad 
comes with his cowherd-friends, twirl¬ 
ing his curved grazing staff in the air. 
Sister, knowing full well, if he enters 
this street, we will stop him saying he 
took our ball, and enjoy his coral red 
lips and his sweet smile! (6) 

tffTCUu UGU [f)JCDtju lSIotCot 

£h n c51 cjt S Lp 5) 

&& $0Cu>e3ftfgl<aTT$y £la.ip, 

j: fbcu } ryfiitgiQj) 

ucu (^jiprnb £i0Ccu 

C<5,rTG\j^ -1 ^kctst ifilcrf)*)®* 

(6^tpCVJ 

^UjCfJfT© 

c^GvSl^gjJ ^^UJU iSlCTTCtnCfT 

ffTSSTLDACTf (Q\ LU ff<fbC3Tj- 

Behind a huge herd of cattle, in the midst 
of a large band of cowherds, under a 
forest of parasols, his face brightly lit, his 
long dark curls adorned with a peacock 
feather, his beautiful lotas eyes sparkling, 
he plays his flute singing songs, and dances 
with his friends. Seeing such a beautiful 
lad, my daughter has swooned. (7) 

QoGSrcrf) .J^uiSlg) 

v UJ (T^tfJTGP rrcu 

g'GOTiftg, 3)Qsr Or*,*# uni><fclc«r>u.i 

§)'b£'V<X t C Ljftco £ij(fj}ii) ^4,ujuiS)cncncn 

CT^IfTrj^lcjr yj) ^cnQjCincn ^ipG&ucvj 

<o Tfad 16 JJT f 

flfTj^luSleu r£l^5TrT^j &,cssufin r^rhi^)^ &jGn 

g>iAl<oiGun0 arflcu^cn Aipcoi,l<nrf0)C5 ? . 

The cowherd lad comes like Indra, 
with Sindoor on his hairline, and a 
forehead mark drawn with the rib of 
a Palm-leaf around it, his dense dark 


curls gathered and adorned with pea¬ 
cock feathers. I cautioned my 
daughter not to stand in his way, 
lest she lose her bracelets. Alas, she stood 
alone at the cross roads; her dress and 
bangles have loosened. (8) 

tf>n,£l63T CiDOuC^ncjif^lu U, <$4^5^ 

lDg0g\S) 6D<9> ffu63TU>n-cncu GlDCTigucO LDfTS^Cu 

/fle61r^0,nq£i<5>ncvj s>rup 

^rii(£)^cu suminoQ&gii 22 

&a i ri,an<j$,g > <iai ‘ 5,s " <5ns,T 

a,cOT0 cT«3TLna>sii ^,«n5uuu(fl 
sfilcuri^l rgleusurTgn ST^ft/Psir©) 

G CU 6TT CD GT> 6tr <?, ip 67T fpj 0 LD UJ LD 

G LD C'Sti'Q CiJtlpCfl) • 

Wearing a bunch of glory-lily flowers 
on his right ear and a tall garland of 
jasmine flowers on his shoulders, let¬ 
ting his long curly hair cascade styl¬ 
ishly, he played on his flute sweetly, 
on and on. Seeing the cowherd lad 
come in such grandeur, my daughter 
desired his beauty; she stood confront¬ 
ing him, instead of making way. Alas, 
her ivory arm-rings have slipped, her 
body has shrivelled! (9) 

«£UvCTGH^Wmil)g}j ^LDrjn^ffh Gg>nip 

L6lG^!D<3)glJ rSMjUjn - | Jffiq LlSl<»Ll dD^UJjCu 

ftfTG^u [SUgziGcf GTiip2?3>( f !) 6TT * 
ftsyjiQ, ^CTT^ajA LDnn Aft(ip(b. < D 

CUCTOTGTOTlb. QJ^JT0 Ourr^lrt) 

t -i {ft <sr> a i ii-« " C& n ** 

g$l 0^fl,2>6in O^ncffTsai inn^cvj 1 *£>& 
Gi_je?nrrcjirfl(r5T ^ottuld GUIju 

4 Gff ft ft 

i ifjmnssT cr>Qj(^iTj5,ih 2 ? 6y5T<32^i C1 ' < ^ ,, 

This decad of songs by Vishnuchilta, 
King of Srivilliputtur of bee-humming 
groves recalls how the young cowherd 
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girls expressed their desires on seeing 
Krishna in the streets returning with 
the cows, evading the gods in heaven 
who waited to worship him. Devotees 
who can sing it musically evoking 
joy will enter Vaikunta. (10) 

3.5 / The lad lifts the 
Govardhana mount 

Attiikkuvi ) Ti/ang | Adi 

Cjaij) (t)ju u0LJLj^(ipLi 

5,uSlnOJ nd?l Li4LD O 0 ill ^ 69 rT}j lD 

Oi_im_i_gb ld firfltl> u6J)5, uj 

C^Ljrr^ffj ld n 5,1 _gvjguG if jt637 

ld 65) go: 

601_i_0) G} I_rhJ 5, 6337 tO l_ LD fT 63T 5,631,$ 63)657 

sucncutfLifTuju uji)$A 05,963370 ^5)0 LD5,6rfl{T 
O 5, n i_ 65) i_ 5,63) g\j u ufTGu 5,905>5^ 

Oil 677 ff 5, j5) lb 

Co 5, 9 6U 9 £ 5, 631 LD 67 657 65)1 LD Cl 5, fT 0 0 5s 

(2)®1. Cuii 

Gulping cooked rice heaped high, curds 
in pots and melted Ghee all in a trice, 
the deep ocean-hued lord invited 
unfriendly rains, then for an umbrella, 
victoriously lifted a mount. That 
mount is Govardhana where gypsies 
catch wide-eyed fawns in nets and 
bring them up feeding them with 
milk through cotton wicks. (1) 

Gjjxan 11)10) @GU6\J95 0,9 1065),* 

6) l 9 63T 60 ffG 5, rr 677 

jl!(^I {ipGjfijpjgiJ G00A5 iljui1i_ 

LOGrup 6O0g)l 61^ ITjnrCTT Ql jUfgjj iDTTg, 5j0U< I 
10^(5^5,651 6T0£,g,| I0j^55 LD631GU: 

JgiipGOi n=rr)^jilj lSI tq. 

<@<177(0 ^ujlD O^fTt fT(bgil 
(5)ip6)91 @gt)i 5 , ftna, @C0 6l^lrr(>,5, 

Clu 9(9)0) 

C 53 960175565111) GlUifTf^jlb 05,900*' 

r 5) 65 1 1 Col* 1 . 


The rains sent under the authority of 
Indra of faultless Karmas, came and 
poured for seven days causing misery. 
Madhusudana lifted a mount and 
held it upside down like an umbrella. 
That mount is Govardhana, where a 
baby elephant when pursued by a 
young lion takes refuge between the 
legs of the mother elephant, who fights 
back the attacker with vengeance. (2) 

^1065)105, 5,1—f£j5,6737 LD L- ^ Lu 5 <ffl UJ (Oj d) 
^6379115010 ^,^65)lJlULb <£160$ 
6TLD65)lD5 5 r) 6357 G76379)jO5,969 6T6510J @[Jljlj 
@60 9*0 5,65)5, CT]T>65)5, 670^5, 

LD 65) 60 : 

5LD63)ID5 5IJ60J1 676510 5,lb U 963)60 UJ 65) 7JU 
l_| 677 G LD UU 63T0 LD 9 Cjfl 63Tlh <9, 9G73TLfi) 651 
CTT G5TT fQ | 

05,91D67)LDU l_jlD5» 0G3T0IT <^63) Go (5)6afl5,(5)lb 
G 5] 9G0 9 5) 5,65T lb 6763763}! lb 05,9005, 

(5) 65) l_GlU. 

When the cowherd dames, the cowherd 
men and all the cows screamed with wide 
eyes for help and sought refuge, my lord 
Krishna, bearer of the radiant discus, lifted 
a mount its a \actory-mubreUa. That mount 
Ls Govardhana, where male gypsies with 
strong arms pomt at the wide eyes of their 
wives moving in the up kind bushes saying 
“Hush! Look, there’s deer grazing”, and 
aim their bow at them, and they come 
out screaming ‘Help!’ (3) 

5,0 6U91U5 <^657 O GO nil <9,6331 5,6rfl0$Gp5(5)5, 
5,606910 6705i5i]5, O5,n0LJl.jn657 ^60657 

Cui96U 

^laGOfnb £L_JT5> 63)5 ,uS1l 10 GTVpu ur91j2^L:0 
<£(lDgiTOu 010 9631 05,965570 106310 
10 65) 60 

5,L GU609UJ5 0563irpj ClD5,LD 5, cSKjp li,^ 

^>0fbj«^53 

5,5jj6)J9UJL i ill GTflfil 

6rrhl(5)Ln 

(5)1 609UJ 111 rQfiST^j ifiGJmp Oij9$tLJL0 
C.9,9 6)r9 5,5)63TLD GT67lgpjlb 05,900*1 

Gill. 
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The lord of gods pushed his hand under 
the mount, uprooted it and stood 
holding it aloft like a mahout lifting up 
the food-pail to his angry rogue- 
elephant. That mount is Govardhana 
where dark clouds dip into the ocean 
and fill themselves, then pour 
everywhere like emptying pitchers. (4) 

6 Un'<SJT 5 >^)cy 2_GTTGT?rr! GUC&uSlT 2 _GTTCT?Co6V) 
oH ©n (T) G uj rr! <ru cu n d 0 l£1 ctt 

CTQTU GU G5JT GiJ fT6\j 

2_(rT) ^<£Iuj Ginseng, 

@L_CUCTT CT |p GV(Uh}&\ GtQgyQ icctjgvj: 

an gst& ftcrflujfrcr>€3T g,«r QAffl&L| 

5)£fcjGUfTLU lD£> ID C«&fTQ5> &) (>51 GTi&i 

cjt ff) lSIcdco CffuCTuTi^ erst enrr n jj, gj 

G*rT6U>Tg>2)G3Ui> GTCTTgplb Q a n&)n)a 
0«TM_CuJ. 

The lord my master who had once 
come as a boar, lifted the mount like an 
earth-clod and seemed to call out “O 
gods in heaven, any strong one among 
you? Come, take this, I challenge!” That 
mount is Govardhana, where an 
elephant with a broken tusk stands up 
with a raised trunk on seeing the 
crescent moon, and bellows with a 
dribbling mouth. (5) 

C).3UUfT{^l 2_6TH_tU 4ol0)LOfT6\J gjdfl 

QsfbOifnnCirifja ggiTj^lencyTu-iLb 

;u/? iDwafl ClfbClfbC^ndi 

£F>rni>n g»jhd» o,cfila,a> udgdcu: 

CTLJunQixi uOfbgj Ogjcn^^cfil 

iDssafl 

(^)UU(TU.llb CT63T f^lTiJTp AfTll^^^LD 

GftfTcun^^cyub tncrn gr)! ib 0 a n cq rr> &> 

(^,GDi Cm. 

The benevolent lord Tirumal 
upturned a mount like an umbrella, 
spread the five fingers of his lotus- 
hand under it like the spokes and held 


up his beautiful long arm like its stem. 
The streams of cool water flowing 
down over the rim formed a tassel; 
the spray formed a jacket of pearls 
over him. That mount is Govardhana, 
the lord’s victory-umbrella. (6) 

Ut_^<9»GTT UCVJGV|lD 2_CT)I_U LJ fTLD 1_|<^«T>0U-JG3T 
,ji_n yjfl gJHuft gjrrthJ^A <^1 j_uuqjG3t Guacu 

efilucu 

3,rrCiDfTgj?^ T 5)^0 5>i.Gu^rj^rTGrr; 

... ■:» ■*« 
^gpjiDG&r ujAip 1 

QanomQ 

<5bGj3TGlJ6^IT<2)^J ^ 

CAfTCU l7|4i,g><SJTLh CTC3T|gi)li) O rr 0 rt) A 

(£j6in |_G UJ . 

Damodara, Sri Krishna, spread his five 
strong fingers and supported the 
mount verily like the king of snakes 
supports the Earth on its several hoods. 
That mount is Govardhana, where 
female monkeys hold their little ones 
with their palms and lull them to sleep 
singing the valour of Hanuman, who 
completely destroyed Lanka city. (7) 


0<svj ion {ip<£)eu ugu aGfflu Gunn&>&>&*&>g}\& 
^jrjlDfTlfl Cl urTi^1li)g]| CTThJ^Lb L_J,c5 lL(^1 
f£,oSlGufTG77 £> rna G&L_<£Mb C^nuucuUi Guncu 

r?jfTfjnuj6ff3T6irr (ipan , ip*ib ldg^cvj j 

ggGDGO CqjLU <^ 61jn 

( ^(5>5b5» fT,T fbQCdJ GdJGJTjpJ Sri& lg ' nn 

QanenGu Qjfiuj<a 

GAtTGUfT^gjOTLb GTcirrcpiLb Q\o> 9 ^> n - 

^CSTM Gui. 

When dark laden warring clouds 
gathered and poured like arrows 
in a battlefield, wreaking havoc 
everywhere, the lord Narayana stood 
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in the forefront and held the mount 
like a shield. That mount is 
Govardhana where fierce deadly tigers 
enter the hermitage; the austere Rishis 
living in leaf huts stroke their dewlap 
and put them to sleep standing. (8) 

GU63T C U UU (Lf) CD G\J a_ CT7I l_ fc) GU mu 

2_6D L_ LL) 63T 

GLldn gsflGTJT C*er SUCTT 

l_l Q5) SiD^Tj 

g>*3T Cuff CWcwtQ giacrafl gjGjr^jflGU 

^nCtorT^ijoT ^jfTfbj^ «s, l_ c*j cd rj o,nGST; 
(tpes tGu (aUj^l <5ifTlLL_ (Lfi&th fh CDH r*xJ (h GTT 

Cluujgjj fb LD 2-SSH_<5j 

L I_Gifl 6h CD GTT 

Cl^nubn CJfbtf)] <§>05)giJ 0$ uuSl02iJih 
GanGuiT^gjcaTLb gtgst6jTii ii) QiftrTfDjpA 

0GDi_ClUI . 

Like a strong column supporting a 
heavy load, the lord Damodara, with 
lips that sucked the breast of an ogress, 
stood on Earth holding aloft a mount 
that bears his name. That mount is 
Govardhana, where monkeys in 
hordes jump from branch to branch, 
with their little ones clinging to their 
backs, as they teach them the maze 
through the forest. (9) 

dArriij. cjrru Q#fij g,niDCDrj<9. CD<9>d? geo a err 
C<9,rrcu(Lpti) j>4&)cu, siJfTu^fbf^J 

Gjrru ^(TPjGll^lT CllTjfTl^gjlb .£>CVJ, 
lD ccdl CD 6 <t5t ctfin sin ld gt> g\j u_j ld 

a ib iSl (j(h ; 

(jpiq. LDfT UCU <5iG3Trf^J<5iCTT 

(tpc5T 0 it-)gd fa'iT Guncvi fc ii^ j^5jib 

0uv ej(f)\ (@0tbiiJ ldgd^ Qunj£lu_|ib 

CoA(T(JlJlT2)2)6intij GTOTTCDlllO 0&IT^(p5i 

(5jCD|_Guj . 

The fingers of his lotus-red hands were 
like fluttering pennons, but they nei¬ 
ther lost their beauty nor became weak 
nor faded; nor did the shapely finger¬ 
nails hurt. The gem-hued lord and the 
mount presented a spectacle. That 
mount is Govardhana, where the big 


clouds on the peaks in hordes every¬ 
where appear to whiten at their 
temples, as they rain incessantly.(lO) 

^ricSlcu ucTtcTflClancjjTQ ^qguld 

2snnv£l c^GUGpGDLUJ 
0<jdjlir) Cl&fTi^ (ipcucDcoAcrr ffJIcarfTjj 

2—fD f^J0i-b 

Cn qj faj,g)cyr ld CTgT g) ld 

0CD l_Gldoj 

^06^03 Gun©Sl LD CD IT) GD fT G3JT fT 

$0*if l_J lLI_ITlSI 0 n <sjrr Cl.'JlTOTTOTT iDrTCDSV) 

u^gjib 

urjstl LDCTTUD 5)«T0 2_GDl_U 2_GTTGTT(TIT 

LJQLD ITtijt CDCU^^3 j 5)LD ffoGtfffl GOfl TlGlJ G fT. 

This decad of songs by Pattarbiran of 
Srivilliputtur adorned by meritorious 
Vedic seers, sings of Govardhana mount, 
victoriously held as an umbrella by the 
lord who sleeps on one serpent, Ananta, 
drove away another, Kaliya, and rides 
the enemy of them all, Garuda. Devotees 
with a heart to sing it well will enter 
Vaikunta, the highest abode. 

3.6 / The lord plays his flute 

Navalam | Bouh \ Adi 

fbuciiGutb Qurfliu ^cftlGaflcu Gun^ib 

fb^^iMSiTaeTT! 

C<9f>GTfrr! 

gl/T GDG\Jtbl_|ffl 2_CDUUJ jjQ0LDrTGi> 

gliTUJ GDfTuSlfl) 0lpCU GuijjlCuj 

CflifTGUCUn fpjif)) UJ17 ^GTH^j Q<9> ITCD &> 
0gJ<f?jG\SluU 2 _I_Gl> 2_ch 

<rr r^j ld 

&> DOJg^LD &-> l TTjgJ 5iuSllT)| LflfTGDClj 

0,6* 6U(i)g)j d<cfilipi|)£| i^lcyrrocTyrGri. 

O Ladies living in the great continent 
of Jambu, listen to this wonder! When 
the lord Tirumal, bearer of the pure 
right-coiled conch, placed a flute on 
his lips and played, little cowherd-girls’ 
tender breasts rose; their hearts 
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fluttered; they broke the cordons and 
stood roped like a garland around him, 
hanging their heads in shame. (1) 

C^nGWrrQ 

5SLL-U U|(5<^JLD CJTQA 

(^)I_GUl61^j ul GlifTaj 5»cr>i_tf«vi_A 

Ctf.'Tcfila > ^0T (S^CoOAffQ 2SE^)cn 

Cu fTgil , 

IDI_ LDuSlcuaClfiTinQ LD n GTTlSl <j 5D GUiJT CunCcU 

UDrbjGr)i5iLDn'n < 5 3 CTT idguita gg \ 0g,6u ^®£)ip 
22 _<sni_ Clfb<^9 tfp)fTcnftujfT6u gj^Gu urrjtf)) 
c^cu^ £>0 iJlfijTrQcnCij. 

When Govinda played his flute, he 
threw his weight on his left shoulder; 
his two hands came together; his 
eyebrows knitted, his belly rose, his 
mouth closed in. Deer-like and 
peacock-like maidens, — their flowered 
coiffure loosening, their dress slipping, 
their Sarees held with one hand, 
stood shyly apart, running their 
collyrium-lined eyes over him. (2) 

Qjncjr <*>«*<•>&** 

6un*C<b«»jC3i ID£163^1^0^or M>gr 
C«9>f tg3t err <>ij U& G^fTOJCurr ^ 

G^fT^.fb5>63T 0Lf>ffuQAnQ 12X1 £)& 

CufTgjJ J 

cuhott ^gttlDu tq iun Gijjjg*] rTSooitr*. 

LDGnib ■SL-fryfl ^GurrAAsrjrAGn U G<jfluu#> 
(Zftf&l c^GnCu 0*V(bftCu 

Clficnajfl Gffunuu-j 

<£t Gal ' r )G5lQiJ- 

Vasudeva, the prince of high heavens, 
the child of Vaikunia, the king of 
Mathura is Govinda, the prince of 
Nandagopala, the child of the cowherd 
clan. When he played his flute, young 
celestial dames came together in 
hordes, their hearts melting, their eyes 
misty, their honey-laden flow r er 
coiffure loosening, their foreheads 
perspiring as they listened. (3) 


C lS1cuLDLjG3T a rTCifl LU GST GT«^g)ILD 

jguuu l,iS»ACTT 

5 >fTG 3 T&Lb Uiq. 2 _C\JfTffSl £>— €\Jncfil S> 

GiDcncn<5>QujfT(5 ^lGcun^^cmri ^rjibcnu 
2_(^iJLJ^iun ^curr 

GUnGTT^LD LjiqLlSlcvj CUffUJ L 

^_cu um_6y ^ nCa3 - 

As easily as pulling out deadly weeds 
the dark child Krishna killed 
Dhenuka, Pralamba, Kaliyaand 
others, who roamed in the forest 
freely. When he played his flute, 
Menaka in the company of Tillottama, 
Rambha, Urvasi and other Apsaras 
listened, enchanted and shamed, 
then silently, — on their own, -- gave 
up singing and dancing in Heaven 
and on Earth. ("0 

(LpcirT fZ,ljS\rh}0ilD£l 

^ipi4ULJfT63T, (VpGV|OJ<!^W 
iDSTTcyrn ^^<3 *ld 63KSP cunuStp) 

fyipoSld JT fpGna CU«filenuju ujr>c9 

OJ fT (blSr, 

retail ny(j\D m 2_GT>luj gjjibq(r*)GGun-(V^ 
ir^rrrjgjGpi b 0>iI) c5ta>i£>JD 

.^Iotigstij 3)ib 2>ii> 

«!^G3TG3TrjLb Q5,fT(^<^GGVJrTtb <JT63TfT)63TCg. 

Long ago the lord Madhusudana, who 
was feared by the haughty kings of the 
three worlds, came as Narasimha, and 
destroyed Hiranya Kasipu. On hear¬ 
ing the sound of the flute on his Up s ’ 
the celestial Tumburu, player oi ^ 
fretted string, and the bard N ^J\ or . 
who sings with unfretted strin ^ ’ t ^ e 
go. their respective ' n ^]^ oWUch 
twin Kinnaras resolved ne ^ 

their Kinnaris again. 

Q. g>» •* . 

c»..« Ap*.* c*™™* f 1 ™* 1 * 

ibii <in<nep l&ib’b”'*' 'fWP 60 se!5, * , 
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d^li)LjrjLD £) ifl 04 ftfTlj,ft>ULjrr fiTG\JGUri£) 

A". GucncuLufTffu ft ' ft, 

fbrn uQld GTcjr^j inujfhi<£l 

C<5rTfrrTjgj cm ft tinn »£*/»>£> 

r0 C3T 0 cmC g. 

Our lord of large red eyes and strong 
arms is Devaki’s child, lion of the 
gods. Listen to how the ones who 
heard him play his flute suffered 
misery: the Gandharvas roaming 
in the sky were caught in the net of 
his nectar-sweet songs; enchanted 
and shamed, they folded their hands 
and fell into meek submission, saying 
this is beyond us. (6) 

hjctt £,ncn ft cttti _fti gpn ^(T)l_|5jlq CftcrW 

^crefl Gl^lu ^crrrbiG ft rrcucvjn 

L. t_ (b fit) 

^tCJl<rUU-|GT1 j^rtftft^l^CincmrtUJfTCaT S2£HPj 

^uDgCcufT err ci_j cb 0 <9 CTTfr^j 

,^cnauu, 

^G^ujCTTTrT LD^Ajgjj cl/ rrerrcii n crcucvt mi 

c^ujiTufTU) f^crn^ujLj rr-G^^s 

ClflGfil S cmn n cf? cm ci/ Cl ft, ctqjt 

LDdOupjbpbJ 

C ft nefilrk ft cm C3T0, d^Fjrti_rrr^fti crbairpiih 

c£li_ nCg. 

Listen to this miracle that I saw’ on 
Earth: in the midst of young cowherd- 
lads grazing calves, the serpent-reclining 
lord played his flute, that resounded in 
high heaven. All the gods forgot to 
partake of the fire oblations, and came 
down in hordes to the cowherds' 
Aippadi, to drink the sweet music 
with their ears and followed Govinda 
wherever he went. (7) 

^ ^ QTlJ d A €TT • «flu LJ lflLDfT0)5 

Q0thl&,cs& C ft n i 5 CUuJ tu ClJ IT LU 

Cl ft ff U LJ Clfl U LJ ft 

(ft)fQJQCUUJnu neKSULD 3ffLL G\? LI L J ft 

GftiTcfl iT)ftG3T (&yipGvQ&,nQ 

Guf 1 ^, 


UJICDGiJ uSlfiJl AOTITr?il Affn 0 IT) IT,jV,! 

SUfbglj U0ftfT0 |_LJLjft 

ft IT) imJ i GU uSloo* ft to ji fhJ ft £TT ftfTGVJ LI QI—llSl L_ ("►,) ft 

ftcfi)ijp2>£] ClftcSl 

<£*,U L_ <£1 CU CU fT G GU . 

His little fingers ran over the holes, his 
red eyes tilted, his red lips formed like a 
bud, little beads of sweat formed over 
his raised eyebrows. When Govinda 
brought his flute and played on it, flocks 
of birds left their nests and fell like 
broken twigs all around. All the cows 
spread their legs and stood with lowered 
heads and motionless ears. (8) 

^0rjG33T0 CT(tp ftC3Hp LDGTiLp(lp<£)c\J CLJG33T633T63I 
Cl <9 ftj ft ID 6VJ LDCUfT £>!P Cu G33Tlf} CJTlh 

GuhGgu 

ft0637T0 («9)ipffu ftjinpibg) (ipft5)2>rTG3T 

SCI 6310 (5) ip GO 6£> 635 <9 CUJ^lGuj, 
ldiditcsi ftemrrrvfterr Gioujcnft 

CiDUjfF)ft) LjCuc^ni] ftC3>i_Gijniij Cftnrj 

UfT0m g,]6yj(bJftfTLI L|CJ1L Cl* JUjgtT 
CNigftij /lg>d£lgnijften Cljitgu r063inr)63TCcu. 

When the lord of dark-cloud hue 
played his flute, wdth curls falling 
over his face like bumble bees hover¬ 
ing over a lotus, the music made the 
herd of deer stop grazing. Even the 
grazed grass slipped out of their 
mouth. Not moving this side or that, 
forward or backward, they stood 
like pictures on a wall. (9) 

ft^frjf^jftcmn Cg, rrcmft muSlrn l5g6) 

ftilig 2L.0ftft t^ftft ^i,iru 

^ (rv,r^jftcvj crr^^ujft Q u ^ld nc,m 

^aiOcjrOT^ciiGJT asn^lcm Cu.m^, 

Log^Oftcm f£)c3TfQj mgj ft,n&rgftcn uniqih; 
LDCLrrft^rt cl3(lQid ; cijcrrn Qftniiu_jftcn 

@afi)(ft)ID , ftn lDi_j cD ; (f^LD ncu 106310 

106310 

ft ft tD G <J, n ft A) < J^4 63L61 j A hi n f ih 

(ftj6a3lClD 
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The beautiful cowherd lord is adorned 
with peacock feathers having dark 
centre spots, and many jewels over his 
properly-worn yellow vestmerts. 
When he played his flute, the trees 
stood enchanted, and rained streams 
of nectar, poured flowers, and bent 
their upper branches in every which 
way he stood. Oh, the things they 
did in supplication! (10) 

*(f^6rar0 GjnfliLi 

^ <5>rre ^. , b<&@J®nuuj CiSifUDOTr cvauSlfb 
(£>JpCVJ OSzQl 

L 4 C3T 6 V> & CJt tfdf) 63* 

C^ipeuii) 

*6)^10^1 £,£,631 Gfilffld£,2> 0>ii>)Lp CUcOconrr 
Q^jcartp ^crfln GufTuSlcsTfjn^kltf 
5tTgjG<9>fTL_UVlUCTT QftfldTGTTU U0SUoC(J' 

This decad of Tamil songs, sweet as 
the flute, by Vishnuchitta, King of 
Srivilliputtur, speaks of the river of 
ambrosia that came gushing through 
the holes of the flute that Govinda, 
with his dark curly tresses all over, 
placed on his tender lips and played. 
Those who master it will develop 
speech that excels the flute in 
coolness, and be counted in the 
motley group of saints. (11) 

3.7 / A mother’s lament 

Aiyapuhtdi \ Hanurkalyaru \ Misnt 
Cbapu 

gpui t |a»_ I U)|_| £l<3JGin 

Otfujuj r^jTG>S)63T /M[f)rr,ncT>i Q^uuOT 
2_00>.9>GHlb G)J6U6U6TT ^CUCVJ^T; 

' b GujfT Q g)Guch 

(\pn)ff)\<2v iSlrflfb&M.C) ^Gv>cir 
«nu -5drfGijG?fiGBijTu uGTTCTfliunQGjTrT^ 

cr>4»cr< 6 ) 14 / 2,1 


She is covered with the dust of the 
playpen all over, her speech is broken, 
she can hardly keep her red cotton 
Saree from falling. She has not left 
playing with her small pots and plates. 
Oh, she comes holding hands with the 
lord who sleeps on a serpent couch!(l) 

sufTuSlfl) uGugyjib cT^gjb^co; 

iDuSl(£)ib (LpiA /»«xu»fbl$cxj ; 
otuucxi @<WCT2, (£piru!j>2»G^^<3 

$ v , <**,'* JJ 01 * 

foQ if Q(9LD6T)LD Q^fTCC'661. 

ld mu err j>n iD«rafl(iuJ7JT677TSjrrCto6u 
ld(tcvj XL- rt)j AlnGcn. 

Her teeth have not grown, her hair 
does not gather; moving in the 
company of brazen girls, she has learnt 
bad things. Defending herself, she 
goes into raptures over the gem-hued 
wonder-lord. (2) 

ClufTT^^ ClGUOTJTiDCTrarGvj O5,n633T0 
(ipfbcDi>gii 

a&>&>rj\b 0)633*0 cuncrT tffileuGyjii 

QAfTf^j^DA ^GfTCSUh 

G^asSIrbjSbGOTaQ ^sucnGn^ 

u jn<ffl 6T63T 2_ cttottlCj Q^nCTrCl^frr^jLb 

When she makes sand castles in 
the portico and decorates them 
with fine white sand, she cannot 
think of any motif other than 
conch, discus, mace, dagger and 
bow. Her breasts have hardly risen - 
Yet everytime I suspect she 
with Govinda, my heart misses 
a beat. (3) 

cjwiLp Gutfig i ift€u#>cii» c»c<n 

'oil 6ff3TlX)<9,<Hncn CTCTI/f.t, 

C^n^liDnn i_icun Cl0,rTC33*0Cumu0 Cl0U->2> 
ujrrrr&(0) s» C3» •)<*.< I**** 1 8 
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c^ljl^lujrTGTT GTGJTGT)) lb ClD/TCmpll^GU 

OpCmp 2_UU| cr^^ ujn ^y GTGJTgpJLb 
<5pgjjc7iaa4ib ^guGctt. 

My daughter was an innocent child, 
attached to me. To whom do I tell 
what mischief her many friends 
played? They took her with them and 
dumped her into a deep whirlpool 
called ‘discus-wielder’. No longer is 
she the innocent “spoon that does 
not taste the salt of the soup”. (4) 

^ rfjlujGcu Gurnu 

f^cucu gjjLprriij 

jfjfrrjcs^Tfln’ Gurnc ^i_ld creucvirTLO 

Ga@ CeusrorQ^laTnjnA ufiurr SLcnn, 
GA5CijGs3Tr0 ^cijgncnu 
u nQ/hrTGucvj crTGyrnQj GTG3Tn}j 

i_i rrrr ^^^lLDnr5)OTTG^). 

Wearing a Tulasi garland, she roams 
everywhere searching for Narayana 
wherever he went, letting the town 
and country know. “Keep a close 
watch over her and Kesava, many 
would wish to see her ruin”, this is the 
talk of the town everywhere. (5) 

dMiiqu dumbCfDfT© Quiugji ,@cucn 
lj ni_ lD S\ G\j li) l_j li 
^lIl- ion* cucnfT^gij 

CT53TGt=3Trr( ^ i£l(l*)ai<9><^|IDrT6TT; 

Qu^tiIl^u Gi jniuLj i_|n5ULiil0 ^tfucin 

LjjCtnGlJU LJ,£)J •WTC33T<?! gTC3T gp i ib; 

gul_l. ci/rrrr ^ipcvj ifif\icn (^gjjgtt 

LDfTCU g> TT)J 4Ti gjrfQ rrCgrr. 

O Curly haird Ladies! I gave her 
everything she wanted, — forehead 
pendant, gold earrings, anklets and 
ankle-bells, —and brought her up 
fondly. She does not stay with me 
anymore. She suddenly started off, 
calling “O Kaya-hued Lord!” and left 
me. Alas, she is infatuated. (6) 


GutfCl) ld g>iflu.jrrg3 Oi_iCT5TcnicnSlcjn 
Gucd^jGiucst Guetn#, ^suctt 
S€\ a carnal r^lgjTfrjrTfTftGn ^jib <n^£)n 
G a* fr g\j fib i_p nh fib n’bpi ^tp Gin ip u j n lu , 
G^xscunr! GTcjm^jib Gai£'.oS’! ld 

<£1 CU fTUJ ClinfTL^luj rrerr 

GVJflfiJ CLI ITIT^ffjipCU Lfl ni gT) & if) 17! i^QJCTT 

iDrTCU 2?_^J<^C3Tf0nGcn. 

O Fragrant coiffured Ladies! My fond 
daughter with ill-formed feminine 
speech drools like a parrot. In front 
of everybody, shamelessly — like a 
ladle slipped from its handle — 
she cries, “O Kesava, O Faultless 
One”. Alas, she is infatuated. (7) 

AfTcyifT) UjC^nnh, gyirrgnrrmq An^gpuD, &gsx 
GDSillSlcu GllCncn 

2_0A0ub, ^oj/t^^ld , 2,cir 
Cl^rTciicincufi Q^cueufTiu 
Gg>!$fl Cgj/fJl f9cjrT|r)i ^uSlfjib Guiifl, 
Cg><nj©P 4)frjib iSl5,0f0jLD; 
iDirr^lcv.) UDrr lijc^cnjCihrrG^esTGtDCu ^giictt 
inrrcu n)i<£l GcnnrjfTGciT. 

She wears a necklace, looks into the 
mirror, shakes her bangles, sets her 
Saree right, faints, then applies rouge 
on her coral lips, stands up, steadies her¬ 
self and begins to recite the thousand 
names of the peerless gem-hued lord 
Krishna. Alas, she is infatuated! (8) 

2_CTicrT icrrQ 

AciijTCimrTcunuiSiciT Clfliu^j] ^cnGincm 
c<ncn>*£,] cnGu^g,]ACl*fTGroT(Jl cicyrcsr 

G) l ncjttfl u ID 9 

th, li GiTl LD 6)j(TJlut 

Cl<9u j 5)gjcn cvj i Guncu 

ClaujCTjCTI QflUJgjjCl<9inC!T6t7 
CiruDgi &)l (ip^cu (TijGTOT f^ncrr uAfihGu 
cnerrg cffl (^1»61 gji a Gen. 

What use in keeping her on and on, 
spending all the wealth on her 
various celebrations? She will only 
bring more blame. Like seedling ready 
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for transplantation, leave her to the 
dark cloud-hued lord; he can do with 
her whatever he wishes”. (9) 

Ou 0 U QU 02 >& fi.€377OT3TfTCUf>J&6fT Qtfujgj 
CuSKjfl rf,LD ^SVJGU^jgJGTTCoT 

JTjfTLD | . 

^GUiCiplb 6p)S3Tirjj 

ug>ii) iSrbj^lamGn 
u 0 <rug,aT(LpOTT } 

$?(*>uugtegj, @0iflcsr ^GlJ^GTT 
a_€uaOTrr,^rT€7T @Gr>i_£C 0 >. 

With big lavish celebrations we 
thought we could keep her safely inside 
our home, but she has been having 
other thoughts. Before she brings more 
blame by exceeding the physician’s 
measure, unite her to the lord who 
measured the Earth”. (10) 

^rrcuih (ipfT)n"}jib 2 _<?fftnr 0 ,£> 4 ,c$®r>cuft gjjuSlcu 

rr^rrrjnujGOTTGjpi^tg) £$Cl)Gtl 

ira IT€VJ^5) a<lQ l_D4ftljpIb£b s ’ yTG ^ GTOTTfpJ 
5,mjj a_cnn J/Hugtjhcnar 
Cl^ncvjLD ,*h/i Qum£lcu (dh^ijp L^^<^GiitijnCArTeji 
cfV (*)£\(b2><& 

uoa<snG'j ui^jgjjL d QjCucvj^DjiiAt.^ 

J^GUCiTJGu gxJUjGfJ. 

This decad of sweet songs by 
Vishnuchitta, King of Srivilliputtur 
surrounded by beautiful groves, recalls 
a mother’s lament on her daughter’s 
infatuation with the lord Narayana 
who swallowed the Universe and 
slept as a child on a fig leaf. No grief can 
come on those who master it. (11) 

3.8 / A mother’s grief 

Nallador \ Sahana \ Khan da Chapu 

rbCvjQjg,] ^>rr g,mDcnrju Clunuj€*><■>, 

5 j rTcamcttiri Ciocu ucafl Carrij, 

^«ii©9u4U) 0 P 


^OUCULD Cl Gur^lCiufT 149)03 rrCcvin! 

CT<rjTLD5>stfiCn AnGOTOT; 

ldguguotij ^LuOjejr l9ottGu(tlu 

LD^cnrjLJ MjDli) Lj^^rrcn Q^ncuGcjrr? 

Just like when frost descends on a 
lake, the fresh lotuses lose their petals 
and sepals leaving the lake bereft of 
charm, my house is desolate, for 
I cannot find my daughter anywhere. 
She went after the wrestler’s killer 
Krishna. Would she have entered the 
outskirts of Mathura? O, Alas! (1) 

^>63T^JL£) ^>63TIT)J Go GO nth 

2_(fCdfcrTUfTGVJfi th^lthGT! 

< 5 ,cjTn^j ftncu innj^jLon GurrCcu, 

AOTGsf1 @(£>'b& fTcr,CT ’^ CW«bt0 
^$1 GuneffnA; 

fjiaijnuuGTOTOTT G1<5 uj 5) ^GPtf) 

CTG3Tfr)ILb £TID (TdJjGtJ j 

Gja& 0 >C\ 0 jneo ^uS10^ CiAfTcbCcun? 

Even as utterly unintelligent artless 
cowherds deftly walk away with others’ 
calves, the lord Narayana took away my 
maiden daughter, through well-planned 
treachery. Will this prove to be a lasting 
blemish on our family? O, Alas! (2) 

(^IDrfl lOCSJub CltfUJ^J Q<3>fTffJ3T0y 
Gc&rrcuiL O-fHugji ^Gbcvjabgji 
^00^ €5M$UH% 

^rrOLDn^grT)^ £7<sjtjqj dnnirrf)), 

c^lUDgn G^j^S) 

^ fJ0 ncraflcy)UJ GlJl^UL-0, 

gj)L&6VJli) CTtpU U€^fO ClArTLiq^) 

C^fTgCTJTii) irjnL_i40rbi OftncvjGc\jfr? 

Will they deck her, seat her in the 
hall, and make it known to relatives 
and friends that she weds Damodara. 
Then as Queen to the lord of gods, 
after she goes round the sacred fig 
branch, to the tumultuous beat of 
drums and flutter of festoons 
everywhere, will they celebrate her 
marriage properly? O, Alas! (3) 


38 






VISHNUCHITTA’S WORKS / Periyalvar Tirumoli 


ld^oi ^tfSTcncr £_6.r>t_Gujcirr, 

£_GO&li) l_|55LpfTGU 

^l(TTjlDftSTT CulTCU <HJ 6TT1T0 jG< 5) £7T 

Qati]&,G5tf IflOGU <gjfT63T Cl <S> fT GH7 ! ^ 

G LJ fT S3T fT G2fT 

Ou(fi5 LDajGtrffuj* 0i4 Qjrrijpgjg,] 

Clu0LblSlcTTOTGTT Qu<i)jD ^G^fTGtng) 
ID01D53CIPCT1<9> ,£&Gy3T0 a-ftlTjgJ 

i£(OTTrnl0u q0ii)Cl<DiijLL|fbJ Q^ncuCeufT? 

She was my only daughter. I brought 
her up like the very goddess of wealth, 
praised by all the world. The lotus-eyed 
seducer came and took her away. 
When the matriarch Yasoda, mother 
of the praiseworthy son, sees 
her daughter-in-law, will she receive 
her with affection and proper 
presents? O, Alas! (4) 

2, ib lOfTiDSST rru ircvjffin 

• <(' w ' ■ I•**. 1 * KTf.'.l, (TTOT ID<3,6TT ^orre^CJT^J 

O^ibicniTj^lGa ct ciflfpj OsitcucSI, 

Cls^pr^j fttuff) (PjOTSTCTyiiib OacbctifTujih 
Cl^rTibcTiLD (tp&ncuiLjd) ^firu-tnih 

ClARll^lbuCJlCIJfi^ C^nc^A^ib «,C331l4ll0, 
iflAWicTTu C1 ljK )0 5>nujrr 
.@Gaf!<2> ^fflujorr urciTtoprhJ C^MTGuCcun? 

Patting my daughter, will her father- 
in-law Nandagopala say “Look up”, then 
seeing her beautiful fish-like 
eyes, her coral lips, her risen breasts, 
her slender waist and healthy 
bamboo-like arms, would he muse, 
“This girl’s mother couldn’t still 
be living”? O, Alas! (5) 

CcuLfi t.fl(T)A06\jii CunCG\j, 

CsiiOTaJtqJT)E)]^ Oaiijgi] <7T£3Tin<3>c37<£TTtf, 
3*Tl 14 U.J <u«i 1.1 GlD 

QftrTGTin^ 0i4 suruLgftj Ca,a6bG6un? 
fbA0ib ^n 51 tii 

fTicuC vj^]F jj th fcijijiOTin gv) t_b Cl o mg,i ■ 

an0 &'•})' • t.jnui!f)2> Qu0ir>fT<S3T 

Q &> ncviCavin'? 

Will the lord who toppled the can do 
what he warns with my daughter and, 


— like hunters and jungle-men, — 

take union as sufficient for living 
together, or will he take her hand in 
proper marriage with a fitting 
celebration, letting the town and 
country know? O, Alas! (6) 

(5mC3YM- ^ldijit Clu0Loacin 

<n^lj>lujn<SST CfTfQj GTGtfTLfl 81 C71 CTT ill 
LJCTSTL-U Uj^luU|&ft€TT CltffTCUaSlu 

Ulflfli &i£) 0 flil ClAfTCVjGcun? 

Cl 5, IT 633T (^1 ^ 014 . 6 D fT jjp &i €$) &> Q.J it Ljp fV) 0 l 
C0ifTGUC\Jlll l_nll_LD djfffilgjgjJLJ 
LJ C37T 6 tTi I_ l_D 4 >o’j7 H (_ 14 . ID 17(T ^ip 6d7 G f 

un^i^ireucu cy>(SLift0^j Oa,ncuCcun? 

The lord of gods and the Universe 
bears the discus. Today will he find 
fault with my daughter’s qualities and 
insult her or will he let her into his 
earlier wives’ midst, to live with him in 
proper style and security? O, Alas! (7) 

0 i 4 uSlrn i51ngjj)g,cun CI^iull|UD 

0 OT 3 Tib ^pOTTiryib Clsiij$cvjG3T, ^iibG&n! 
fbCTlL Sp>63T(T)jLb Q<5UJ^lGU631, <>)ThJ<5intil! 
Jtifil^GAflLJ€3T IDAGST A6J31 (rjtJl £31 | 
,@ 0 LJfT^JLb CUffTTTlbJft 

CT<r3TiD0,cii 

Asm AuSIGp ujforf)! 

GHA £,^*ibc| 6jf610nii ClAfTcbGcun? 

O Ladies, Nandagopala’s son Krishna 
has done nothing worthy or befitting 
his family prestige, nor followed the 
practices of the world. Will my 
daughter grip the churning rope and 
churn, bending her waist right and left, 

— tired and exhausted, — through 
moans, till her hands swell? O, Alas! (8) 

ClojOT3Tfej3fl<T)<h G5,niL s^uSlrr g,G3T<sncyi 
O^GTTGU&nfFLJlSlfaTT (IpGSl <n(LD<Ti 3 jl 
<3 >gooi nnnij^nCtfj 

AGini HJGI^lD 063061 1GUGV) GIT 05iOgv.iGg\.>o? 

tej»£f3TOjfl(r>4S ArTiDCiprjs Q O fbj < 3 , GWn 
2_ GuaiGnjv5,rTGTn G763TlDAGn€TTij 
■ I637T cSUCyimii inu L iGRtflCl<3,0 6731(^1 

uifldj, ^cd ^GOTHqQnij Cl*neL>GG\irr? 
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Would my daughter be able to wake 
up before dawn and churn the fresh 
white curds without falling asleep? 
Or will the red eyed Earth-measuring 
lord make her do menial work and 
rule over her insultingly? O, Alas! (9) 

LDnuJGUSST l9 OTGU G<5G7Tn)J Cl)if uSl 631 L_ 

LQna)rT)(bJtf,GTT Gal-Q 
^u.i!T0,cn CsrfluSlgyjii 

LD rr/biDCLp LO GTGU GV) rii) 

5) rrujOj^TT G<5 i7gvj G\Sl lu Cl^ncus^cug) 

<3)®rcT u l1«_gst G^n<ssr«yr 

5>i£lip u^jgjLD ffuGXjCvjnrr 
&/1 lDC3wfl«J€ff5TCWTgJJ«»(2j<^4,6TTCa. 

This decad of pure Tamil songs by 
Vishnuchitta of Puduvai, cooled by 
groves, recalls the words of a 
mother who went into the cowherd 
settlements asking the way, 
following Krishna, -- and told 
them of her woes. Those who 
master it will be servants of the 
gem-hued lord. (10) 

3.9 / A Clap-and-Dance Song 

Ennadan \ Sencburutu \ Tisram 

error r^rr^oT Gsjg£1<9i(<S) <£4cyrrry ^erruuy, 

pruj rrgjfTGTT 

2>cir jfrngjOT ArrornCciJ <5)6orLDn^^lcrxbjr 

Gucn r^nOjCj i_]^ttgtt rrcvj guC'SIujlj 

OC5T r»>rT^)tf5T ffiJ0TO)l£>O)UJU l_|ITlq.U Ujfl! 

ffTixuSlfjrror cv Gffroiin gtiuj u urri^u u/T)! 

When Indra’s wife refused to pan with 
the celestial flower the fierce-sounding 
bird Garuda uprooted the tree and 
planted it in Satyabhama’s house, 
while Indra meekly watched. Sing 
my lord’s glory and swing. Sing my 
master’s glory and swing. (1) 

CT63T cfil G\j Cl) gS\ CufT CTGCliT)] 

6T.£l ri6U fT,g) flgTH 

r •' efil 6uG5)C<anrrfhj’lLCi q 

<rr^l ttffjjnrbJ^l 


(ipcifT cfilGj «uc\S)fi>gy (jpjguG u<?iraT 

2_u9(fT 3 ffJ3Ti_ rrtrjT 

< 2 ><rrr culcuG'SlcifT guottcdlog^uju ufTt^u ujr>! 

&,nsQ$ a>G3r«ruci6^uijLJ urriq.u uffi- 

When Parasurama stood in the way 
saying, “See if you can wield my bow , 
my lord took his bow and his penance 
as well; earlier he wielded his bow 
and shot the ogress Tataka. Sing his 
glory and swing, sing Dasarathi’s glory 
and swing. ( 2 ) 

£wfT>UL9Gtffl r&r&FGnAsm u& 

** 

sfil^ULi^El/ e ® W>9 ^ ST ^" 

Cijrrjgxl 

0<5(T*><9>{tf} 2_ibiD"® 1 d)>7U) ^fUiDgjUJg) 

^GDCOCDUji 

uuncaT "•« ' lj*>! 

C^bGu^l uni^u up 1 

When the lord seated Rukmim on the 
chariot and was about to make off 
with her, the haughty brother Rukma 
came rushing against him. Wiping out 
his vanity the lord cut his head. Sing 
his valour and swing, sing of Devaki’s 
lion-cub and swing, (3) 

£>Q>VM Qtfcirrru guctjtldC uirG^ 

GTff5T<f? L - 

rr-frjfT^gjgjfruj i9<?5TQg)fTi_frjkg 1 ] ctldiSI rjncjr! 

ft err ro i 

<9«^fr)f^jg3 <5jnuJ GtffTCUCuA G<5>fTl4UJ QJG3TLD 

Cu IT 62 n 

^Gurr^aejDGiSTu umq.u uff>! 

Jigs')& LLc^rrcTT^cnu ufUflU urn* 

The step mother said ‘Go to the forest . 
Listening to the mortifying mother 
the lord went into the forest with^j 
anger. His own mother 
him and cried ‘My lord!’. Sing ^/ S qj la ’s 
and swing, sing the glory °* 
bridegroom and swing. 

u(g,«cuir Aj/ij2,«rrTuju unrj^ib G ■ r ^ 
a_i^yp r^fT^ii) £>2> 
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^ o ujg, 

^{CTjSGJT GUC^JTCTTT^OTU urri^LJ Ufp! 

dflri)<?.2>cr>2>u urriqu ufTj! 

As messenger for the five, he abetted 
the war. He went into the lake where a 
serpent lay spitting venom. He danced 
on the five hoods and showered his grace. 
Sing of the dark-hued lord and swing, 
sing of Yasoda’s lion and swing. (5) 

(Lpi4 ££>6TTrf)l £pGl|CU<S>rbJS>^lb «fN,C*JT0 2-^ 
& iq. G UJ 0 {&) c~H (T^) CTT CTTcirr (T)J ^ Q l 63T iSl C3T 

Cl^fTuITjjjg, 

uiq.u$lcu U0&) rT>ibiSI«5)(£j 

FTfh5>fT(SrK^Tu LJfTiqLJ LJIT)! 
^GlUfT^b^UJfT GdF»fTiflfTCD63TU UfTiq.U U(T)! 

The peerless brother Bharata followed 
him and said, “Wear the crown and 
rule the three worlds, grace your 
devotees”. Then the lord gave his 
sandals. Sing his praise and swing, sing 
of the Ayodhya prince and swing.(6) 

ArTtrfliLiGBT CluruucroA acurhjau 0 

<^CtiOT 

^cnQpi4 grb^^jLD i£lffSTg)j rj ) i_LbQ«gujg,i 
ificn <9 lu^ G&tb&'fhdn 

G^fTCIT GLIoSl rfoClD UfTl^U Uft)! 

gjnccrofl GijcroTcroTenc'siu urn^u urn! 

Kaliva’s lake turned turbid as he jumped 
on the five big hoods, stood and danced, 
and showered his grace thereafter. 
Sing his glory and swing, sing of the 
gem-hued lord and swing. (7) 

*£40<» 

£jj error i_ <9i ld 

gj/irorrjcucrr Cl ana) Cl<9,ncroT0 CufT,£) rr-jj r^j (#> 

jgeJH. 

{^rTuuerrorsCl,g<sfilCliijrT0 cvp^(£> 

^ cu ctt 

c^l fflfb 5 ) n «rrK?JTLj umqu u£)! 

^Cuj^ ri^cnwf' urnqu urn’ 

Listening to the words of the 
scheming Kaikevi, he gave the 


kingdom to the younger brother 
Bharata. Entering the Dandaka 
forest, he cut off the slender-waisted 
Surpanakha’s ears and nose and she 
shrieked. Sing his glory and swing, 
sing of Ayodhya’s king and swing. (8) 

nmuj<5 <3<£F,l_lb £_Cmg,£)gd U30gJ (g'rpjj&gjl 
^t,ujn6iCffrwT0 Guml) q^gsm) d»fr££j 
Cqj uSIgot asrr^l q 9^g^cyrnuj r^lcinrrr) 

^SMjLurribCtT cjfrjrfjlcmctfTLj umq.u urr)! 

GimijgjgjrTOTiQTu umqu urn! 

He smote the bedevilled cart, broke the 
Marudu trees, went with the cowherds 
and grazed cows, then played the flute 
and stood like a wonder. Sing of the 
cowherds’ king and swing. Sing of the 
cow-grazer and swing. (9) 

<ff>nprTrr &>l_ gtogu ^«r>i_gj £) il0 
^P>fjfTg,(Tror ClurT&ji cjoGijruCgjn^ *, 

<s£> cst cm nr) u_| ib 

CrF»rjfT ^guctt s,ibiSl<£hC.& i§<stT <^10^ frrbg> 
(^grrcrj^ipgjcmroTij uiriqu urrj! 

^Giiiagj^lujrr Gcuenu untq.u u<n! 

He made a bridge over the deep ocean, 
and entered Lanka. He felled the 
unrelenting Ravana’s ten crowned heads 
one by one, then gave the kingdom to 
his younger brother Vibhishana. Sing 
of the insatiable nectar and swing, sing 
of Ayodhya’s king and swing. (10) 

l0 &\ bo ) €\j m ) uu & n ^ tfi ^jf) 

Ctf? cir rr^j 

2-ib^l ufQitg, c^ciflu c ilGimpLurTrT5,Gn Cl^ncu 
Cljacarq^iOTCU cClil0^1<^g,csT 
Q o rrcvj 

«grb$Ccdrn0 gr^gjjib GucuGunrra,^ ^gvjgugvj 
^ oucmcvjGuj. 

This decad of pure Tamil songs by 
Vishnuchitta of Srivilliputtur recalls 
the Undi Parattal, sing-and-swing-the- 
hips dance of beautiful girls extolling 
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Krishna and Rama alternately. 
Those who master it shall be free 
from grief. (H) 


3.10 / Hanuman convincing Sita 
that he is Rama’s messenger 

Nerinda \ Kalyani \ Misra Chapu 

LDLGUrTlLi! 

flcjfT 6fi)63Tr<OTTL_n-llD; 

IDGTsfl (lplq.5 «3CTt5,ffjT 

fe£U5>gx) >SlGnOTT«5> Q/9>rrc*raTnnr^>gjj 

^0Ibg)GU5jG5,a(SjT cftsunjiAtf 

<jflcy>6v 0^,00 g,<sis&,GF>Q>b 
Sl&nQQ&Qnh «j>rr <^cm_ujrT6TTib. 

O Lady of dark dense hair! Your 
humble servant submits: My lord won 
you by breaking the tall-crowned 
Janaka’s bow. The ascetic Parasurama, 
bent on weeding out kings, heard of 
this and confronted him with his bow. 
My lord took his bow, and took the 
fruit of his penance as well. This here 
is one proof of my identity. (1) 

^ 6U6$ UJl£>U, iDSon5»C<9jfT^nuJ* 

ucnfli.O&cjn cfilcimGOTTLJUix>; 
Cl<9)TGVJ^yC«9,<SifT C^MlL_(rT)Gtrruu, 

gjcvncjnrTLDCurrA &en t un i_ 10 rrC^Girr! 

GTCuriSlujLD Gi irrgji 

&'<!*>£><&&) Gu«n<^iiSicu 

iDGuoSleiO^ on LDn-^DGuCl^neinjT0 

iJU) turTCTTuO. 

O Lady of full blossomed garland, 
Doe with lotus-eyes! I fall at your feet 
and submit, pray hear me speak. Sweetly 
at dusk in a solitary place, you bound 
him with a siring of Jasmine flowers. 
This here is another proof. (2) 

uj ujft u-jbjyi^^cpcnfTujA 

«>jrjLXj C<SJ635ni 
inn LDGTT5)g>t-JiGifTnLu 


06\jA.0iDgfr! s,n0 a_cnrr)Luu 

(Jun G&)fe*0H_ Q<ShfT0UU 

CU Ss lD 673TT S5T _<3j GJT O C3T (T lb 

q £\ uj £] ^cnnunffTTii). 

Kaikeyi’s heart turned against Rama. 
She asked for boons that King 
Dasaratha could not refuse. w O Lion- 
of-the-race, go to the forest”, he said 
with a disturbed heart. Rama and 
Lakshmana went into the forest. 
This here is another proof. (3) 


cufTfr &i€nftfbb (9®^«- 61jrTlij ’ 

GnojC^dT! fltoOTuuii)! 

C^/T ^GlUfT^^lujnG^fT63T 

C&tli_0einTiu f 

<9<n_ri ^©TjflfbS) Gcucu cucuGudrr 

^ACc3TfT0lb AfbJ<PT>**63r&)fifT> 
^V( GgjfTJjpCDLD 

G^rrs^JTt-ifhi ld 6<orr ^ 67 >L_iurf 6 niii. 


O Lady with corsetted breasts! Fit 
Queen to the King of Ayodhya decked 
with chariots! Vaidchi! Pray hear my 
submission: my lord befriended the 
spear-wielding Guha on the banks of the 
Ganga. This here is another proof. (4) 


torrsffT QincaiGfb^**^! 

CiD^G^G^! gfil65316TOTU LJli J 
<9>rTG3T ^ld^lD CuniuA 

<5;fT0 22_6DfT)5353 ffSU 0 )& 
Cg,65T ^LD(rTjii) ClurrijilfD arrocu 

£\&>$qoc\ .1 < @0 UUU 

uncOOu!ni^liunuj! ug^jfhLbiS) 

UGJirfllb^gjILb ^GfT)L_Ujn6TT(j). 

O Vaidehi of milk-sweet speech and 
doe-like looks! I submit: Passing 
through the rocky trail during exile in 
the forest, when Rama stayed ijj 
Chitrakuta in the shade of necuj^, 
bowers, the younger 
came after him and fe! 
here is another proof. 

6\a > S>\i}G€\ i 5 , 3,1 

#*#**6.0** Li pan»J £>***' 

^2)^1 gGin Qait6TOt 0 <rrr^u-> 

2> GO(<9>ib&M&gxl 


brother »na <u- 
1 prostrate, ljiis 
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@rjnLDfTG<^jn! 

^ULUlil fTOTTgiJ c^l^LpUU 

(jG lfl ,-H^I * <J5T {h GtToTCD faiftiT 

;t>n <^cm» ujnenib. 

In Chitrakuta when a small raven 
peeked your breast, Rama threw a blade 
of grass that made him run all over the 
three worlds. Then finally the raven 
surrendered at Rama’s feet crying for 
mercy. The weapon only plucked out 
one eye. This here is another proof. (6) 

iflcjT gjjCWT ^cmmjfTuj! 

Climu Gojott cSlOTiteTOTLJLJii); 

OufTiaSfl' LDfrcir cpcrrnpj 

@63fl£hJ GtjIc^iGnujrrL 

^cilTlSlOTT 

•^CPCU lSW<9><5ll ffTlDtSl rflTGT! GJAU 
iSl ottG<tjt @ g\j 5. (* ld< njrrdr* 

LSlfflfb**iih c^€«nLiiirr^mx)- 

O Lady of lightning-thin waist! 
Your humble slave submits. A golden 
deer came and played before you. 
For the love of you, my lord 
left with his bow, then Lakshmana 
too became separated. (7) 

GDLD5) {b{&) uin LDCun<5>(^Lpcurruj! 

cnffuGgjd]! cfilcTjrcinnuuih; 

^<3b<£b i_| <9, Lp (SlJ fTi^ITfJdJjC^nGifT 

a_»_CTT ,@0(5)*] j£tanOT* G*l_ 

<^ n u i fTg)<j^l uu (tG n bin 

i_ uj nenuj @ ^ ci j Cl io rn|)l fi, * n 

*C.Yl5)UlfT6V( f*M CJMI UJ fTGTTlb j 

rr-gy ^gug^i Cicrv^lriCm. 

O dark-flower-coiffured Vaidehi, 
I submit: With the help of the 
monkey-king Sugriva of matchless 
fame, when the Ayodhya king led a 
party to search for you, he gave these 
details. And as further proof, here is 
the ring from his hand. (8) 

<£)-5»0 r£U,finr) i_|*ipnGnG3i 

$ GgijOTToSIs Q^G«n(T) fFjfTGTI 
.61** 563DU rF)(^lCGH 

G$\tir GiDfT^lmh *<„raT(C) 


6^><3>0ld nr g\j ^ cm_uj (tgttlo . 

^gjjinnGin! crdiroj 2_5</1 Gidgu 
GHG iigj^jAClAfTca^T^ 5 ,( 5 ,* ear enneu 

ldgu n-*0ip6\jnsTT G id . 

The lord who had come to protect the 
seer’s fire-sacrifice, broke the bow of 
the world-famous Janaka in the 
great assembly of princes. Seeing his 
ring here, the flower-coiffured Sita 
exclaimed, “Hanuman! Your proofs 
are convincing”, then pressed the ring 
to the top of her head and exulted.(9) 

GurriT <^(^10 (ipcneu iDi—GUftcn 

GtD CIl 6^ fej) (aiffft <£b (a 0 01 

tix <**,<£>* ^1 fr>CVJ c^62)]LD63T 

U^«fls_on rj** ,^| G3n_ uj noiLD 
U(tn L|5,ljpu IJ^J^nClJLJ 

i_11_ l_ ffiSloncjr uim_cvj cncucufTn 

@OTH£>luGljGlJIT0 @0uu(TCa. 

This decad of songs by world famous 
Pattarbiran of Puduvai, Srivilliputtur, 
sing about the proofs that the mighty 
strong Hanuman knowingly said on 
seeing the corsetted Sita in Ashoka 
Vana. Those who master it shall live 
with the gods in good Vaikunta.(lO) 

4.1 / A Soothsayer's Song 
Kadirayiram | Sindhubhairavi | Adi 

<9>$n ^uSlrru) @(T g£\ jjb<5>) 

GTn5)**(TGVJ j^Gn^Lpm U-I6ai 

CT^lfT @c0 Clu0€7>lD @QfTl£lGir>G3T 

@0A01D rbngl^lGfjeu, 

AipriiClun^G^fTcn 
@(j<^ofliu<?37 iSlerrib&i cr^'flwnuj 

2_«^1qld GinA.GujnQl 

sl GTTcn qj n acraiL.nn s^ errn. 

Are you in search of the abode of 
Rama of peerless fame and a tall 
crown that shines like the light of a 
thousand suns? There are many who 
saw him with blood-dripping claws 
when he came as a man-lion and tore 
the mightv Asura Hiranva’s chest.(t) 
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*»*<«> $crp@ rbfTSTOT 

572>gij Qu(rfjfir>LD ^ijruD&nsaT 

fb^Q^CgCU, 

AITrTj^STT (LD^lyj <?SlfJJD .#Cff>dJj0,0 

Csuib^jir^cnGuQjtjjT 5SjT<5.7fr5OTT5,cjr 

GGUCTTGfiluSlfb&aTTufrrr a_Gn(T. 

Are you in search of the abode of 
Rama of matchless fame, wielding the 
conch, discus, mace, dagger and bow? 
There are many who saw him break 
the great bow for the sake of petal- 
soft -fingers Sita, in the great sacrifice 
of Emperor Janaka. ( 2 ) 

0<9> ran co Ilmen ana, Q&mbu <5^_LGUfT 

C^6D6ffT Glurr^gj] 

<^l«*Vcuuj rrcu ir, rjrtLn rjih cnug, (Zf>cuGT>CPa 

41-s.CIaott if^n^l^lGgou, 
^cncuujrTCVj (^,7«.^c3uh <J> n <£10 CI^gst^u 
&) l-Gll 6<n (J Q &> fTGTOT^l ^CTlL-UU 

<^cncu ^rr^i^in&cDg c^n>c9(,^i»2> ncy>C7T 

*5Mni)(£)^>cy>£>A nn s_Grrrr. 

Are you instantly in search of the lord 
who plucked the tusk of the deadly 
elephant, wiped out the Rakshasa 
army and pierced an arrow through 
seven trees in a row? When monkeys 
in hordes carrying huge rocks on their 
heads went and built a bridge across 
the ocean, there are many who saw 
him sitting on the shore lashed bv 
the sea. ( 3 }' 

G#>nujib LJtffbib !b0Q-j <<9yp©S)ri> 

Qg>nGU6^GVj Outfit Ofl,r€ff3TL 
'Hnuj&» uj&gdott fE>a0f^)cu 

embiSl&T, Mi@ s^Gr>ij&(Za,Gsr; 
■^uj n LDi_LD^dr 

C^I—CU gBcDl. 47 (^1 C?n cyr U_| Lt) 
G^UJU Qurr^gjj s&ujngfy 

O lOLULDGcOldGuj <£hGTOTi_ITrr Q cufr 

If you are in search of the lord in the 
middle of a limitless ocean taking the 


undifferentiated primaeval form of a 
'wonder-child, come, I offer a clue. For 
the sake of the cowherd-maiden 
Nappinnai, he killed seven fierce bulls 
in a fight and stood perspiring. There are 
many u r ho really saw him thus. (4) 

l ?n C7£)j ^c\j<5i&coii_ £ajii-b 

g)fT£2fT(ip0,g)Rb (Lpcn/oLuncu 
$7\ GJf^J CUfT OthiQ) Q<3lijlU 

^(OpLorrcncu j5>n0^ICgcu , 
curnr Gjrry Othndi^nfh 2_(rrju6^snfl«rkui 

QjG\S)luu QdtjfTCTJrf^ 

C<g470(51^ C<9Gnc7T (T>0ctf Gurnr Osojid# 
/IftQftcr t«3> <3>c&tl_ rrn 

Are you in search of the lord Tirumal 
whom the four-faced Brahma and 
the blue-throated Siva worship tvith 
proper chants? There are many who 
definitely saw him, when he grabbed 
the corsetted Rukmini and rode away 
with her in his chariot, fighting 
back his detractors fiercely. ( 5 ) 

Ql-IHGUCUH 2_GTM_U Cu \U&S\ <£Pjj(CF)0 lj 

LjCTJUT^ip CJ'iG'u GUItiijiXi^A^, 
GUCOGUnSDGJT lD fT LO Gfafl CU C3TT Ginn CD GST 

ld^cijlq 2jn0^)Cg6u, 

uGOcunruSlgiD Qu(fTjj C0,6fjliflrrClgfT0 

ClucnsuLD errf)) g,iffuG^np 
ct cu€un^ih £\vuo>noGsi6)Q{h 

<@( 3 ^ 5 )^^csiih «,OTi_rrft S-cnn. 
Are you in search of the place of 
residence of the gem-hued lord who 
ably placed his lips on the breasts of 
the fierce ogress and killed her? 1 here 
are many who saw him ascending his 
lion throne in coronation surrounded 
by his sixteen thousand spouses in 
the ocean-lashed Dvaraka ciry. ( 6 ) 

ClojCTTGnGtT 0611 ( 6 ?) <3* I ftfy 

473g>J GT1AUJG3T 

SL_ 6TTGTT lO cfjl GSTGfil GVJ , 2_ 

ffiCTMT) GULDi/JIgST, 2 _6?ngAG<9jG3T; 
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Ckijcncncnu qrjdita 0g<3>0 QgugvjCIaiti^^ 
G^ru^ans m>C3Tu|j£)«T2)j 

^gtistuIi u6ini_3>gij65nc3iST ung^jiii 

cn(5iO<5 uj iu<ffc ctot i_nn s_<>nn. 

Are you in search of the abode of the 
lord who bears the white conch and 
the fierce radiant discus? Come, I shall 
offer a small clue. There are many 
who saw' him on a chariot driven by 
white horses bearing the Hanuman 
banner, stealthily guiding the army 
in the Bharata war. (7) 

r^ni^len^ <3<rLfr}j ^n^giJ fQ ottit) 

fi&GTiQib (ip^L-lCu 

GT)0* GlJ rTihLJ LJ SJD1_ QurT^^jGUCaT 

C^jCD £l Oj fi!P dfl ^IGlJ mi 
<^65T(pj mcn.0uufl 

fttjicucniiju 

ufTj^lcu £__0<rnu ucru_ OufT02j£*ifijT 

UA^iClD 0s€J3Tl_fNT 2_ GTTIT. 

Devaki’s son Krishna fought all day 
long against the kings who took 
turns guarding their ally Jayadratha. 
If you are in search of him, there are 
many who saw him by Arjuna’s side 
where he hid the Sun with his discus, 
when Arjuna rained arrows that rolled 
Jayadratha’s head into a pit. (8) 

LDGTSTCgjpui) lD<£T>€\J LL| LD LorfJl^U6U <£b ID 

IDjbrr^lb UJlTCud) CTcOcUfTli) 
^lemnsjnnLD cfi)^rh/<£l C0 ,q.i6T>oti<5 

{brrQ^GijG'u, 

^<)(jt feifjTn") ill U-J^i Gg? fl (TJGJtld 

€UCraT6537A LD 

ld« rcrrPjg)rrcnG3T«ff> nrr 2 _ crrrr. 

Are you surely looking for the lord 
who swallows the Earth, the mountains, 
i he oceans, and all else in one gulp and 
brings them out again? There are 
many w'ho saw' the lord who came as a 
boar, beyond one’s imagination, then 
lifted the Earth and married the 
beautiful dark-haired Dame Earth.(9) 


, p<£)gO i_jcng Cldc^A LDfmjenejrs, 

AGTTTL ,£F,Gu(^I 2_GiDg^igJLJ 
qrjefi) (yjALhOtfiijgii Q^fjjQjbcO |p3fbi^Cl 
cSlcTJGtT ALpGaflu 

ClunoSl LDOTfDGuaesarGjfT uL-LniSltjnsciT 

CiancarciT Lnrr<sri€\j u5)Aj ld 

LjrjGXI LD LDG3TLD £>_ CD L_LJ LJgj^rr 2_GIT GTTIT IT 

UIJIDG3T ^l^.G^lTGUft.ftGcTT. 

This decad of songs by bright Vedic 
seer Pattarbiran of Srivilliputtur 
w'here paddy grows tall and bends low 
like a horse, tells the clues for seeing 
the dark cloud-hued lord. Devotees 
w'ho recite it by heart will attain the 
feet of the lord. (10) 

4.2 / On Malirumsolai Hill 

Alamba \ Navaroj \ Tisram 

^ftjrnun C16U0 iLl_ fT<5> Q^fTGJTfrjJ 

0Guib urnp u(^<5>gi}5> ^GUGSlGnax^aiLj ifjlcym) 
C&fT€7r LD CD CO j 
<fflcL>LDl_| Guj)^ GdblilCll LD0>6rflfT0>6TT 

^(JIld «^rT<5 

^IcoibuDiry lj 17 ll| ti Cl^&rr ^I^lditoSI^jCFj 

G# itgdcuGiu . 

The Rakshasas roamed freely killing 
all; the w'orld fled in fear. The lord 
who destroyed them by the root, stands 
as the tutelar.deity in Malirumsolai 
hill, where the Nupura Ganga flows, 
and celestial dames with tinkling 
anklets come to take a bath. (1) 

GuGueurTGTTetn C^n^iD cuneiT ^gftAcjr 

(iptq-iqLD <5)f^GD<£F, 

QurrcTL'CLirr^, Curr^^cjfil^^rTgcrT 

Oun^ij^ib iDsnco; 
tfiGoeufT ^ Grr»u0ih ugg^gu 

t * G\J 60 rr (jyjl ^ ,, l y^) g\S^ 

sol^Gucvjn i^ij^ld Sna, Gl&cifl 

.» * 

\i5flGf)6V.* ^• u i. 
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The lord who cut asunder the heads 
and arms of the strong well-armed 
Rakshasa Ravana and the nose of 
his evil sister Surpanakha resides 
in Malirumsolai eternally, where 
in every nook and corner all over 
the hill, the sounds of Pallandu, 
Glory be, rend the air. (2) 

& Aft uii 16 ) <9»*> airmen git <? cv»ld 0 *iuiL|ii) 

O06O6U68T OtJfTGJTlDCZDCU | 
CTA &frco(ipth CUcjrp 'Z? 

^ 14 Lu«nrj 

AfTdrr 'Jrv^cnuj iDfr<T)^jii 

iDneSl^j^ C<5fTcy)cvjCuj. 

The wealthy lord of the golden 
mountain of Malirumsolai sends the 
wicked Rakshasas, — who disturb 
peers and superiors, his devotees, — 
through the Southern path of death, 
while for those who go and worship 
him always, he has cleared a path 
through the forest of Karmas. (3) 

<£4 ID 0 n (b LG 

CAnOTTnrr*,^ <5 >jPuj0> 

currciT UJauxwftA A<buA5) 

O&n&Q} 

C*,63T uniL|ibQ5><OT 

C*noncvjCuj. 

The nectar spraying from the bunches 
of Kalpaka flowers that grow in heaven 
gather into a stream and flows down 
the Malirumsolai hill as Nupura 
Ganga. The hill belongs to the lord 
who diverted the cowherd clan’s 
festive offerings from Indra to 
Govardhana. (4) 

oj nijGooiix> 1 gligst 

Cl 1 J nuj l/jl C\J ( Si-r&j/tGV *.ci P 
epO*, 9 dwi 2 _gs 3T( cudn 

g> cDfnu^iis ZjGT>Ou ; 


0»(»>) sufTQcnnub gjon .1*14 gj;ID£*<£» 

Al AjAj GOT 3? 
^(TVjGuncncTOT 6 firr)& *,got iDfroSl^c^ 

Carter* gjCuj. 

The lord who delivered one elephant, 
Gajendra, and destroyed another, 
Kuvalayapida belonging to Kamsa, has 
gone to reside in Malirumsolai hill where 
dark bull-elephants run after their 
deserting cows and romp about swearing 
in the name of the ocean-hued one. (3) 

Gjcftrprru* Cl^ajGunrcjr 

sneug, o i &>h{h§ ) ^fTrVjgj C^ncn 

« 5 gj| rj£ 5 T • 

cTcsrTQj ^ 

C * fT CD 6VJ G lLI - 

Gods and seers worship the resident of 
Malirumsolai as their ‘distress fund’. He 
is the lord who deftly destroyed the hired 
wrestlers, with arms that wore the Sandal 
paste offered by the hunchback. (6) 

t_DfcdTfcoi JT 1_DfjQj fh flT>LDg>g)J 65 TGUTlD fTIT*, SJ) 

CgjfflcjTClIHJU 

( l£i<OT ^ ClDHCD^) GT^Gfi^^j^jCuOS 1 

LDCTlCVJ ; 

Oa,fT€u rhefilevj *n.nC€urT) C*»fTCJT Ofb@u ),Tf r> 63T 

u rbG&ncn 

Cl *> <OT GST GffT Q 0 , fT GOT l_ fT (*>1 LD O <J>C5T 

^l( 0 )LDnc 61 (fTj(g) CofTGDS^CiU. 

In the distant past the lord who drove 
the chariot for the five brothers 
against the hundred kings shot an 
arrow on the battle-ground and raised 
a gurgling spring for Arjuna’s horses. 
He resides in Malirumsolai where 
the ancient Nedumaran, killer-sharp 
spear-wielding king of the Soul 
Pandya city of Kudal. Madurai, 
celebrated his victory. 
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ir>C3TenGniJ<5> Cl QJfbj 

^ifrcjflcpl 6 

I n}j <ff> n cu OfbrfjlCuj GurTft(£)€51«55(g)>-b 

Cl <5 cueu cjrf ClurrcjrrLficricu; 

^ 2U<5) HCVJ Cijrfl (SUCTST^l AGtT ^^uSlo 

fjjfriOib Q a rccvj ©Si 6 
< £lrr}J( 9 ,rT 6 j') 6 VJU un 0 ii Og>OT <Sl( 5 ,LOfTcS) 0 (CT) 
Csn cin g\j C uj . 

The golden hill of Malirumsolai is the 
resort of our dear lord who stirs up the 
haunts of enemy kings and sends 
them scuttling through narrow tracks 
in the dense forest, where six-legged 
bumble-bees wake up early in the 
morning and sonorously chant the 
lord’s thousand names. (8) 

&<bg)U l-|Gm_g><gjJ<9 CUfhJQ<5)fTC33T0 

t^rb^lu L-icCl ClftfiQ^^j] ^djgbgjcmh 0<3 uj 
^ uuc3T iDcncu; 
0 C<5>rrurhj«5,CTT <m.bClLj(f»jLDrdrT Acaflcumij 
<jyufT«n 

^jb&lLD upcfilcu CI&gst 

G <9 fTGncuGuj. 

The Malirumsolai hill is haunted by 
spirits that kill and cut men, and spill 
blood, then offer it as evening sacrifice 
to their “distress fund”. It is the hill 
where cochineal insects spill the red hue 
of the lord’s coral lips everywhere. (9) 

gtl-Qs ct err a 0 

GfijeSltOfTiT 

g£Il10 efilennbJA g&Iidcvjgbt 

LDcancu; 

LJl1um.J I^UvACn I IA0 

(Oftsncuoi ffujft 

C1#iliq£, ^IcnGTT^^ii O^gjt ^^lorraS!^^ 
(Is itgticuGui . 

Countless hordes of beautiful dames 
from the eight Quarters cramp the 
hill where the pure lord resides. That 
hill is Malirumsolai where elephant- 
cows move in hordes rubbing their 


sides against their bull all night and 
fall into rapturous delight. (10) 

i£)(rtp 2 )U ClurnJ>lcj ^crafl iDnofl^tCTj G^rrc^oj 
ld <sn cvi $3 cyr 6 ct) otta 

2 (HitT)£\ (nil0 _Gu GUGdo*C331£3T 

ID LO fT G5T CtfT GiT) dT 

ClftITGJreT0 GJ§)gi]ir> Gfi1wc51q5,giniT 
Gfi1il@ilg)giG3T Cl O fTCu 

2_Cy> _ILj GU fT ft633TCI3T€5I <9> ip ©SI 6JD d<ST 

AITC3ilTLjCl]. 

These are songs by Srivillipputtur’s 
Vishnuchitta, who vows worship 
to the dark ocean-hued lord 
residing in the midst of forest groves 
of Malirumsolai hill. Those who 
love to sing them will see the feet 
of Krishna. * (11) 

4.3 / On the Lord of Malirumsolai 

Uruppini \ Nilambari \ Adi 

2_(rp)UiSlGjyfl fj > rhjOT>0><5>G5T6r>£3T u^L-un-car 

Clg>rri_rr5jgjj Q.9G3T0 

2_(TVjt_j UCDCIT <Tp) I _Lq Cl IQ. I_ 

2_enrr)uuGanDcr>Gu; 

Qu^njUiSltf^L.A Q<5»ncar6tn0 f^lcyTiTjj (ip<5l 
^iPujlb 0>rT<3.U) ClAfT«raT@ 
Gfi)0uQurr(p QunG3T gSIujott 

G<9 itcdguiuG^j. 

Konrai trees standing on the hill of 
Malirumsolai shed round yellow petals 
and curved stamens strikingly like 
generous patrons doling out gold coins 
and open rings. It is the residence o! 
the lord who captured Rukma — when 
he pursued the eloping Rukmmi, — 
and bound him to the floor of his 
chariot, to humiliate him. (1) 

n Gift hi th ACtflfr)ji£) j> 

dJ(€T}0g3^G3TilSI<i\J tXMqlii dJtfT1700, 

. dG& isflQjcyan GTSTcyi ldct'icvi; 
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fb0<* fbrr&LO 

IbGlfllT ID ft U)^)cnuji 
Os^Srurr ijjfT GijcnCTTA0u> $0 

LD fT6\SI((Tj(^ C^/TCncu luCg>. 

On the hill of Malirumsolai, the 
venom-spitting cobra raises its hood 
and licks the cool full-moon with its 
glistening red tongue. It is the hill 
abode of the lord who grew up 
destroying by their own evil the 
serpent Kaliya, the elephant 
Kuvalayapida, the twin Arjuna 
trees, the bull Arishtanemi and the 
wicked Kamsa. (?) 


LDGST^p <VJ<9>«Tg>fi3Tfif>CJT0 ^ip 

CufT<£) SUGDCTTg,^ CTff>lfbg ) | 
AG^TGcfl LOAeTflrr^ixxsDix)^ {hcurrifrg, 

ALCUGU6WT63ST63T ID6DCU J 
l_}C5TCinC3T O«30fF>^OlLjn0 LJGJT 

Coj^jcSD^u^lD Ctf>fTt^J0)Lb (£lOTTfpl 
Clufrcrr rfl iDnencuAcir (^jp Cl u rri|il gu 

i£»fTc6)(^)(0 C<HTGff>cuiuC£>. 

Planning ways to destroy the strong 
Narakasura, then throwing a noose 
around him, the ocean-hued lord 
killed him and released the sixteen 
thousand one hundred maidens held 
in captivity. His hill abode is 
Mahrumsolai where Punnai, Serundi, 
Vengai and Kongu trees deck the groves 
with golden charm-necklaces. (3) 

LDfT61l<& fr<SSTffilCf)L-UJ LD<9>G3T 

Cl i fTeStjTOTT iD^Gn {Q)(n)T£>0) 

<5,n6uancu0> 

£F>rrctfi gtt mcncu; 

cvjfr Cftndil|b2)6vn63T«5i 

irmajfT^cn u«nn 
u*t cpciSl uniq jj,i ub uu9cu 

LOrrc61(fT)(6T) CflnonGuujCgj. 

The exceedingly youthful lord who 
destroyed the fetters over Usha the 
daughter of Bana the son of Mabali, 


resides by his own sweet will in 
Malirumsolai, the hill where gypsies 
sing of the cowherd Govinda in 
shrill tones on the Pann Kurinji 
and dance to it. (*0 


ucu ucu fj>ntpiD OarrcucSlu 

ild>UfTGUG3T ffyGSICnCP 
^ericuGiJ&ncuGntD gjdil rrg>g) 

«^cvjrij«iiTas?r ldCT>* v > 
0Cvj mcncu G^noj logdgu 06rfl<T 

ion ldcdgu Cl<5»fffl)JD 


fQcvj iDGsncu ldcdgu 

The beautiful lord showed his beatific 
form and silenced the capricious Sisupala 
who went about heaping abuse ant- 
blame on him. His hill abode is the 
tutelary hill, the beautiful hill, the cool 
hill, the victory hill, the firm lull to 
.item tU M 5 immsolai hill. P) 


ufT6WTt_cun unipaneSi 

LOrT)j0><fM_D ctcucu rr LD 
2uOucnnm.il 
Gidgu GiDGii&tP) ^luucsi idoticu; 
UrTCToT &>(&) 6U 6tfTM.q. CtSTrfJ fh GTT UGJin<9iGTI 
UTTtq. LDgJU 

C<3)fT€tf5Tl GU ST.-CTH. UJ LDGDCU; ClgjfTGUCnGU 

LDfToS)(^,(0 CsrTeyjGULLlCg). 

The lord bore in mind the travails that 
the Pandava Queen Panchali went 
through and in due course laid it on 
the wives of the wicked hundred 
brothers. His hill abode is the ancient 
Malirumsolai where humming 
bumble-bees sing Panns drinking 
nectar from groves sustained by 
eternal water springs. (6) 


A€3TfbJ0or>ipLLincTT Clu(T0i_i_rra, aencsKT 

Ljrrrfl^gjj ^g0,<g,rr *>»&*»«»» 

gJfflJTib 6j£)0jsfils,a cnflcu 

Cgjfrcn <7TL£) ^rjrTLDOT ldcogu ; 
AOTTLD 0<3,rri£l Ogjcir ^<0Gfjl cur^gj 

<^5>6u (^rrcuii crrcucurrib 
^'OTub ^Qui iDcncu; cuflcu 

iOfT6&(TFj0 G,grTc^cuujGg,. 
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For the sake of gold-jewelled Sita, 
my lord Rama rained arrows and 
destroyed the Rakshasa clan. His hill 
abode is Malirumsolai, where pure 
streams flow heaping gold and where 
the whole world comes together in 
pilgrimage to take a holy dip. (7) 

cTifl j\fb [jpio 

£> CSTg]| CD l_ UJ 

CiJlfl JlsnCU GurTuSljj) GuUJ^J QJITlUft 

Cs>fTlLl_lh 2_S>!b3« 

^CDIJOJOT id«dcu; qO griQ 

CajrrcjQjib Clacingj 
^(^LD U3«ncu; $0 

LnfTs51(fT)fbj Garrc^cuujCa,, 

With fire-spitting arrows the good King 
Rama silenced the fire-spitting mouth 
of the Lanka King Ravana and sent him 
into the throes of his mighty 
bow. He resides by his own sweet 
will in Malirumsolai hill where the 
gods and their king Indra and the 
wandering orbs, the Sun and the Moon, 
circumambulate in obeisance. (8) 

G^fTL_0iDcy5T G<9,rrcTOT0 

«n*u51cu uicrin Qait^ <5W<zrT.rbg»l 

c^o'og,] 22 _gmtQ e_L6)i^<bg!j 

cGl cn ctt iu rr01£> gSIldcugst mcncu; 
pt-lIih uj ugu G u fr^cn agtt cnbiSlnrrgjt^,^ 

^ Lq U_J <^T>/D <rrC5TfJ)J 
6£>L_L0ii) 5 >(?raT h Ig\j iiunrpj g csu 

LDfT6lSl(ff)(CT) Cfl rTdDCu uj G^b ■ 

Malirumsolai is the hill abode of the 
pure lord who came as a boar and lifted 
the Earth on his tusk, asked for a gift 
and measured the Earth, then again 
swallowed it all and brought it out, — 
all in eternal sport. The mountain 
stream Silambaru, Nupura Ganga, 
comes rushing down the slopes 
laden with many precious things as 
offerings at his feet. (9) 


<£>4,u9rriL C^rTGTT Ufjui9, (ipiq. 

^liSlqiD i£I<ST 
^uSlrjih w>urFjg,Gn<wiu 

<3 LU63TG3T <4j,(Cnjlb ldcdcu; 
^uSlgii) <9.C5)C3T<SiGTT 

UGVJ .^uSIOQpijb 

^L,u9rjib y,ioGunt£)€^jii) a_cm_ 

iDiTQ9(fT)0 G^fiGncuajC^). 

Thousands of streams, thousands of 
lakes and many thousands of flower 
groves fill the Malirumsolai landscape. 
It is the hill ruled by the lord with a 
thousand arms and a thousand 
radiant crowns, reclining on the snake 
of a thousand hoods. (10) 

LDnc\90£t) C^afeTiGU CT63T£pjli) LDGDGVJGTHU 

2L_6ini_uj ld CVJ UJ 
IfjIToSl^j ^lpfT5j^l5,C3Tfln<.-3T ffjOGU 

CojgjA Al_CU 

Gldcu <@0^ SitOLJ&iehGnOi G^^riff,#, 

Gun0cttl6ji 

ClDGU 6lSlcTTACr5A 6filll@4)$£)G9T 

These songs by Vishnuchitta praise the 
eight-syllable Mantra personified, the 
Amruta from the ocean of the Vedas, 
the excellent Kalpaka tree, the lamp 
that lights the maze of Upanishadic 
thoughts, and the mountain of 
goodness that rules the mountain 
of Malirumsolai! (II) 

4.4 / About Tirukkottiyur and 
its residents 

Navakariyam \ Bhimplas \ Rupakum 

fT>n ^ArTrflujib Garret) ^gcvm^ciiiT 
0>rr6nG<3>nn)jU) c^iDL|6UfTtT 

G^F)€U /Knifltuii) G^tili^j Gsu^id 

uuSIot^i GurTip $0ftC,5,rTL_iqturr 
(\pCijrr 5,irrfluj(^Lpii) $02>£>|(i> 

(IJ5;&€UQIOT>S5T5 41*b$Um0k 4>4»*| 
LJfTClJdJifTfflftCTtGTTU l.JtfffU . 0, &> 6U OTT 

CT^jfTn^TLh UCJm &<g,rT<ar G^rrCGun! 
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The lord who makes the three agents 
Brahma, Rudra and Indra perform 
their roles, resides in Tirukkottiyur 
where they speak no untruth, every 
day receive guests with honour, 
perform dedicated temple service and 
pursue Vedic studies all their lives. 
Wonder how the Creator ever created 
wicked ones, they who never think 
of the first-cause lord even once! (1) 

(£)(T)fr>li) ,@C3Tf/))& 

^CTTg^jih ^curra, cu croton a uSl 

CTTfT(ia>GTT Gump ^(ffj«5,G&rTL_tq.jy > (T^ ) 
gjjjbj# GJ9 S-CJJTl fofl LD&Odfl 

CU6731CT7TC3T £, Q^fTLpfT^ClJ rT 

Qufr>rr> dJjrxujfT cijuSMjffjlcrocfftu Qu0 
CjbnujO/) tuffUfTcsT iSlnr)iT)5j^na>GcTT. 

The lord who swallows the seven 
worlds in a trice resides in 
Tirukkottiyur with people who are 
free from blame, who cultivate good 
qualities, with malice towards none, 
who always emulate their preceptors 
and remain generous at heart. They 
who do not offer worship to the 
gem-hued lord do surely cause 
immense pain to the wombs of their 
mothers by their birth. (2) 

OJCTOTCTOT IfeCVJ iDGrafllLllb iDrj0>g>(ipiX) 
^croidncrot (^Lp $(^0»Gtf>rTiliqu : i j rTg, $0 

LD n C\J <Tu C3T £l fTLD rfj &, CTT 

CX facftfT C5'at (h ASTOTl sflltj GUdJi GTf n&\> ^^61T><T)LJ 

Ot ja(ip^yii) cT6roTcroT,£lcurcg*i Cijituj 
2_croTcrot0i ^cron o>\b osn&>£&)&> cui»uj/i%r^A 
v ij, 2 jidTlOTfT)nrrAGcn. 

The lord of Sri resides in 
Tirukkottiyur surrounded by 
mansions with gem-studded porticos 
lhat cast shadows by the light of their 
brilliance. These fingers were made for 
counting his names. They who do not 
realise this even for a fleeting moment, 
know to use them for pushing food 


down their unwashed gluttonous 
mouths, alas! (3) 

g rj/h Clmcu ^oncroTuifTOrr cshjmjSIcCj 22 _Gn0 
GufTGu lDl_ rri)<9>cTT 

j^lcnq^croni) ufjfb&i 

AlDCU guujGu rn!Lq.t^n 

rfrV3>fZ>n0Gruxr 

ojna, ldhcjAl an<£)ujii 

U 00 <5(3^ 

uncuiii Oe>uj<2>Grr fl>mb GanCeun! 

The serpent-reclining lord resides in 
Tirukkottiyur, surrounded by fields 
where graceful swans resembling 
the conch in his lotus-like hand 
throng the red-lotus lake. Having 
gained the birth of a human life, it 
one does not call ‘destroyer-of-hell’ 
and take the lord’s name, surely the 
water one drinks, and the cloth one 
wears have done much sin, alas! (4) 

j^GTOlDuSl C5T 

O^ncroiQ gin LOCun /iniiju CuniLiflb 

jjgCDID Cl<5tUgiJ ^CnCUfTCDOTACir cfilcDCTT 

uj«t (^1 $ (ft) aC i3»nil 1404,11 

GiftiSI Carr g,u flhjgin < 3 , unlearn cm gjt 

rQcjr>65Tui^l CUC\S1 zl_cth u 

UjLfilunnr^jftcn s_ C^nn^i^lencrr 

cunfbj^lu L_|e\jc.ncu5> Gen. 

The lord resides in Tirukkottiyur 
surrounded waters where young Valai- 
fish jump on the backs of tortoises, 
brush against fresh lotuses and play 
mirthfully. Hard-hearted men, who 
have no thought of the lord wielding 
the discus in his big hand are like dead 
weights. Take away the food they eat 
and stuff their mouths with hay! (5) 

y4£.ii> Ccijcncrfr! 

i jCueinAcirT Cli iri^l^crrncvj 

ffTOji b ^crnjrjith ^cuno, aiGrorc.n.'MiSl 
63Tnrr<£hGrr cijnjp ^,1, iq uj^n 

£>"£>6^0*1 fbCF^l^iaCT)^ Jbcfil G3TrT|j 

ji o j it n a> cn 2 _ ,(>/*,<♦,)ui 

ijfT#, ^cu 

S' ctiAth i dama^Ca, 
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The lord resides in Tirukkottiyur 
with generous people who are without 
a fault in their relation to the five 
elements, the five sacrifices, the five 
sense organs and the five sensory 
impulses. They praise Narasimha 
through chants. By the touch of the 
dust on their feet, this Earth mundane 
has become a sanctified place. (6) 

Oacam^j 

/kn u» <^yq cfiUpn-j CUiu^i 

rjjncsTLDcnfoGujnfT ^(jnuuftiu 

CUfTlf $ (O) ft C«, nil U}LU,IT ih 

A0ji} ciJcrorc37iCinc3Ta> 

Cl^nonnQ u^iiacn 

... 1 ''.<b S5jnr<flc\j iDdCB^L.fT 

cift^cunijAcn Ofluj£,nri ClartGcufr! 

Scholars of the four Vedas reside in 
Tirukkottiyur with the lord who 
destroyed the Kurundu tree. It is the 
town where devotees humbly fold their 
hands before the dark cloud-hued lord. 
They mingle and dance festively and 
praise him night and day. Aho, What 
penance did men of the world practise, 
to gain a life in their midst? (7) 

jTjGrftnrijg, rj,ujfTtfcucar 

iDfTOTT gjifbJ^hCznciT rhiTCTTQ^rTrr^u) 

ClacocucnCTTaj (lacu/htii Gtf,rrOT3TL- 
LDfTCU 

un0<si>nn a-crrcn . iq.g))cn 
<s£l anenffrg) ihfTcafluj(yji£) @fTrT^>^<hn 
t Bfii Q^fTCTTcn^cufrrtftGcn. 

The red-eyed-lord Senkanmal of 
Tirukkottiyur engages the genteel, just 
and respectable Selvanambi in his 
service; he lives amidst devotees who 
sing Govinda’s names. Even Rakshasas 
will not steal their paddy. (8) 


CtarriDiSlcTT Ourn^le'UGijrrujA 0u$l<?SlaTU) 
GArTcfilfb5>63T (gjcasni ungl £ho 
Q^LbGufTCTT ^run^lcu^ij) 

«>ipaf) 2 _cni_«a 
ftibucncjT frqSiibiaGncsi 

6U n rT<5jdn cTii£h &> cist i_ ihthn g\j 

CTibiSlancijT <?>G5T ^cjrrciTrbjAch 

^CLirr cTOTfry ^fTcnCcn. 

Flocks of Koels in well watered groves 
sing of Govinda’s qualities, and fertile 
fields surround the grand fortified 
town of Tirukkottiyur, where devotees 
praise Narasimha with faith. 
Whenever I see them, I take them to 
be representatives of the lord, and fulfill 
my yearning. (9) 

Afloat cuniuah SiijLD cfilrrj^gyLD thi j- 
cungjj LDfTibSJ Ganr^j 

Gg,^ i ieru gijcotcdauS) 

iiiiiiTiTftfin cu (Tip «9 iG &i m iq uu^fT 

G<ff,5Gun! m^CLn^^LDrr! ^enn 
GfffT^airruj! (^jfotfnfr! GTcargi 
Cu« 9 tCu rrrr ^ iq luniTAcrr cnb&ibcmfi 
GLJ<p|ClJftfT^GcTT. 

Even when a fistful of grain sells for a 
sovereign coin during famine the 
residents of Tirukkottiyur, well 
known for their generosity, feed guests 
without hiding their stock, chanting 
“Kesava”, “Purushottama”, “Radiant 
lord" and “Manikin lord” and expect 
nothing in return. Their servants have 
the right to sell us as bonded serfs. (10) 

i|4H (<3^i Qfl(igfb) 

0iC tfiful iq uj,n 

^.^liuncjn ^ iq u j rrCiD rj Lq ld ^cu^cD 

uflcitrf)^, ^Irfl Gil fTGffl flm ih 
GAfT^ltM ULL. ITl.9ofTOTr n 

Mgiicaici jidG 5T G<grrcvj 

gjsi^ £4a_G^nauiJ6uri 

c^^Grj. 

This decad of songs about the devotees 
ot the first-lord of Tirukkottiyur 
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surrounded by cool waters and fertile 
fields, and about those who wander with, 
out devotion, is by faultless Pattarbiran, 
Vishnuchitta, Lord of Srivilliputtur. 
Those who recite it flawlessly will 
be servants of Hrisikesha. ( 11) 


4.5 / On Death and Salvation 

Asaivai | Varali | Adi 

Q5€3T(T) <^£>GT>g)UJfT ^^1 
^C3T«^)C3T GTGffT Lj£>^)rjl7 y,ifl 

6)J fT«9 ClifTIT ^IpCUfTCfr 6T65T£] LDUJ 

CD fT(€TFjL£> 67CVJ«nCV)<9>^>OTT, GUITLU , 

Ca,<9GUfr! Lj0Ci_rr^5)airr! gtgotitjjld 
C aipcvj Ga^oS 1 ! GTgjn^jLD 

Cu^Gurnr ^Gurr GTtugjL h Qu^g^ld 
C t_J<9»G}J rT€3T CjLD UfjLD ^jOTCfT). 

At the time of death, instead of 
engaging the mind in transient 
attachments and calling, “O my 
Mother!”, “My Father!”, “My Son!”, 
“My lands!” and “My fragrant-tressed 
wife!”, there are those who recite 
“Kesava!”, “Purushottama!”, and 

“Faultless-one-who-came-as-a-boar! 

To speak of the greatness of such 
men is beyond us. w 


dFuSlOTfTGu M^CincO 

0*0fDcu <70* 
rr-uSlGffrfTGU •-«*© 

GT6U«nGVJ6WfTUJ<5 GtfrTQj^GffT (ipGffTG^lD, 

GumjSI camcO fbCiOfT rs>mr«ram 

W&g>0>th£ iGr ' 1 * ^ UlSlu 

Gi jmjS)G3TITCU GTGJTfrjjLD 

iSl gsdgwt ClGun-<s> ^>i nCfj. 

Pus will ooze from festers, maggots 
will wriggle on bed sores all over, 
ants will bite and the mind will slip 
into coma, when the last moments 
arrive. Before that happens, join your 
hands over your head and chant Namo- 
Narayana. Go, and you will never 
come again this way, guaranteed. (2) 


CsafTsfjlOTTnGO Ql_lfT06TT GT)GU&)&>g i l ©_crcm rr<*£)<su 
^SfTCUGUJ QtftfSU CTG3Tnjj *rT)fT)jlb 
<=>*>•* djlcjrdjigyjij) Gurruj fyc&GunGg) 

&<b$> arr6vii) <^«fii_Gng>G3T ^pOTcjni), 

iDniTcuu) gtotiu^xI ££>" G&rruSlcv 

UDfTgjQjCfT gtg3TOT)ild Clg,ujGu£>C3'>& 2>rrL_u* 
c^i,(761ilb CTGJTUgj ^>fT L4, <fgi_ Gu6OGVrTfT*0 
cSHQGD 0 )GTOTi_^£IgO 2_UJUJg/jip cSHjCLD- 

If you have amassed wealth, relatives 
will surround you and ask, “Tell us, 
tell us”, but amnesia will prevent you 
from answering anyone. Before that 
happens, make your heart the lord s 
temple, install the name Madhava as 
its deity, and worship him with the 
flower called love. For those who 
can, yes, there is escape from the 
punishment of Yama’s agents. (3) 

Gix>euGHLprb2>gil cufTintf. £laTfr<j>&J 

Gldgo 2 " 6h 

<5>rrGyjib Gfil^rrg,^ GJ$&) 

&>G$31 2_fQAALfij^jJ tin ^IpGSTGJTLQ, 

^upcuib <jh/Ouj G^rb^npD 

^pcatgii in ngj^l en rj 2 _gtt crip GufTfhj^l 
Cqj GUGTOtG^aTGinOT GtDGl|^ln .->1/060, 

cfil Gffdl GWT <5» <9> 1 ■ Cu G LD 6U Gy I LD /*)^G LO . 

With every inhaling breath, the chest 
will drop, the limbs will tremble, the 
eyes will roll and close. Before that 
happens, take three draughts of the 
single syllabic Mantra (OM) 
and contemplate the ocean-hued 
lord. Those who can, will attain 
Paramapadam, the highest state. (4) 

LDlq. QJ t_f>l <£n L_|CU£JtG# fTQ 

sunuSUO ,^l1i«j.ui <5><gf,<£ 1 u.|ib lKgtjtGl 
fh GVT) l. £TU lj|)) GUfTfJA 0>6Jirri_li) 6tn l_ LJ u <9> 

A6TJT £> <T)/i,^ilDg)) *NC>lg,63T (tpOTGlFii) , 
Cl^nc^nL.Guip e_ih<nniB 5,nuj£kcn <9,c\jijn 

2 — ib<sD ldi j LjnujGu^iD CUuiuinn 

uSIgu & 

DQhCmA STfijip Cj£ ft cncucffCri. 

The bladder will overflow spilling 
urine, gruel poured into the mouth will 
be blocked in the throat and flow down 


72 













VISHNUCHITTA'S WORKS / Periyalvar Tirumoli 


the check, and the eyelids will close. 
Before that happens, if you can praise 
the lord Hrishikesa, controller of the 
senses, Yama’s hounds will not tear into 
your thighs, his agents will not pierce 
you with their spears, and you wdll not 
lose your clothes on the way. (5) 

dSlilg ggfTjgjib ^*rprf>l 

^ijdTl 

rbjih lo c^tcuiT (jjndhomu 

GSHJUjCgU 0)GP)Cu <5fTUjGu£)6TT (ipOTTCSTli), 
Clirij«5>LD 2_CU6L|LD AL_fb UGTTGlfl 

LOrriuc^OTT LDgxj^^GJDG^r inrrniSlGo 

Gfilll(5 CvDGU^jgiJ ^GUgJ wp>n <n>(rP)LDLD 

o rr^luunrr<£b(^) CTcyrn^jib ^rr^ldj>*corrCuD. 

When the five Pranas leave the body, 
those around will check the nose for 
signs of life, then casting all doubts, 
throw up their hands and slowly lower 
their heads. Before that happens, 
those who can steadfastly keep in 
their hearts the ocean-rcclimng 
wonder-lord Madhusudana, will 
see his form forever. (6) 

Og]Gn’63TGVi65T giiDiT CldJuuLD ^GUrr^jfTlT 

G# Guncuu i|(£)£)gii 

iSlcTT g-II LD Giicyr «JMjSl f <DrQaGVJ GT»bf 51 u 

iSl<srr (Lpeinr ^JiLguu^Gin ((.pGrremh, 

^roTGinGufc-yT ^G^cyrujaGanr gtctt^i Q^ncuoSl 
CTareTcrafl a_ crTGrrg,gj ^(f^cir ^ro Gibfr<5><£l 
ic OTTuyi (sijgoi iD^jj^^ic.aTdnr GTGtfTufTfr, 
gu ncsxa,a)^ ir>G3Trr)rru ( . < g,GTT ^qCio. 

The heartless agents of Yama will enter 
with heavy ropes, bind and drag you 
back and forth like herding a buffalo. 
Before that happens, those who can 
remember the lord, his names and his 
deeds, and utter ‘Madhusudana', and rid 
the darkness in their hearts, will be 
contenders for seiwice in Vaikunta.(7) 

iqdb fhn Iq 2_rt)IT)fTnff)GTT 
(0jjr>(Ein rQrr)<& £,(ij0^cn finiri^g,i 
inuj i" ( 'ntq ijtTG.ni u9gu fg} 

'~s | h . , ■ i vs ld GunGai 


C&fTtq. npiq. GT^LJUfljfiTT (LPG5TOTTLD, 

QcftGn^gjGUib 2_cni_<53 CarrcS! n^gjG cnrT0 
<56^14 ^iq uj 2_GtTGTTfl)5)rr ^GinrTGu, 

(^r5lui5lLLD a_innj^ijLb ^Gld. 

Relatives will gather, sing dirges 
extolling virtues and ignoring vices, 
then place you in a pitcher, cover you 
with a shroud and take you aw'ay as 
meal for the foxes. Before that 
happens, if the heart joins the mirthful 
Govinda in singing and dancing, it is 
possible to escape the burial ground 
and become free. (8) 

GUfTtU 7 (0, U«j><9)ID GlJfTflilifl GlJG\SluLJ 
ifjfTdT) £f>OT\JT(9jCn 1$ 

5>ITUJ 1, " Utf><9jlb &>!+>&”& u«3>i9>ub 

#fTCJ(iptb ^(5 u5>«9>Lb 
:j ' ; (JJ U0>0>ll> G 0 IT GU <£F) G5T , , GJT GJT LD ( 
QiFf^j^OTTT LDrrClGv>fT(jlLb 
c^LU ; I U< 5 >< 9 ) 1 £| rfj \(T) 0 > OJCU 6 urTn^ 0 , 

^g<ru g—iiim g^i ib ^Cld. 

The mouth will become contorted, 
the eyes will become deep, sunken 
and bleary. With mother on one 
side, father on the other side and 
wife screaming at the feet, the 
pyre will be lit. Before that happens, 
those who seek the red-eyed-lord 
Senkanmal as their closest relative 
and stand apart from the world, will 
escape the throes of death. (9) 

Cl<?£>£)iu GufTcojG^rrn Gurr^j i^c^nGyTfTj^i 
Qauju^ub Q^uijGsn&.^Gh G^GuiSlonGjiGiDfo 
ug>£,rjnuj @JDJb2>niT Clu^jih Gurr>€T)iDij 
u«Tip2> Ggjnfih ah)i_ 

i_l5j^flnAG*,nGin 

^lgj&iD - 1,.', 71; ‘.t| i-innGDGVJO 

Cl-ffiiig, inrTGinco I^Oggigii ug^to QJG\>Gunn 
^lg>5>ib ^(f^nij^g, ^^miTGu Cldgu 

Cl ljit)jgu q ^nGco. 

I his decad of songs by strong-armed- 
V ishnu s devotee, King ol Srivilliputtur, 
was sung by focussing the heart on 
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ab °, ut , what the >’ do at the time 
rhn t,’ an > the g00d that denies to 

hose who die as devotees of the lord of 
gods. Those who master it will attain a 
heart drawn to the lord Tirumal. (10) 

4.6/On naming children 
after the lord 

Kasum | Mobanam | Adi 

£><T 

arms acva.s.u 

r , < ^ u ' 7 <@C5'us ^tairarisn 1 

U5ao ' Cu * ®CQ 

. Gax&ib&i .©(i-ifilCcjrn. 

tb' , iu<hGSi ijjfTrjsjTTgjr ^ 

e^GffTctnciT r^rj^LD t_|* fTcn. 

O Foolish People! For the love of a 
C 7’ a d 7 ed cloth and a sheaf of 
paddy, you give your children mean 
names. Call them by the names of 
f^esava and rejoice. The lord Narayana’s 
own mother can never go to Hell.(l) 


S €?(($ S€x rn 

2_0ULJ5,C3T <9 iu fTCu 

IDfbJ^UJ LD fTGafl L_ «5fT<£luSl63T 

^ LJfT <@0u> 

CUtftMi* Os^LDfiGo! 

f^nqarsrcn g>tb 

^MT(,Tn<,ffr Q>ry<ftLb i_j«9,rTGTT. 

O Foolish People! You go there for 
the desire of a new Saree to wear, 
tor which you give a mortal’s faded 
name to your child; call them bv the 
names of Sridhara, red-eyed- 
Nedumal and such, for Ladies, believe 
me, Narayana’s own mother can 
never go to Hell. ( 2 j 


CTiin5)fjfTcirT ^^jfFjfroiCLD 
'b^i^cyr, SjfraoTTOTT 0,ii> 

«^«TCf>tf5T r^Q/hib 

O Ladies blessed with progeny! For 
the love of an oil-bath, a forehead- 
ornament and a bangle, why do you 
give them others* names? Even if you 
have to live by begging, always preler 
the lord’s names. Narayana’s own 
mother can never go to Hell. P) 

lDfTGjfl|_ ^rr^luSlco C5)fT65T^|(f){pj 
UJffflfll- 

LOaGTsfti <9fT^>) uS)C5T CufT @lll_(TGU 
«nu>*(£> 

cufTcji s>—cni— LDrrgjGurT! 

crrc3Tjrj) gfafr&ihnev 

ffafTGar a_«ni_ ^nrjGiraTejT ^ld 

( £ncrcr>cn 5>rj0,ii> <_|*fT«Tr. 

A mortal child born to a mortal 
mother and called by a mortal name 
is no means of liberation. Call him 
by the names of Govinda, Vaikunta, 
Madhava, and such. My Narayana’s 
own mother can never go to Hell.(4) 

iDcuib asn^cn^uSlcu C^rrcaT^rpg)) 

G£>n iDffu 

a2t2,«na,uS1sjT Curr 

@i_i.ire0 ujQjeynoa,^ ^sOcncv; 
(SCuiD a_cn l .A Cansfilij,#,,! Cs,*s&'bg>n'. 
CTOTrru 

ibcviii a_cff) t _ rbnrjGmon 

c^OTCJDCJT (T)rj<9,cD l_|dkfTGTT. 

A filth-ridden body born in a filth- 
ridden body and given a filth-ridden 
body s name is of no use hereafter. Call 
him by the exalted name “Govinda, 
Govinda! The good lord Narayana s 
own mother can never go to Hell p) 


a-tfrfluflcu CTwarClcBaraiu) 


«jc^6TTujub sl 0>rb&} 
Groom QunG^lfb^a^ncTi! ^on 

Ovxijcunm ,9^* C.jrr ^*0 


*>*(0,1.0 ^r^ii) 

LDfT^jfli u ClJIT 04* 

**' iq if 0*4,1#, 

cfty)(bg)j <s>j A <9>nCg> 
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on0 vjnujf&g, 5)^nG\JGun! 

£,nGiDn$)ijiT! (ncjTfT)i 
fbrT0iilc3r; r&nqanu&i gjib 

^^JlfTCiDurr rfjrj^ib lj a ficn. 

Letting the town and country know, 
you give a local man’s name to your 
child, and fall into the same pit that 
he is in. Call “O lord-who-smote- 
the-cart!”, “O Damodara!” and exult. 
Narayana’s own mother can never 
go to Hell. (6) 

LD633TGJijflri) lSI corbgil LDC5ITT 

iDrT63flt_u Guff ^rhJ 0 

CTCjjTOTSTli) 6JiC3TfT^J 

CJCDLp LD63fl«5fT*fT€Tl! 

££)<3fluj 

dj^aaiC0JI43T ^tidGlo 
JJj GiJiST^!2pJ l_£)l G3T J JJj (Tfj CiTJT63T lD 

^GSTcnwr j^a^ib t-jAfrcrr. 

O Poor People! Mindlessly you give 
your children names of mortals who 
are born of the earth and who become 
the earth again. Call them by the name 
of the lord whose dark cloud-hue is 
pleasing to the eyes. Narayana’s own 
mother can never go to Hell. (7) 

JTjlblSl lSI LDlSl CTCTTOT^j r»jlTll0 

inncsfluu Gun ^t—urroj 
rbii>u |ld lSI iiu _|ud ffTCucuruh f^ngyi 

ir^rTcrflcu Gunub; 

Q^ibQt 11 ^,mnGa'»7tf. AGStfieaDifcar Gun 

^(10 ^6nip2)&*<*rr6u, 

Ijj lD L31 {h fT GIT ^ HIJ 633167J lO 

1 —|<£FsfT ctt. 

O People! You give mortals’ names 
like Nambi and Pimbi, in four days 
their freshness will fade away. Call 
your children by the lotus-eyed 
lord’s names; Narayana’s own mother 
can never go to Hell. (8) 

i 1 UUJCll^Jjj CulTOi £>. nii<9jGn 

1 ilcncmcrTcy»u 1 <rrcirT 

Gi in 0 


G<5 3 rT<5)g J j Si {OjGTiLpfhtyldi (5>)6337fTCULb 

^liflifilGcsTfr! 

<{F)(jSF) fTCjMJi mi ^}l£) 

^Gsicncn ffjiJAib L-j<9jfTcn. 

Like nectar associated with an 
unwashed mouth, give my cloud-hued 
lord’s name to your piss-child, then 
go about singing and dancing and 
somersaulting, repeating his name. 
Narayana’s own mother can never 
go to Hell. (9) 

C^crafl LDITGU ^(rTjjh fTLoClA 
cSn Otf,fTCUI_|Atjp 

CltflTCU 

^n ^crafl G£>tf,Jol tfjliilLp ^5C37uG2,fT0 

^>CBTlt)|Lh G 1 J C\J G\J 6 U n 
Gun GTC3TfT)JU) 

Gu«rafl ^(ITjLJuGrT. 

This decad of sweet songs by bold 
and famous Vishnuchitta recommends 
giving the names of Tirumal to children. 
Those who master it will eternally 
enjoy high Vaikuntha. (10) 

4.7 / About Khandam 

(Dewpnryig) 

Tangaiyai \ Kharaharapriya \ Adi 

£>"• cdacduj (\p«3,(2)Lh 5 ,cnLDu.j«ncyT 5 j 

flj<¥XVJlL|UJ 

ctid g,fTd?(j^l GuinLi 

£, 6 srr LjftipfT ^ qarTGTOTL. 

ctld q^GufT^j^iDdiT 
AfbJ«nA A(blCT»0, CTCffTfT) GU nG 6 U 

<tf >0 <sfiW<n<J3T AcnsrrfTj^u ^Ifn^ib 
<9) Of) <9i u9 <*jfT A <KT> fj G LD 6 \J CiTJdsCltfT) flip f£| 63171} 
AGtftfTi CD CtG^TGJ^iLD 5> I 4 fT-i <9i G (J. 

The good city of Khandam worthy of 
worship stands on the banks ot the 
Ganga, whose very name repeated 
destroys all Karma. It is the abode my 
perfect lord Purushottama, son of 
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Dasaratha, who cut asunder the sister’s 
nose and the brothers heads. His reign 
is long and famed everywhere. (1) 

SCULD Qun\£l 2 _L_IDlS)< 3 T 2 _ lil^p 

C u up gd n iii o 

LDCunifcgj ^€5^6^ L£5 633fl6UC3rdTG53T 

2_0gS1otT 

U3IT6LI LJ0C|_|7g,^,LflCTT 6^JfTlj5Q.j; 

fbcutb 4,‘Aip scdl_lu rrcjrr (ipi^&Cl^rrcfTcnnr) 

LD 6U0LD 

fbrTfjcnfTGirr i irrgj#, 

AGUfbgjJ qCOTCUfTQL) i_|An u(Jl &(*)<&*>&> 

<5>6tr5TL_lb GTCjrg)|ib <5>l^.fF)5jC{J. 

The good city of Khandarm stands 
on the banks of the Ganga whose 
surging water sparkles with Konrai 
flowers of the mat-haired-Siva and the 
Tulasi from the feet of Narayana. 
It is the abode of the gem-hued lord 
Purushottama who grew and touched the 
sky, when the snow-filled Moon 
and the hot-rayed Sun stood in awe. (2) 

(lp<£hLO 2_CT>I_LU GD6ULCM_|ffl 0l$l£2>$ 
poo 2>_ibkp 

ci^rr (LP<5> &&1J ft 5>CDGUAOT)Grr §jt npjii) 

GTtb L| (TfjGL_rT2?3) ID OTT ^(&j&,Gir>0,, 
SgfllftfhGfl CHAuSI.® <9g*|UL|lLlOT ^rrcrfljb 
<5fbJ^r7(?5T 50)L uSls^GVJ 
&,£) rr (Up &> i£G3uflCl^frcWT0 

<5) r*n gd fh th 

s G5J5T i_ lD CTdne^j ld s 14 rfr^Crj . 

The good city of Khandam, stands on 
the banks of the Ganga whose water 
flows from Brahma’s hands, over 
Trivikrama’s feet, through Siva’s 
mat hair, washing radiant gems down 
the course. It is the abode of my 
Purushottama who wields the sonorous 
conch and the radiant discus, and who 
rolls the heads of wicked A suras. (3) 


^OTMDtUGUfT ^^LUfTfbgj ^O^fTCTT 

GJfbjpj GUfbgij CT$IT OurT0 C<?CDCJT 

tf)iOu|niO fbnn^^LD cSldflfryLb 

5>u) fr&h&ncsi) 

^Locu^ib < @0r*j<3>i_cvj ^cncL|tb 

<@0 *67>a 2_cu0 cSfei-A 

A STUD ILJCDI_U Qu0CT)tO<9> <£fe faj CD <£fc uS) 

^cd(jCldgu 

5>CT3Tl_UD CTggT g^ lLD 

The good city of Khandam stands on 
the banks of the Ganga which secures 
forgiveness for past Karmas, and attracts 
pilgrims from everywhere for a hoi} 
dip on both its banks right irom the 
Himalayas down to the sea. It is the 
abode of our Purushottama who 
wields his Nandaki dagger over the 
army of Asuras who oppose the just 
rule of the gods. (4) 

g> 6£>rr lj ffj>L it|ih 2_ojAcn0iu_|ib 

efil gvj syi ld 

g^ctst «3iL_ rr m ib <*7r*iJ0ib 

LD^LgQoJfTGl £lJff<£%tb U CD LANGUID a_CDl_UJ 
innffu l|0Ci_ naj^uDdn currijxn.j; 

67 (Lg CD LD LL| LD S€\_ iq. rTOT7Tiq.lU U rTGij LD 

^GDlTJU Qun<Lggjj ^GTTcSlcuflcLI 6TGU6LI fUD 

Qi_j0cn ld<5, & rbi cn & uSl err 

A CD gC LD GU 

ihGaSJ i ib ctottctjilD Arj. 

The good city of Khandam stands on 
the banks of the Ganga which has the 
power to wash away in a trice the 
Karmas collected over seven lives. 
It is the abode of the adorable 
Purushottama who bears the plough, 
the mace, the bow, the radiant discus, 
the conch, the axe and the dagger as 
his weapons. (5) 

djCDGULjClLjujgjj acuib Clunfl CiDAib 

<9€u<9<£\j di.jru£llj)^t— Si S GMT(V>) 

LDGnCuu Q L J 0 lb 0 CD L LurTGU LDCDnp^^cucjn 

LDgjcntf 

innsu i_|(fFjGi_ n^^iDcirr 
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'$|CT>CUULJ 

(ipcaflctin 

<£«CUiSlrj< 2 >Lb 0 «riL_fbgii 
A£\J U C3)U &>GR Cl 3} rT(|)] {h (8-) LD th f^i &> u9 GJT 

SiCtn rjCiDfiu 

Affrinni) cksjtc^jld &uj.(bS>Gg. 

The good city of Khandam stands on 
the banks of the Ganga in whose 
powerful surge, great sages take their 
ritual bath after a fire-sacrifice and 
bring back driftwood for making sac¬ 
rificial ladles. It is the abode of our 
dear Purushottama, lord of Mathura, 
who held a mountain as an umbrella 
against the laden clouds when they 
poured incessantly with thunder. (6) 

V ft. v 'j A Aj C«iL> • . J'"J 

Cldco ^>cy>cu tfniq 

LDrr) Qurr^gij cupu umufbgji 

S-Cn&Qyft 

ixifrcvj i_|(ff)Gi_n 0 }g,i/)<?ffi currg)€t|; 

^fQHgjLD 22 _ 6 TTJi_ ulj Qrjneua, i05)(ipijb 

<5>,®u^ lD6U(rFjib fliCVIfijgjJ &■> nil GiD<£h<9» 

<9j67jti_ ud crrCTTg^jub fiiiji fh G n . 

The good city of Khandam stands 
on the banks of the Ganga in whose 
waters, the ichor of the celestial 
elephant Airavata, the fragrant Sandal 
paste of young goddesses, and the 
Kalpaka flowers of their tresses, blend 
and flow. It is the abode of our dear 
Purushottama, the lord who took the 
bow and broke it, then wrenched the 
elephant and broke the mahout’s 
head, killed the wrestlers, then sprang 
on the king and smote him dead. (7) 

ffeng Clurrmj gjiGuttng 

Gcugj^j £> 6 an Gync^j) 0 j gjt cirr id rrrTA,^nuj 

^ij/1 cn63T ^ 

i.|(ff)Gl_IT0g>l£><Z3T ^LDriGLi; 
ffenrr ffcTigujrTA Q(t,uvuj<S3t lu,ui£i 
iff 175)0rub i!0 ^gcrerQ 

i Gcucnsfilu L|cm<5j < 2 >L 0 up &,f*u63Vj>0> 
&>&&' \b CT63T(Spj lb *m.p5«.GQ. 


The good city of Khandam stands on 
the banks of the Ganga which is 
framed by close.y-knit rows of cowpegs 
on either side, with the fragrant smoke 
of the fire-altar filling the air. It is the 
abode of our lord Purushottama, the 
king of fortressed Dvaraka in the 
Western sea, who destroyed the king 
Duryodhana and gave the kingdom 
to his brothers-;n-law the Pandavas. (8) 

C1JL lDgJ6IT>(J ArTGrTAi^lgrTLDLD 

6J)cu(<5^£}Lb gxjoictnry .^Cujrr^ff 

LD 2_GT)|_ CUjSfjffl ^L-CUGnS, 2> CT)l_UJ 
GTin u|(fTjGi_rr^,^,LDOTT 

0t_6u«na <70 gSIgtotQ ^Lq.iug, 

5jGDGUU UfT}ff)l LDgib A(Tlq. Si 

AiLc51tiJ)G3TA) &CO>*bl03& 

<9»GTOTL.LD GTG5TGiT|l lb fh \S\ [J,<9iCg. 

The good city of Khandam stands 
on the banks of the Ganga which 
flows so violently that the mountains 
rumble, the earth splits and crumbles, 
the trees along the course get sunk and 
uprooted, and the ocean turns. It is the 
abode of our lord Purushottama wdio 
also owns the Northern resorts of 
Mathura, Saligrama, Vaikunta, 
Dvaraka, Ayodhya and Badari. (9) 

CP** r 0l <^£€3)651 (TpG3T£)] 

t£l2>«TfTC\J 

QpG3T(T)| (^IpGJTrrjJ 

€J63rn}| ClafTGTOTQ ^(f^LJUfTIT#,^ 

fT)£3T(tfj 2_6TU_ UJ 

ffni) j_)(fTjCi_fr^5,»nGirT ; 

Cvp<^n •> • ' Qpeyiffoflcu C^rTGirff 

(y)G3Trf)l«3f]G\J (T.pG3Tipj 2_0, ^H,G3TfT62!rT 

ftnesr £ 1 ioClu rrt^l go (<3^Cp a fh) 63) &> uSl Cin 

<£h ctn ijGidgvj 

agmtl_ii) <rrd3Tg^ii) <9>u* r^Gg. 

The good city of Khandam stands 
on the banks of the Ganga surrounded 
by fragrant groves. The three syllables 
A-U-M, by the three-syllable Nirukta, 
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become the three, Akara-Ukara- 
Makara.Comtemplating the three 
syllabled OM expanded to three words 
with Namo-Narayanaya shows the three 
aspects of the Atman in three 
relationships with the Supreme 
manifested in three forms. (10) 


OufTfi^ <£>c6) AftjGnsxj, s^rj ldoSI acre 

g0Cl_fT2,5,U>C5T ^UvClDCO 
ClGunij< 5,561 jTjcSl lu n GfilcooSlLi^gj/irr* 
cfil^uLj a_fbpi 

£btil$tu ^CJTUfTCU Q<9UJ 0 l51lPO)IT6D6U 

jf>ni)<^luj ffjfT 2_OTl_lUfTIT<5,0<5b 
Afbj^ftuSlGU ^)0LDrT6U &>yi©Slc^GJraTA <£Cup 
{^)Crfl§i^l0l|)<9) c^jGa). 

This is a garland of songs by 
^illiputtur's King Vishuchitta 
unaffected by Kali, sung with deep and 
lasting love, for the feet of the lord 
Purushottama residing in Khandam on 
the banks of the gushing river Ganga. 
Those who recite it will secure the 
same merit as bathing in the river 
and offering worship at the feet of 
the lord Tirumal forever. (in 


Matavatton \ Natakunnji \ Misra C 

‘ 6W Guniij 

unf'ftL.tOsiMTOj U)tr«5nn_nOTcir 
ftftftcoCTjTujrt 
; GUn0®.«,.i«, a^n- 

^* a " r f>ei , ft^lft ftni 

„ '• •»«*ru*,C« u . 

CCrS bMhC m the » 
tar from loSr that SP ‘ 11 th 

waters 

•«>d wear laundered" 8 '"' 1 ’ Sr ' rai 


to his preceptor Sandipini the son 
who was lost at sea, — as he was, — 
as * ce ^°r his tuition with him. (1) 

oH0»&Cg> iDfTG73T0 
iS16tt€3 , )cit^ C 5j >€ 1T r^ircOejcniji^Lb 

1 Clo,rTGyff7nff,gj G\£hnQ{b&> 

winrjuucjr ffisnfT; 

LDejnn^u §> Guonb^^i^uurrff 

^t2> c ^(£>'b«ng> ^ctfl£$0uu"* 

JJUI ^ lDG iDfT)UJQjff GLIfTjJ) 

<rrG3TLj^jC6u. 

Vedi c Wrs of eminence who peffo^ 
ire-sacrifices and respectfully offer 
food to unexpected guests, reside in 

Tiru-Arangam. It is the abode of 

lord who in a trice brought back 
the four infants, — that had died in 
the delivery room, — and restored 
them to their parents. (^) 


vj bOlUJMII 


( ►,! # vir-LD^A 16 
duprrGLD 
©0(Lp«.mfruji &ng > g>nGfl £Mfi; 
^^(iP^UJrTLLJS ClarhJ^MUGULD 

^ ft) ld nuj fh {h &"LI (»i)) GTT 

un (5) (fp-fMDnuj rfJIdrTp <^cvj0lD 
MGTTGu CTGBTLJgjjGcu. 

j^ e d lotuses with a hue like the lord’s 
lik! r d , blue wate r-lilies with a hue 
n .Li ’ e '° r< ^ s frame blossom densely. 

waters 8 o'f 8 T nSt ° ne another in the 
abode of H,™', Ar * n S am - h is lhe , 
Parikshir 1 / ° r< ^ wbo rev ‘ vc< ^ 

Abhimanyu)and SOn ° f his , ne P hcW 

brothers in i ^. ave P rotec tion to his 

.. 

u *n the battlefield. (3) 




* 1<, »'««WCTCT ' ® >,UoA 
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0,fT65T ClClff,<^ CufT^jl<£F) 
0»CTJTi_*>CT>fjA <5,cnc.?T(b^asTr acsnj 

G&dT Cl5>rT05>5, KD^tfia CanGincug, 

^1 06U(JftJ«5,li) CTG^UgjCGH. 

Nectar-flowing flower gardens sur¬ 
round Tiru-Arangam. It is the abode 
of the lord who relinquished home and 
kingdom and went into exile in the 
forest, when the hunchback maid 
spoke ill, and harsh words fell from 
the queen’s cruel lips. (4) 

Qu^curjrtJ aot ^anGuuffr^u 

lSll£A(g) S_ Cni_ UJ ^7fTCUCS3TCT)SJT 

2-0 ^fj^u ClufT0gij 

Si—GU<£\tS)GfT& a,(Sj3TCluir)J5)5,fT63T PCTT- fT j 

0 aci| «^0U)U<5> C^nrfb ]0 ^curjA 
0u51cu ssuc^ib 0 <rrflrr Clum£lcvj ^ip 
grfuAti) (ndnu^iCsu 

CTfiJT 0LDJTCVJ C<5lTcfil L . ClO . 

Cool groves where Kurava trees 
sprout buds, Kongu trees spill flowers 
and cuckoos call all day surround 
Tiru Arangam, the abode of my lord 
Tirumal, the guardian of the world. He 
destoryed the demon king Ravana 
who performed evil acts with the 
boons he had received. (5) 

•£lj) 2-C\J<£lc\J ^<9.(7ff^GnCTT<5> 

< 2 £lipftj^£] 0 n 3 g,i ^QcngrTGin 

Gfil05>g)J <^«J 0 GDluj 

5,0 asnri; 

5,/T6y>ipiDl_CU 2 SE 0 

5>6ugit ajcrsTumj ClufTiq. 
lu <®lj i>oJT i.q_rtu <9 ,gtt 

^CTiii) cnoj5>0ti) ^grbjftCiD. 

Bumble-bees hum like the Yal, brush 
against screwpine infloresences and come 
out smeared with white pollen and sing 
Alatti, a celebration of victory for the 
lord of Tiru-Arangam. He destroys the 
Asuras of the nether world by the 
stock, wielding his discus. (6) 


CtamipuLi CU^rij00$ 

Q&rrilil^g,] ... ; h&l 0iflip2>2>i CTfftuJU 
iSlip5,0 a_«ni_iu ^.fJrfTrTA^cnu 
iSlanii) uQfa, Qu0iOfTQi 25 ?it; 

c^fluj &ch,3)Gn(h}{hGrt 
£i_Gu£mrjQjn’Uj rr fTfr 
Og,l|)]uL_J 2_OT7l_UJ ^a^Sllfl GU£>gy 

^ 14 Q&,(T\ig{b Sfr ^grbjftGuo. 

The river Kaveri uproots thick 
Sandal trees at its mountain source, 
and flows with a low chanting 
sound, then submits itself at the feet 
of the lord at his Tiru-Arangam 
abode. When the lord stacked corpses 
of Asuras who tormented the world, 
fountains of thick red blood spilled 
and flowed with froth. (7) 

cucucrTuSliijnrjja, C AipeyjiDnuj 
GDn6ncTiiS)p8pJ5 <£uj(ipi.DrTLLi 
gtgug^gu ^Gucurrft &QGraf)cn(L»ii|ib 

c£4CU«RT«?>C3Tu4l2> ^ l_ (£) 5) fTGOT 2<53 IT; 

<rrtfjc\51 lu 10 Gungj < @0(0il<ar><n gugtct 0 
GTliCi U0LT5 rrdfl 0GTOTLD u fils. 
iDGUClSlfi^A ClGUGOTTar^J0 ggrrgjlh 
id^ctt <rrcrrug.jGtfn. 

Two-winged beetles at dusk sing the 
lord’s praise and blow the white 
Jasmine conch in the walled city of 
Tiru-Arangam. It is the abode of 
our master who came once as a boar 
with strong tusks and again as a lion 
with white feline teeth, then lifted 
the wide Earth and Hiranya Kasipu with 
equal ease! (8) 

0GJTnr}j <^1,0 0<9>rT(ip (ip^liTu Gurreu 

0QJGJnCTT<D,6IT CuiTGVJ 0OT)f|Al GU CufTGU 
4>!«TIT}| ^>4,0 AGTOTlDuSlcu GlIfTGU 
r£lrr)ih lu Clii)0infT6vj n ; 

0G3TO)| ££I0 Clun^pGU «?jjvTKprt^^i 
CIaitih. (g«m mart (ixusncru 

iDGSlfTJj Gl5>63TQ)GU 2__6UfTLD 

m^ldr c^gr^j^Li) cresTuiyCGu. 

The breeze blows through the hilly 
groves, then gently over the breasts tff 
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thin-waisted dames, and wanders 
through the four streets of walled 

] l is abode of our 
ford of dark laden-cloud hue dark 

water-hyd.ue.darkdee^tT 

and dark dancing-peacock hue. ( 9 ) ’ 

Ourr^ #,$£2 

*«^22^£Sr a "*e 

«rss Oieucurm ^^CuiaCu, 

»^trwS !by '5 sh r hit “ 

th t au s „™. A “§ am ‘ ht >Weof 

■k=booS 0 ”=7» d «'roy,d 

J“ h h “ discus. ThosA,h K o ai '* b t ha 
■tare our masters aster 

( 10 ) 

«/Abou„ hetemplcof 

"*»“'»! *»M.r 

'oWuKtsnwg, SlilS | • . 

on « J »ai6G uni " t " U ' r ' ew,uli 

^ lD ^ aurriiACuj. 

breew refl ^ blue hly sways in the 
lord Rano ' ^ ue °f the 

the ladv p. analba > an . dlbe dark eyes of 
AranJnf^^^f' '? bri&ht Tiru- 

went So b r h ^ Bk,r;,, - ,asw ^«^ 
deeds ' " performing migh.V 

oecds and gave succour to the I t 

then returned to rule the world fit 


fisoi eSu^wmi ^nisi€Tii)\unsn 

S—GDgdh^jCLDCu 

CTdr ^^UJfTIT Cl^LUUJfTfT Q^UJ^rrCa^ 

CltSLufljfTiT CTcjiuiT Guit^yiib; 

LDG7T 2_0)LUj fffil lSl_€37TIT )&> fT lD *£1 GH 

Gvj rbj ctn <fTi 

iX)Corr5>i5,ciraT gs' i6iiib<b 

^ t ^JOTM_UJ ^(TPjQj ^ G^Tr^l LL( LD 

^di ^cuCa? 

The lord reclines with his eyes set in 
the direction of fortified Lanka with 
concern for the good Vibhishana. Even 
T the lotus-lady Lakshmi hcrsel 
were to give adverse reports about 
his devotees, he seems to say, M) 
devotees will never do that, and if they 
did, they did well”. Will anyone 
choose to serve a master other than 
tny lordofTiru-Arangam? (2) 

2_®dluj Clurti^GO LD0giJ ld &&)&> 

£h6Tfl ipj LD 

l5lG\JLDLJCDOTTLL|Lb £Kli) ILI LD fTGlj ID 
S__(ff)Gn 2_ CiTU_ LU <9iflil_ GJD f7LL| LD LD Cu G\J &T> D U_j LD 
2— CiT) l __ UJ g£1iL© G<9>i1l freirr 

^0GTT CTf^l dh^CrjrtOTT 

USCraTL-CU^gjIT© 
GJGS^fl GUfTlil^l 

CIGiIT©^^^© ^ U). LU GLI GT> of 

c^l Cl fTGTTGyj rrdn 

^ILD^LDSJjjrrrr ^CTaf) ^ IJf^J<5,CLD . 

The lord who destroyed the sinister 
Arjuna trees, the angry elephant, the 
Asura Pralamba, the fierce horse 
^sin, the can that ran amuck, and 
l ' ie m ighty wrestlers, — as simply as 
, pots he broke to enjoy the sounds 
' ‘ e y ntade, — resides in Tiru-Arang am. 
e ifts devotees into the realms of die 
r i a nt Sun with a tall laddcr-of-no- 
relurn > reveals himself and takes them 
mt0 bis service in Vaikunta. (3) 
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unlearn (Drub ^uSlrjcurr G^cffliurTn 

LDCT^TCUrifflTIT lDG3T£pj G-5jfTuSlcV J 

u)gj rbacTTiDCun^> aldcuit cubClu^iurrcsr 
Gluncir dJuSl«br$!T) y^Ccu CurrcuciirrcaT 
QufTgjJfbrTOjAlb ufTcfil^gj) ^©ILD^IbgjJ 
QufTCST <£Fniij^>(f)li> l_| C3TCU ^ gPbl<9>ClD. 

The charming bridegroom of 
Dvaraka surrounded by sixteen 
thousand queens in attendance is their 
lord and husband. He resides in Tiru- 
Arangam where the graceful day-fresh 
lotus blossom which pales the others 
in the waters, seems to pride over its 
uniqueness matching the flower on the 
lord’s golden navel. (4) 

^GDiOujfTiu^ 0>ni>cin*iurTuj feucunuj 

^cutfjflujrruu ojcng^cnaiij 

(TjncifT^ip^cjTfTiu (b(TCffTiDcn 0 ujnuj Gcucrrc51ujnujg, 

j- ' - " ■" '■ * 0>rT€pib -EHjCTTrrcJT 

G< 3 idld &_G{T>l_ (£(rtjg)<ziTrr(T Q#gvt(T}i 0<ffC3igru 
&$&&) §cn/ot6 »»«&> ^Lj^rrcin GamiSlcu; 
L 4 j LO(^v,ca)u qcn igOTTfbJ^cn qcrr ^cngujan 
i |.9>yj ^ipjQjLD ujcrrsvi ^aniiACu). 

When the sage Narada, taking a holy 
dip in the Ganga, worshipped a tortoise 
as wonderful and praiseworthy, the 
tortoise pointed to the river as being 
greater than itself. The river pointed 
to the ocean, the ocean to the Earth, 
the Earth to the mountain, the 
mountain to the four-faced Brahma, 
Brahma to the four Vedas, the Vedas 
to the fire-Yajnas, and the Yajnas to 
the lord, worshipped with offerings- 
made-with-love Dakshina. He lies 
reclining in the temple of Tiru- 
Arangam, where swans throng the 
lotus-filled waters and praise the 
bird-king Garuda in cooing tones.(5) 

SnLf>^g,|G3Tc5T»DfTlT A n 0 , G>S) G31U J 10 U$<T 

-ipiq'.'ii c i)tq.5>gij <^curr<5j€T>cnCuj mcirrcain 

2_OJUJ<5>Q-girT6T!57i_ 

a u51ijncrrcTT a_ cjirpuiib C^nuSlcu; 


u<£&Qjrr<9>^ib uipOiorr^cumu 
(Lpcsflcurr^icrtjib ugjbS) >h^0Lb 

^)«n5cfilcnA<!y,mij ^OGuaniiAGiD. 

The lord who is the life of all gave the 
kingdom to the Pandavas and made 
their wife Draupadi gather her loos¬ 
ened hair when she vowed to bathe in 
the Duryodhana’s gore; he revived 
Abhimanyu’s son Parkshit from the 
charred remains by the touch of his 
foot. He resides in the temple of Tiru- 
Arangam. He is the lamp that shines 
in all directions, worshipped by 
devotees, mendicants, Vedic seers, 
Siddhas and the worldly lot. (6) 

(gj0CrT iSlfjLBflrrjfliunuj ifincuoSlc^ujA 

(£,n}JU>n 'S?i& > 6*£l ^ij*djnrbj<£) 
^CDirjuQun^cflcvj Ljrr^ncTub 

c_A2>$ CTibiDrTeirr CArruSIcu; 
(rri$ui_i 2_63Ti lu ia esafleu e«n gC i£i cu ^en^n uSlnru 
GT^tb^rrfoCufTGO curruj 

il,0ug 2_ 6xi l uj ucOTr^jAcniSl entf# 

cS1lL 0 CTr5l<9i(5jib $(i*)C]iqnd<3,GLD. 

The lord went-to Mabali as a 
mendicant manikin, subdued his ego, 
took his kingdom, and in a trice 
gave him the nether world to rule. He 
resides by his own will in the temple of 
Tiru-Arangam. The hoods of his 
serpent Ananta shine with radiant 
gems, like several morning suns risen 
over a range ol bright mountains.(7) 

2_rjiu Lj©r§l ^OGraflujGinOTT a_<£1 ith^i,£1 ili ncu 
Cp>CTtcrfliu toftfrcij 
^(JLD UlT)f$) (Lptq. 

Qiftuj ^cuC^nu^co; 
2—IJLD Clu00 iDGVJflijjAinCVJLD 2_Ct»^ ^CTtnyfl, 
Gupcu 2^ tu nffog,] actiIl 

CLIQLbl j 2-00 *K^r<gQfl|F,(j|T,GLi 

^ ij pij^Gld. 

Fertile lotus flowers rise like the lord’s 
feet that measured the Earth; ripe 
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paddy growing tall, kneel to them and 
bow their golden heads like Mabali, in 
cool Tim-Aran gam. It is the temple of 
the lord who tore into Hiranya’s bright 
chest with sharp claws. How the 
Asuras crown rolled, his eyes popped 
out and his mouth screamed as the lord 
siezed him by the head! (g) 

C&Gy a_cj>L_uj tSfisrumuj 

Cjamonuj (gjtjjcirauj 

CPa-(2>cflcu Aomastomtu* 

«.jt)«Qujni Cft ru SI<u; 

CseuQcoffQ Quasi. OsA*^ 

tfleufr 6J(£| scz 3Qv u 

y^masiCu)* gjcna,,^ cyj fl a>a Q L , m . 
sflraimujITQti, L)CJTCy ^griftCu). 

Males Md females of swan pain sit on 

lotus flowers, swing and sway, crush and 
oil on a bed of flowers and smear pollen 
hke Sindoor powder on each other in 

the waters of Tim-Arangam It U the 

temple of the lord who came in £ 
Avatars o the fish, the tortoise he 

R^ K T' ,he r iW "''^ 

0 *® ' «3i©u> 

ibnrb^ftix) cTOTtguib 
5) Giftcndn uiwin^ujnffnOT $M_ng, 

UG3>LUjnaiG5T c£l,|^a>cr>& UJITOTOT 

t^cncBi u^gai fieri(^pr <rr<snc^Tujrrcndn 
■ 1 ‘- Qu(ffjU> L^rjCunGnciT 

^(f^cufTcndr fjgoftQjnfro, 

GusrifT^cjyjQ rjr^^CuD. 

The husband of Sri is the rider of the 
herce Garuda, the master of the Earth, 
the wielder of the sharp dagger 
Nandaka, the substance of the Vedas, 
the commander of the army, the 
generous, the lord of night and’day 
my master and soverign of the seven 
worlds Tiru-Arangam is the temple 
where he reclines. ^ 


^UIT 0>6JTGU 

ucm_ 2_cnuujrTaT G*miSlcu 

Cl^chfrjtT^ixj gij l. jj) rr (^1 ti> 

^(^GLIIJf^jftg, ^)(TTjUU^u9ott Gldgvj 
Ououjjjf^neucrr QiDuj^i^ujrTGJT 

5*_6y>i)<j><9> Gucucunn 

CT00(TgjT^jii3 gubQu^lDfTGIT ^COCJinUJl^^bP 
^CDwai iSffl ujrrg^] 5)nGi-D- 

This decad by truthful devotee 
Vishnuchitta sings of the pilgrimage 
centre of Tiru-Arangam, worshipped 
by the North and the South, where 

the discus-wielding-lord, saviour 
of-the-distressed-elephant resides. 

Those who master it will forever 
be inseparably united to the lotus 
feet of the lord. (H) 

4. 10 / A Prayer in Advance 

Tuppudaiyarai 1 Punnagavarali \ Adi 
gjunGtfn ujrrsnrj crcucurrub 

G<5*Tncfili ibgxiib g^jcncm ctgttG rr >] 

^UlSlCsvjGOT fgleST 

t Clauj^cirjuiujncvj; 

CTUJIJU) CTGSTSinCiJT CUfbgrl fhcSlLL|LbGlJHgj! 

ejgxiuD rTjficsi £_gotcdcjt rQca^GJTAAiDmlGi— car; 
^luGLjncng]*^ ^uGunCjj) QoncvjcSl 

GD G) J Oy G £F) tfOTf • 
^QGUOTCJJTU IJGtiCifl LUflGcyr! 

O Lord of Srirangam reclining on a 
serpent bed! Highly-placed ones are 
cultivated so as to avail of their help 
in times of need. 1 am unworthy, yet 
I beseech you because you did save 
the elephant Gajendra in distress* 
When death throws its snares o^ r 
me, I will not be able to rememb er 
you in any way. This here is my 
prayer, made to you in advance. (1) 

aruh «j^i CT63TCT»GJTS. fTffn 

e,cji3TL niu , 

■5HhjQa>nSAAnih 6}rE,^£1 errrrGGUT* 

CTCSTOTCai ^Coti* OjGfffflL li) 

Cl<gujGu^n I^ltnun r^LD65T§>LDn5,GTT; 
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Currib €T^^>cr>«TiMcb 

U|ftrT6» 6raT6gJ Tti) r£)(j)LJ&bMT LDrTCDUJ QJCUCDCUJ 
^ld 2_«rrcn£T:5 CWcuoSl GDCVfrC&dfl, 

<£H fj (+*&>&£> c^»JGlJ<£r>673TLJ LJC^raf! LUnGcrr! 

O Lord of Srirangam reclining on a 
serpent bed, bearer of conch and dis¬ 
cus! Remember me you must, when I 
die. For when Yama's agents twist 
their tongues and beat me in many 
ways, I will have no thought of you, — 
that is your game. Here and now 
I make this prayer to you. (2) 

CTQJ CVJ tlS) CU CUfT.£?C\J Q«5(2n 0(TC\J 

crn)r£) jTjUDdrr^jLfiiT ufbnrjjibCurTgy 
i§cu^>jifls3T ctottq^ild 2_umui£) ^Gucsicu; 

Grhiijlii^ii q r^j6h^ipub cj 
ClafTCuCuGVjfob GurrG<Si 22 _csn ocucumii 

CldfTGUt^SlCcJTOT, ClGSTGTiGSrS, (5>/$S,G5irTC73T(^) 

CTOTTjpl ID 

cucvj fi) uL-fTGucnflGJTrLb AnAA G<snjcjnn{^l lo • 

& 9'V2)gj ^fjcucncrnu ucncrfluj hGctt! 

O Lord of Srirangam reclining on a 
serpent bed! Pray bear me in mind 
always and protect me from miseries. 
O lord of conch and discus, I prate your 
names here and now, when I can, 
for when the gates of the nether 
world approach and Yama's agents 
kick and grab me, I will have no power 
to say "Hold!". (3) 

sfileni ujfipj id ihfTGJT^pftspib 
g> cfTCin^yi Gu(fT)«moCujnGc3T! 

(LpfTJfp SL € 0 ( 5 ) €T€o€O 00 ) £CliJ 

(npCTTiry trr^&gj (lp5 > co€oG€3T , 

^fTjrpgtj curnpjbrrc^ CTcrrn^j CTejyrcrafl 

rr 3 iD<2rr<3jLDrT uff)ff>co ft-fb'P 
,^(I5OT{I)A(flj ( f €TG37tf<r>C3T(9> AfT &><h G61J<*0«ll(*^ID; 

e SNfTGii«i€3rjn..i LJcncifliufrCffiJr! 

O Lord of Srirangam reclining on a 
serpent bed ! Lord whose glory even Siva 
and Brahma fail to fathom! O first- 
lord of the Universe who became the 
three worlds and the three syllabled 


Pranava Mantra! When Yama's agents 
decide, "This man's days are over", 
and come to grab me rudely, on that 
day, come to my rescue, you must.(4) 

€inu ^rrcfilcjr ^GncffijTu urrjhi9>i_gyjeTT 
ucrrcrfl QftfTCTT^lcjTfD urjiQ 
£L- uj lu a_co(5) ljcdi. &,&, Cgu€$3ti£* 

2_fb^)uS)cu C5>fT0^)c3Truu ff5fT63T(Lpft€y)C3T; 
cdcouj iDcsflacDfTu Gu nuj ercarjfij cTCjaTGrjflft 
<9)fTCOCTnCITLL|Lb 2_L-G<SJT UGTU_g)g>fTLU J 
gouj! €TC3Tfiy)G3Tiy, fb ib; 

I <^rj€OCTJCI3Tu U€rTCTf1ujnG63T! 

O Lord of Srirangam reclining on a 
serpent bed! O Great lord reclining in 
the Milk Ocean on a hooded serpent! To 
create the blessed worlds you made 
Brahma appear on your lotus navel, 
and deciding that man shall remain a 
mortal, you also created Time, the 
lord of death. My master, henceforth 
protect me, you must. (5) 

g,6yjTt*raTC3i6t( , r^incrr 5,un n^cn 

0frcu5> 0<9)n(7^GnLO<5icn QaiLuifirpipufT; 
LDSjnnQcnjTrr(^l crrflinib <9,rrc^ii£) 

vdit}2)]lq rt3(ipih i^lcjnrr)(Tiu! 

€TGryr<sjncvjnvi) Gi jnC# 2 ?. crr r^mnib (rrcucurnh 

€T€<f3T63jfK*€3TOTT, CTGJTCTi OTTtf, 

crcirrn^i ub 

^CTJTOTJtGcu! 5 CTG3Tt.T>C3T5 5^15 aCojGWJT^ lb 
i jCTTcrfl uj rrGcsr! 

O Lord of Srirangam reclining on a 
serpent bed! Yama's agents are 
heartless brutes, they can do much 
harm. O Lord who became the Earth, 
Water, Fire, Air and Space! Whenever 
I could, I have remembered your 
names. Bear me in mind always and 
protect me, you must. (b) 

G^ctjCWgu iDGnrpuQijn^cn fgcrrn) 

C^GtirrACTT iTjfTaj^CcjT! ffnijirmCcn! 

67(61)0 €&«.. 

€Tip SL_6u^5)ih a^crn _u.;«uj! ch<?jt £| L 'iuff! 
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CiJ(£>S 2»06^GfT IT)LDOT £U>ITACTT 

CU©S)f£)£j CTOTOTOTU UfbfDJlbCuiT^j 

<^0jcsnco cram)) ctototots, a.rTa>*G«iia3T0ti>; 
<^(jnii*g)gj ^rjnjCDCWTu ucfrctflujnCcsT! 

0 Lord of Srirangam reclining on a 
serpent bed! O Lord of gods, my liege! 
O Substance of the Vedas, my 
undefiled ambrosial delight! Lord of 
the seven worlds, my Father! When 
Yama's agents in terrible forms and 
hordes seize and torture me, protect 
me > you must, and say “Fear not!”(7) 

MOT U)fTttJli> f£63Tp <£tf§)GujOT; 

f&u)OT£um unjfgl ^oSlib^il® 

SSiCot qCftCTOTfQj CuJfTgjiiCurrgij <£<^0 
CJgJlL 5)(TOT a_C3T«j>63T iQcDOT^ftUJmlCl-OT; 
CUfTOT GJ UJ €Urr«TCUfT 0>&6>cri PFfffT ! 

U)gllOTfJu iSljD^g, lD<TU)UjGot ! CTOT 
^OTn-lll ! £ CTOTOTOTft AHftACcuaiJT@lb; 

UCTTCffluJfTGOT! 

O Lord of Srirangam reclining on a 
serpent bed! I can scarce fathom any of 
your mysteries. When Yama's agents 
seize and torture me, and force me into 
a chamber, I will not be able to think 
°f you. O Lord of celestials, O Wonder- 
child of Mathura, my darling elephant! 
Protect me, you must. (8) 


($«*TEU ct0I££j <s >y£!«r>ij s>rrg>£ <5 m>«u" ! 

C*frt9«r>g Gioiuaf^guCot ! cnhionCOT ! 
rSHOTjry (ipg,co @OTg)j ^tryfiiurTA, 

^(g> C«5fT^l ! LCfDj>g>i ^f^CuJOT; 
*bOTfn)iX) ClftfTiqiij ITjLDOTSjlDrraCTT 

ib®S)!bg>j ctotchotu ufb^ubGurrgj] 

ig sTOTcnOTft 

^iTGucrjcOTtl) ucnrcxf!iu ttGg&t! 

O Lord of Srirangam reclining on a 
serpent bed! O Cowherd-lord, my 
Master, O Lord who held aloft the 
Covardhana mount and saved the 
cows! From that day on to this, I have 
scarcely ever lost sight of your 


pristine glory. When Yama's terrible 
agents grab and seize me, then and 
there, protect me, you must! (9) 

lOffUJCiJOTOT lDg'](*,S>6T>G5T LDn^GUCSDGJT 
LDfTg)Qj©ftGn ifienrpCuj ITIT&Grr 

^fjQjcmc^u Ljcrrcrflujncr*^ 
Gcuujff q&jjp cfilcudSluigjginn ldg^t 
^^ 0^1fi>g>OT QarTOTOT iDtTcncu 
gjfiu ihotoj2,c3tit £*,£1 Gucucvjrrrr 

gJT mGJjft6U6OTGOT^CTTIT^lTGlB • 

This garland of verses in praise of 
wonder-lord Madhava, Madhusudana. 
cowherd-lord Achyuta, lord extolled 
by the Vedas, lord reclining on a serpent 
bed, is sung by Vishnuchitta of famed 
Srivilliputtur, scion of the Veyar 
clan. Those who master it with purity 
of heart will become servants 
of the gem-lord himself ! (10) 

5.1 / Pleading Helplessness 

Vakkuticymai \ Anandabhairavi | Adi 

Cunsj(£j2> gtfuLi«r>LD ^c\j rren ld uSl errrrCco, 

U3 neb cun ! a_cinOTOT cufTujftQa,ncncn usnilCi—OTi 
5>aA(5) fQcjfifiDOT ^cucuncu ^r^iurTgj; 

Jbndn &£} CTOT€Udlb 

(\prrA0u Gu*^OTrr)adn ggcijOT <rrOT2y 
(vpcu^cijnCujgijib ctot fF>ndi)^iA(2) 

^y^GrpOT; Si fT<9, CDS, GUfTuSI^Jlb Gd" 5 1 

Q&ncTtctiiTj ArnjcjrerrT ! * Q&mjj.turrCc3 T ■ 

O, Madhava! My language is impure, 
I dare not sing your praise; alas, my 
tongue knows nothing else, 1 f ear 
I cannot restrain it. If you become 
angry over my foolish words, I stl f 
cannot shut my mouth. Even a crow s 
words are heard as omen. O Lord ol 

birds, O First-cause! I 1 ) 


ncirAcfil C^sirOTrGdtGiFT. 
oaftfjib 6jjbg,j cnaaiunGcyr! 
i^snipuun- -$4/£lgyjib £>ih ^mu-inn Q^nco 
QurtQjvjugj) QurflCuu nrr 5,1 _gjt <^gjtC<d; 
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Gfil ip) $,COT£raflC<WG5T * d 'C3T &6SJT 

U3jb(DCucvjrrcO, 

Ccurry ^(rrjCuGijn'Q ct«t iDcnxb unprrjrrgjj, 
S_Gmpft(©) fp>>T i^cfrcrfl i£lcn<9i c^CjrrT}] 

ft craTl_fTUJ ; 

ogn^l cjijp 2_cu0 £_i£)ji)ff55jrrGc3T! 

O Lord bearing the conch and discus. 
I have sung foul poems with a defiled 
tongue. Is it not bounden on the master 
to tolerate his servant’s words, even if 
they be wrong? Other than you, I have 
none that would look over me; my heart 
does not go to anyone else. O Lord 
who swallows the seven worlds and all 
else, then brings them out! A spot on a 
deer is not a burden to it, just see! (2) 

fT)6$TOTHD <£) CiD UD ft GTT C£C3T{T}jl£) ^(^GtiJCjfT , 
rig Grain! cicaTsraiii) ^cucunco; 

L_|<?ffTGJ>l_DLUHSU 2_63TCraG7nj U|GTT;gTT,6:jLi) Guilu 

■ nrrdr ^erripj ftcraTi_inu, 

<D_GrrrcrauDiTrni 2_esicraG3T G^GjrrQiib ^f^Giucin, 
6p>ci'rrGff> rF>Cir>rr rbrigcram! crcsrucji; 

GUfjTCDLD a_63T GftJUiS! G&GQ CUfT^LD 

G3nciiL_i_craTQjc3T crcffTcrauh cuoncniD fttfrari—nGuj! 

O Tirumal! Right and wrong I do not 
know, "Narayana" is all I know. 
I cannot utter false words of praise 
with deceit in my heart. I do not know 
how to meditate on you. Repeatedly 
I call 'Namo Narayana'. My only 
strength lies in the fact that I am 
your devotee residing in your temple, 
please note. (3) 

Of?>0Gmflujrrcu a_cuGa,^ib ^cna^mu! 
r£l G3TLDCVJ rr! Cl^i^iumu! (SuLq-CtuGnetfift 

Oftncncijg>iD(ft, gLqiD Gcu6ran_fT, 
sa.Gnrr) Csrrfpj ^sracu GcucrarQsu^ffuGncu; 

CTcar^Ojii ^ft CftnuSlcjncruDiufTCcu 
^fbJftffciCft ^cracu Gung>(rc>Q) *«rau.irttj; 

OaitQcjiUJA <s»(ci)tfcr>OTT<9> Qftrrcinnpj *9vgi 

ft fi era ft 

CftfTg>g, 6UG3T ftcncn GftriGTT <-. :|l (^g>g>nCG5i! 

O Pure Lord who rose tall and 
straddled the seven worlds! You 


need have no doubt in engaging me in 
your service. I do not care for food and 
raiment, — these will come when 
necessary, simply by virtue of service 
to you. O Lord, you killed the cruel 
Kamsa and freed your father from 
shackles, pray heed me! (4) 

CftfTL_l_lb ^CUCUCUCTT ^2, O^IT^ 
gjLcncuajih ^craifryib ^cficu crcucumb 
GUiri_(_lb 2-G31 ClufTG5TG3Tiq.ft ,£Gip 

cucncTTuL-i ft ih €U0g)gdaG«>rTGrai(7j) 

@(ff)'bGg,ein; 

fhnilgl LDrTGjfll_g)CftrT@ CT63Ift(ft> 
fbftftcunrr LJCurr; CftipGxj 6p>C3Trry 

G<9iml(bl iDcrar Clftncran_ ClftncrrcnftuSlcjTnCGsH 
(^j^arjii) cfnpft Qa»ini)Lj Gjx^^^jfTGcOT! 

O Lord who came as a boar and lifted 
the Earth on tusk-teeth, O Lord who 
broke a tusk and killed the rutted 
elephant! 'Tis hard for me with people 
of the world, though many relish 
worldly life. Orchards, wife, cattle, 
shed, fields and well, all these without 
a lack I have found in the refuge of 
your lotus-feet. (5) 

ftcrarcrarn! if)rT6iJT(^)fteraG3Tu uGinL^^fiGui! 
ftnijcrarrr! ftffl llktuj! <^|U}.Gujg&t jf, ircn 
2 _GraTcrain f^ncir uil ^Gugy ^cucncu; 

c^GunGjg, jTjCinn fjjffrrGraTfT 
CTsraicram (Tjntcrfjub CTftft ffnio 

Gcug) fbrrcnLDGVjn Clft!rcraT(ij) g> an ungjiD 

fr)63tfT&raTIT 0jfT6TT ^ODCU ft g> gil £) I Lfl fT<£l CU , 

CTC3TS.0 C^«ncjj Ullu^csfl IJjnGctT. 

My Lord Krishna! Creator of Brahma! 
O First-cause, Dark Lord! This bonded 
serf has never starved for want of 
food even one day. If ever there comes 
a day when I do not contemplate on 
the Mantra "Namo Narayana", nor 
worship your feet with fresh Mantra- 
flowers culled from the Rig, Yajus 
and Sama Vedas, that indeed will be a 
day of starvation for me. (6) 
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Gcucnancn Gcucincng^gjT Ctooo £0 uniic^u 
QiDgjCiajUjrTft cfjM$>$j <£t$ar CidGcu 

ftcncTT fjjg^enri GAnOT<£lcflfQ iArrnfts 1 ii> 
AfTOTTCvjniiiGftncxj crcnr^j uSlcsrrrCcu, 

2_CTTcmi Gang 2_A5jgj CT^In cflti>i£l 
Si_Cf]rTLD «56vuftjftGnnujflj acjcTOTn ^ffacn 
gjcncmi) Csmjdj gjjuSlco Q&rTcnCciTcjT; 

QancucumLi ujncn SL-OTcncsTj, gjgjgjl^uinCfQ. 

O Lord reclining in the Milk 
Ocean on a serpent-couch in feigned 
sleep! In the hope of having a beatific 
vision of you, my heart melts, 
my words fail, my hairs stand on 
their ends, my eyes shed fine tears, 
I cannot go to sleep. Pray tell me, 
how am I to reach you? (7) 


ffUOTTQfin 1DTTCO CtJClT>fjCtLI 0GT>nun#, 

IflfTlfl AfTgj^jCuCcjT! LDgJn' 
ftCTSTomGCTT! *<fl CftfiCTT cfil@g>fl)nGOTT! 

ArT/jWJTrr! acrfln^j iSlijnCar! 

erorncnijicufin AC^crTCunGOT! 

cjg)g)0iij Gu0pii ^ir^^luSlarnGou! 

5 >onTorafl jtjTCJt &_ototot fbncnQg,niT^U3 eighth 
rbcmcjuuGiy ^(t^criQauj, cubiSlanCcn! 

O Lord who held aloft a mount as a 
shield against a hailstorm, O 
Madhusudana, O Krishna, O Lord 
who saved the elephant Gajendra in 
distress, O Lord who killed the rutted 
elephant Kuvalayapida, O First-cause, 
O Refuge of devotees, O Lord of glory 
beyond praise, pray grant me the joy 
of worshipping you everyday. (8) 


rbihuCojT^ Jb6&cfrn)| QQjfh cucvjcuflnfljsrr 
Ib^CcsT 1 . 

tt-iiunCftncifT S2_c\j0 cj^th <^<rrjj^nuj! 
MSjP ^uSIothuj! >yp ftpcin 
Aihu irm a,tfl Ga^ncti eftQ&jbnCcn 1 . 
ajnfjaremi otcu 3> AOTi n>g,nCcn 
cumSlgnOT <ttototc u t ^icn s_©m_2, Go,C ot! 
cjcrujiGiiiOT £*, ^ancnujnCiij. 

O Faith, O Lord of praiseworthy 
poets, O Lord who became a man-lion. 


O Lord of celestials, O Lord who 
measured the seven worlds, O Lor* 0 
Time, O Lord who wielded the 
discus and saved the elephant-* 0 
distress, O First-cause, O Lord who 
churned the ocean, my Lord sweet 
as honey! Pray rid this poor wretch** 
self of misery. ' 

«9)tUD(T 2>CTGT)0> ft0«jCun .jflrhiAua 
5jtTC33T gjofluj A0^(0ip!i) 0'- U<71 
CiltTUSOTOT CTOT Cl)€531CH3TOT 

LOn^CUOT LDg^0)2>OTCTT fljGJTCyyOTtf 
G0lf> !£>«*(£) MgjlCnCUUJfT G^ nC3T 

gSIiuot 

jjjtuDib cTcsiroj jfccBcnft] 

fKCOT< y3T)i cu<in ^cucncvj 22 — cx> 

This decad of sweet Tamil songs by 
Vishnuchitta, King of prosperous 

Puduvai town, in praise of the lor 
who is Kamadeva's father, hon against 
disbelievers, beautiful dark-tressed 1* 
Vamana, emerald-hue Madhava, 
Madhusudana, will confer the bliss 
of Narayana’s world on those who 
recite it as a Mantra. 0 ^ 


5.2 / The Fortress is put 
on guard 

Neikudattai \ Bcgada \ Ritpttkaffl 

Qfbiu^h 0L-§>csng)U 

CTffJjl&M&Cn GufTCU !0«Jj)g)I <^^>(5)^ ^ 

cnftff. Qa>tTGT5i(i^ 

dfcircuth OurT) e_ iijuju CuiuBlc^t 

QlOUJtfi GanOTiJTfJi Gurbgy) 


Gcugju iSlo'TOTnn <£W 






(9* 


crtuOi Q«5>rrcOTt_ vjCTtbi_j c ^ c 
uotjtQi ^OT(t)j uL.tq.^ 1 - 0 

O Ye sicknesses that pl*ft uc l ^ e S t 
like a swarm of ants over a P° l 
Ghee! Flee and save yourselves. 

lord of the Vedas has entered my '° 
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and made it his abode, reclining on a 
serpent bed. No more like old, the 
fortress is on guard! (1) 

CigjcinLicus. C^ncaT Cluar^l 
C3iG wQjO) ld 

g^gilCUlT 

<5iL[I) C<3nui IG3T 
(yjfti^lGufTGtrn (ip2,cucu63T 
ugjjjiTA^ ^(Lp5)Gn ^iqGujcy*; 

tlWGSTrpJ Ul_iq63U£) AJTuGu. 

Chitraguptn's verdict with the stamp 
affixed by Yama, King of the Southern 
Quarter, has been quashed, the messengers 
of death have fled. The lord who reclines 
in the pearly ocean, lord of enlightened 
sages, the ambrosial delight of devotees, 
has made me his. No more like old, 
the fortress is on guard! (2) 

CDuSl0T) rfjl IT) Cl^rr^gcncDu 
ClJG37qCU<9 G^CTlQJ r f 
AuSlrbr^jLb . srfl 

ahciSIgjil.lj unraiD 
cr uSl fT) i^l i . mcmO Anciaii ertr, cn^ 

^ijnui j&cu CT«jrcnciTu 

uuSlojn^lu i icjufKal aililli di, Oa nOTTii_ nern; 
uGrm^l <x^cjTrrj| ui_iq carii) anuCu. 

Long ago the lord lifted the Earth on 
his tusk-teeth. He made me read his 
works day and night, and practise 
austerities, then took me into his 
service. He has freed me from the 
prison of the stomach, released me 
from mortal fetters, and loosened the 
shackles on my legs. No more like old, 
the fortress is on guard! (3) 

LDHiJ^u] ciJCucfil«r*G3i G^niuAncrr! 

Cfin CDGv;cfi1<5nc3T <9,Granr»ir; 
uiCAcnmiilcsT, i_|C; 

cncrfl^i AGOTTieiT, t_|Ga,G3u£) cot; 

lSIQ ftOTi ^cucyi ctLfucnejn 
Gdfftyi) ^l(nPjA.G<5,nu51cu ast3Tu?(t; 

ifhJ«9>uiiL rr&j e ujuju Gi j fTLfil€3T; 
mOT3t(^ 1 M iQfajntP 5,fTL>Gt I. 


O Ye weak forces of Karma! You have 
finally found a match, just see! Do not 
enter here, not here, not here, not so 
easy just see! Know that this is the 
sacred temple where the man-lion 
lord my master, reclines. Now run 
and save your lives. No more like old, 
the fortress is on guard! (4) 

irirrcraflA 2_(nj 

lD ITU J CD 63T GTGJT LD 63TCpGCTT 

G l_) 6 Jilfl £h d A n COTT fT fT^ jPj] L-j O) 

Gncu&Qjth OAncrarGLcai, iSlrflgjj ^enr/)!; 

LD fTGrafl<5>£h U IJ 6337 L_ fTfJLD (h CDTF l£>_ IT j 
gjgSI qjctt (ffjnpjiburra ctt fi-cnciffr! 
ufTcrafl<5>A Cgvgtjtl. n, rr^L l61ctt; 

U633tQ 1 c*Nff!fTrQ| UL_iqG3lLD AnuGu. 

This is a treasure-house of jewels. 
Any evil-minded rogues there, 
bev/are! The wonder lord who 
came as a beautiful manikin has 
fondly come to stay in me permanently. 
So run, do not tarry. No more like 
old, the fortress is on guard! (5) 

s2_iT)iT) sl_ n^i l 9Grafl G^T 3 ^uJ ( ^J,^ci^ , 

2 _ld< 9 )(£) (jpenr^j (alancu^jCAcn Gaicnm/Slon; 

Ain Glduja(£K,ld iSl o rr cn n n 
Gl_JC3^)llb ^JjI^aGaITuSIcu AOUTlcn; 

SL-CDfJA^IcyiG^CJT ^CJTGfUD , 
c^ijpcfilcriOTTAiTcrr! e_lda(A) *c' rt 

u 0 g\j cd cvj , A637rten rfjL.L&cjn; 

c^CniT)l LJL.Lq.GnLD AITuClJ. 

O Ye great miserable sicknesses! Listen, 
let me tell you something. Know that 
this, my bodv, is a temple where the 
cowherd-lord resides. O Deep-rooted 
miseries, let me repeat; you have no place 
here, know it. So move on. No more 
like old, the fortress is on guard! (6) 

QftnfhJcnAfl 10iever*q ctcjtgtjild 
C lu ngj id l 9 ofl cu diLprbgjj «>MLpA^l 
(lpGDipu51c3ncj L|ftill_(^ 

V^L !%,£] lpQjC<njGDG31 
<u A'- ftLGij GDisrarcTOTcn ^lDidhcd 
tfvGvcfjlcncai ^uSIcn ld nrov_i 

LJPUAU LJ L rT6U 6331 OTTIlD Cl 5 UJ <5, a631 ; 

I 1633T(^1 ^CTT0| Ml lq 63UD AfTi <Gl I 
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I slipped between two mountain- 
like bosoms and fell into an abyss, 
then floundered helplessly in a dark 
cave. The ocean-hued lord my master 
came and saved me, ridding me of 
my Karmas. No more like old, the 
fortress is on guard! (7) 

GJg)C^S,CTT CTCUGuaih 

i gtCgTgrygfrGgrT) 
GurTcj>i_u iSIqnannn 

Curr^eu AiDcu 6UdT Ofb00ii 
M(2)2>2>J Oa«raflg> $t_(flco 
ung, gcoiilcnCflT cncufligjnn; 

uej5T0 uili%cmb ArruCu. 

Purging me of my past Karmas, the lord 
of yellow vestments came as my Guru 
and entered into my being. Residing in 
my lotus-heart, he stamped his footprint 
on my forehead too. No more like 
old, the fortress is on guard! (8) 


The lord who sleeps in the ocean 
amid lashing waves, and the lady-oh 
the-lotus, the resplendent serpent- 
bed, the beautiful Milk Ocean, * 
have entered Vishnuchitta s being- 
who sang these songs of praise, f° r 
guarding the fortress. C™ 


£_n>*eO 2 _rr)ft<w 2 _rr) 0 >co 

6£>GS3T<3,t_n ^y^lCiu! stbiCa.! 
c^jD CTtf>l 2>fT5>g^» ciinCcn! 

atrnf^AGifl! £,sctCi_! 

@0)^ uL.nuiaj 

cTorjuun a_Ccon& urtcS niacin! 

UfDCDCu ^€?i(Jiu(t'. 2_rrjftc\j 

ucnaflujc^q) (^rfjl AQ&rTcrari&cn. 

Ye radiant discus and conch, Vigil! 
Ye deadly dagger Nandaka, Vigil! 
Ye beautiful Sarnga bow, Vigil! 
Ye eternal sentinels of the eight 
Quarters, Ye King of birds, be vigilant 
and stand guard over my lord's 
bed-chamber! (9) 

u.ilGcjirT0ii) 
uirros,L.Cc\jfT0ih 
ufTSDtymmi) g,fr<g}n.h 

ugcftcup, $c<nn ucu CtOfr^u 

ucncifl Oo,ncTT^cin0 iSlfjncnGtfTu 
uijci^a! dnrr)ficiT 

uCi*«nb ^ncug) Quii^iLCl- . 


5.3 / Closeness to the lord 

Tukkacchulalai \ Purvikalycmi \ TisM }?1 

gj &>e>6 Cb£> 

cu6ncoey>uj ^jdu u«f)!ssg>ju 

Ll&(^ 2t_65TC5>GJT5» £,6^(0 
Q«5irTGS3TCL-<srT, 

CufT<3> G^0ffUg ) jOS3TCl_? 

LDftftCH dhCUoSle^L- GlO^S) 

j>g>ajch gjCSTGuuS^co^cu 
^<9>Os>QT atnjfr i iS\rofbgJ ^caitnnLu! $1*) 
H>nc5^00 G^rrcyicu <rr0g>rruj! 

O Lord of Tirumalirumsolai, na> 
Master! Cutting asunder the snares, 
pulling me out of a whirlpool of misery i 
you have entered my person, I kno^/ 
it. Now will I let you go? Devak 1 
had lost her six children through Kamsa s 
cruelty but in a trice you entered her 
womb, and were born 
to her as her child! (1) 


Gucincaojgtf cr*ufafy, 

Duffs'#** 


i fi 


@fb^n 0nc\jr^^cnncvi 

Trance dhOTWTL-rtiiJ 
^(f^cuna^ii Qu^iutucjn * 

^n0ih ^u ) ( L P criL ^ 

^efilcoiaiT £nj, 3 >co ,, * 

€uc\j0QauJu_|O) ® 

CstTGTlGU CT5>g> rtuJ 

Caught you! Now I will never lei > 
go. Lest you disappear througT } 
magical powers,! swear upon the a > 
of the lotus! You were never true t° 
anyone. O Lord of Tirumalirumsolai 
abounding in springs in which peop * 


r ou 
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from town and village throng to bathe 
and worship to rid themselves of 
their Karmas, O My Master! (2) 

SL-.GJT&(g)U l JGraft 2-&H- 

Oujcrai, Gunuu ^(tv^er 

uGraftir^j 0*** 

<yn«mu oWl^igui <ibGrau_nuj; 

I _| GJl 63T£,£) GT> GVI ft dfl CtTGlft LJ u «£bJ 
QLjnbirrGaiiq. 6}jnij)i5i 

S’gjtA ^ (T) <ru r ufl-» g> graTgr)nb cu^cvj 

lf)fT(?S)(ITj^ G<9rTGDGU STIT>-5>rTUJ! 

I have had the good fortune of serving 
you. Now if I must go to someone 
else and stand at his door, will that 
not belittle your glory? O Lord of 
Tirumalirumsoldi, where the Kurava 
tribesmen harvest tender ears of 
wild corn and cook fresh food as 
offering, praising you worthy leet, 
O My Master! (3) 

^n<p>U> • iQicijiH AM 1 a. ip^jTCfn rp//»j 

. rii/* 1^5 fr 

£iiprij ^gjatiencv o», 2 gjt 

1 rQipcu ^cuGufTGV.1 urwhCirjnn sl.uSI m*ji 5 i)1 tb 
i^nci-T b-rpiij^iii 

'-a'tfiraifO'TUJ ! 0 ^ 1 * LHTC 33 II CLI HAft n UJ 

Oun uj oS j rrjn^j uj Gurfla 14 /iwiiir,, 

GUO51L QiHij^j ar^^io i 3 kdtfLDu(^/jj<'fc' Tu -'! 
iDncr61(rb^ G<3rrGr>cv» cnfodTjntu! 

Long stretches have I roamed and 
floundered with neither shade nor 
water anywhere. No haven have 
1 found, other than the shadow of 
your feel. O Lordoi Tirumalirumsolai, 
you went as an emissary of the 
Pandavas, then spoke a few lies and 
kindled differences, and stacked 
corpses in the battlefield everywhere, O 
My Master! (4) 

■^fT^ia;, ciLpir. rQcMGTT. 2 ? 1 Gv« 

5^'p T . irtuSlffA .^rnrr, errerr 

(X* -^A^jCn.ui '*?J4>6U i v «^luin; 


IDfTGU 2_ 5sGTTm£lff)(^U) GTCTT LDffJtCGJl! 2_<£TGTl63T 
Gurnp/J, 5 )Gdgv>ljCIulu^)i_Gl G3T; 

Vo<50j 2_<5>Gnnf^lri_)(^)Lb (^GJTAGDGJT 
uDfiG^(iTj^) G^ncraicu 

My feet do not steady, my tears do 
not stop welling, my body trembles 
weakly, niv voice docs not rise, my 
hairs stand on their ends, my 
shoulders droop, my heart surges with 
expectation, as I come to you for a 
new life. O Lord of Tirumalirumsolai 
surrounded by big lakes of fish¬ 
dancing waters, O My Master! (3) 

Cl^fTm. s>- <ra~ii (un^ryih lSlrfing^iii 
r gi(j><£l rrg)i t_b iiMT>2)itO 

gu - : -.-j * Gfh^iu*^ 

Ulflrj^i rai.f^Qia^ub \ 

iD(a-jji/f)jQi^T'T*lj rQ .rarm tn n i.r. craft si iGraTGTjfn! 

in itjj tSlinGfil fljGflg.*, 

•V <v*-y • s_<rarG^hnuSifr ; d>,Grn_u l i< 9 ilj Oliuj , 
ld n ^ nj^ fi j^i\i unnjdjjiTuj! 

Not even Siva or Brahma or anyone 
else knows ot a medicine to cure the 
sickness of rebirth. O Dark gem 
luted lord who appeared as the healer 
Dhanvantri, pray cut asunder my 
rebirth and direct me to the portals of 
your grand temple. O Lord of 
Tirumalirumsolai, O My Master! (6) 

4-2>40i.‘W>r) <nbitgj]u■ . (M 

v ji> g5t Gi jn ^^fT-,GnnGvi 

• 1,1 ■« GTnSl g GT?Gn.*i,<4^11^0 &y+V' GVf '»* k*, 
Ofld) GTG3tO , )l GPA dfc&'Slui'Uu : 

&• Acrv^A^MHib h 

^>LGr>i. Glujnf^ib 

i 41gij ujnii.1* ■ i, 
LD»TG\Sl^n,^Fj Gflncuicv) C^fb^j'TU 1 

l floundered on the other shore of a 
senseless ocean. By your boundless 
grace, 1 have come over to this shore, 
tired. ^ ou do not lift your hand and 
say to me, “Fear not". O Lord of 
Tirumalirumsolai, with discus-bearing 
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mighty arms, big eyes, yellow 
vestments and crimson hue of the 
evening-sky, O My Master! (7) 

crgjOjCnCTT s,rrcv>y>ib ffTg>£,G7>GJT &cipu|tb 

^€5iQn>n0 rv,asncn ^orGfi) 

s,nco^pu> Cumu* <£Lf)luuilCi_CTT, 
sfi a__£3T6nGSTu Gun^QcufTi_Gi_«in; 

GDU>5jgj6iJT«niifTiTo,«^cn cumpcfilg,^ ion<r>£)C\jn 
r^jbnjjGbGDfjft Qft0^,5,fTuj! 

(Qcjnuncu^ ^gstGiq, $0 

UlfT(?Sl00 C^nCiHGU CT«b£ n w! 

For how many seasons, and how 
many ages, have I been caught in the 
time-wheel of a today and a tomorrow! 
Now I shall never let you go. O Lord 
who favoured the Pandavas and 
destroyed the hundred enemy 
cousins! My heart is set on you, 
do you not know this? O Lord of 
Tirumahrumsolai, O My Master! (8) 


CUuSl£)$!!> <kVtT>$0JbC0, - 

<3HD ClflUJlLlCU £*_fr)ffj\0UUGSl, 

cun>>rt>1 £_«TGn«T®> 

^ffjsr(0O<!>»n&£nGu < 

Gtjn^h ^(^cugjiGSjTCu? 

ClffOTfT)] GUfTOTJTGtf>GST G^n^lD 

$05 ^^csrncu 

1 a ' ■* « cBipo QaihCD 0 ^)! ^0' 

iDrTGO^n^iCSjGrtnCi^Gvi GTrbfljrruj! 

Even when I was in the womb, 1 had 
the desire to serve you; today 1 have 
come here and found you, how can 
1 let you go? With your discus you 
cut asunder the thousand arms ot 
Bana and scattered them far and 
wide. O Lord of Tirumalirumsolai, 
O My Master! (9) 

' .lOG^nry sl ft/Aih 0C' . rfj&nGjlin v $0- 
inncSl0(^G*jncncvj ^dncrjicin 
f^G«Tfr> iSlrjficn A<*G«bv ^iqaruDOs ^rrjib 
Granin nc^ CMuj 


Qunsin $ftip u)ni_ih Ouncu\fbg»J G^n^SU 1111 

CinGuaCftfTCTT Gfi)i_Q^g>2>6?T 

g^OTTQQGirnQ GpG5UJfol^ Linu GUGVJGurtft Si-^ 

A*j) ^enfij^nejn §,u>Co- 

The whole world goes t° 
Tirumalirumsolai on pilgrimage, to u ' c 
a holy dip in its waters. At the feet o 
the lord who stands there, this dec ad o 
songs is dedicated as a sincere prayer } 
Vishnuchitta, King of Puduvai to ^. n ° c 
mansions gleaming with gold. T K) ^ 
who master it will become agents o t c 
lord-who-measured-the-Earth- 

5.4/Oneness with the lord 

Senmyongu \ Yaditkulakafnl^oji- \ 

Qog*<^ &><** ^(njGcunj- 

ih uinuj 1 

g)C3TC3^G3T Clinjp l£'*5 ,r D JJiOjlJ- 
gjrTG^nGjfjn’ afi) a 11 - 

cicnc^cuti^ih <n<nn s>-<w)' c^nft&r>u! u_|Uj a_ 
fl&ftrjU Ounrfjl •/.. 
fg\ 63 T , ,rIn.4,1,•»_-> ' . 

ctab 'V// ' 

O Lord of cool Tiruvenkatam where 
mountains rise high, waiting to gi| re 
succour to the world of mortals* 
O Damodara, most wise! My bod} 
and soul are branded with y olir 
discus emblem, 1 wail to recei v ^ 
your command. Pray what do you intent 
forme? 


iffjCDCiJ GTIT)) n'_ 

■g <nc;rr.inG5t^ un/K/>. ITOTTl i <& 

GTGjiKfyii) 3,1 gyjui Ojff)^LJ 
r?H/ftcifiri^ncv>; 

.r_,*rr,€44 CMujigib UfTGiiO, flhn(»} 
f,K ( jj Gcu^l63Trr,5,ncvj ; 

GTGSTgjIlb ,2>mp£D 

jhG^iGvnJUftjjSl Cij n iij o,Gl < 9 -, i_ G^ • 

O Lord who rides the Garuda 
bird! After you took me into your 
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service the ocean of rebirth has dried 
up and become sanctified space. 
The death-trap thickets ot Karma arc 
burning in a raging fire. Knowledge 
is flow'ing like a river ol ambrosia, 
flooding the head and above. (2) 

cmfHDGjrn! GitfST ^CuOgjUJCuCiTj! 

jjjiTuJdiCfiaT 1 

tftdff i. blLljg)*) &W 

p i •v (oiug)|Gllftn? 

5>imnOTT Ci mCoj 

cl.6Hgt> unci ]ld irrcvjcvjfub 
ald urumnCg* il (»y 

i j nuj{j>5*'•’jrKjiGij - 

My Master, my tutelary Deity, 
my Liege! W ho else in the world 
can enjoy the bliss that l enjoy in you. 
All the miseries ot the world that 
hung heavily like the pall of 
death have released their hold, 
and hidden themselves in bushes 
without a whimper! (3) 

ACnffJ.ia.0, 'Posrr, 5,eF,rTit>C| p fTG\J 
iie I V) 50- OlrtUi 

i>_wn<an63! i . <* gst; 

* I Afrf»p<ion/) 'olaiuujuo o<D^yiio c^ctt 
GVjrrjn; 

C^ni^T o&y&tji nrwrafl! 

,-^fiirr, G-'Ju'iifl.Cisn' 

Like churning the ocean and filling 
the pot with ambrosia, I melted out 
mv body, opened my mouth, drank 
deep and filled mvselt with you. 
O Lord with mountain-like arms, 
bearing the discus and the bow! 
Now the evil-intending Yama cannot 
enter the bounds ot my domain. (4) 

t.lt_inG , 57cJw^r^ Q*rtrnruT(^l 2L_«mri.'>>GU ifiCa, 
fQrr)dl Ciy.> Ci * ft g\i , 

•J T< v Q^fT-^njrfwl <rr<j5T .. 

{ ,n,r ' I £> VT . 


2)_tJT<SD<r3T£h Cl < 5>rTOT'iJT(^l GTg3Tgn|gil GtfXnj£»G<2jfc31: 

£T<73TT6D GJTLLI li £> . GffTtfsfl Cu Cj) ll. C l _ G3T J 
GT<3T ^uun! <rrGST §^(n } *c 
crdsi s_ ii^lni, <3,fTGiiD)COT! 

Like rubbing nugget on a touchstone 
to check its purity, I have rubbed 
your name on my tongue. Forever, 

I have placed you in myself and myself 
in you. My Lord Hrishikesa my 
Father, my Guardian-spirit! (5) 

g <*n i uj cSl^i^fjLDih 

fipOTTip! c^u^liuniflcu ctg\igvj riLb 
(Tt fajibJii CTi i uj O ^<5, ib i.j rrGvj 

.'J.ciinQji^ gst: 

i£)fim <-§ni (hi th Lfl (ip <f!l Gu rh) JIAA 

'Ti^fTinnr' r^thC? 1 

c^GTTG^lcnni CurQt 'i t 1 iDnJrf! 

ijj o.U «. ifljCItiarjpG&V 

Like inscriptions on the temple wall, 
I have written into mv heart, all the 
valiant deeds of yours without 
omission. O Lord Rama who wielded 
the axe to subdue insolent kings! 
My Master! Having come unto me, 
now where can you go? (6) 

< i0Ui tf>uiG\j Q« irrnSl&fr 

' nGjaimuifr (^xcoi Ci jfiG\j 
alunGulibd) C^ttnq. gt<<31 

Cu'Gb Qi nTfibl^^nuj; 
ui(ff)ULj lcgvj . n^^flvLi! 

CTTCtJTrQ] «2_ 671 61> fTfl ^ClO 

a_,fb. Olj fTcolib^i ji>n<rf?C<nn«rwn 
© i. .^A^Klcsni^rCui. 

Like the Pandya king planting his fish- 
emblem flag on the high mountain, 
my Lord, you loo have planted vour 
auspicious lotus-feet on mv head. 
My tongue is swollen with reciting 
your names incessantly. You have 
taken me into your service! (7) 
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c^OTlfVjfljCZTUITG^jU) ft^ L QT un^jlb 
QftfTlij^rTA CDGU^gu , CTC5T 

ifl«Tjb&g)jCTCen cncu^l 

QjiTip<j Qaaj^nujj CTihiSloncifT 1 
fQcncjTiijgj] cr«3T^jcnCcn jQgjtqi Ci<b6i(g)0. 

ftCTOIftCTT (SHaiDLI ' ; r.|ip fr. 

rpcncsrfij^l^jijC^ rjLDLb 
CfTjlfl Cl(J)lq.lUGIlCcjT! 

Making less of your love for Ananta and 
Garuda, you have entered into 
my heart and given me a new life. My 
Lord, my heart melts, my eyes shed 
tears of joy. Contemplating you, 

I have ended my miseries. O Lord 
bearing the discus! (8) 

ucnfl<9> 0 ,i_gS1cu uGTicrfl C(Chn€?r»crnu 
uip5iG0u© tndn 

lOftfTA ff.t_e5lcO curnp GUCVJ6U 

idhuj n>CiTJTrTcn ft>ihiS! 

abofls, *t_Cco! gjQsfU Oft_Crj! 
g^cafl a_ftjCft! Gi&nrrjj 

@L_iDrtuj CTC5T<nr>CiST 

£ybMe*mC,u , 

O Bridegroom-Lord! You gave up 
reclining in the Ocean of Milk, and 
came running to take abode in the 
ocean of my heart. When many 
excellent resorts like the grand Ocean, 
the radiant Sun and the exalted 
Heaven await you, you chose to come 
and live in me, what a wonder! (9) 

ft 1 - CUG^gCUfTiD ifilcjlgyih 

<bGucn CuitcO 

AL.figiClflujnuj Qfb0^ciT S^crrCcn 
^£>rTCTTq)|ix> ctot rv^ubiS 1 

cut- ftL.(ipih cffisug)rb£,(ipib 
'0$tfT guGugm 

•> OlCI-AftfiTI CTtfSTijncu 

^L-GUGTka, Qo,(TGTOTi_Or>C3TCuj. 

Like a bright spotless flag fluttering 
gaily on a tall mountain-top, my radiant 
Lord, you appear as a flame flickering 


brightly in my heart. Casting aside the 
Northerly Milk Ocean, the high 
Vaikunta, the walled city of Dvaraka, 
and many such places of abode, you 
have chosen to live in me! (10) 

Ccuujn g,r%]0iGTn ^cu^gji 

L_©^fljp)C3T LDC3T£)ti5> 

G 9* n uS^ G\j O £h n bib' G th n cu cvj c«n G<n fh 

Ct rHig fbi c^ n (vp cvj cvj cnrcmGrtcsT 
,^iuncjr[)GSinr) ^LDgrt CanGncu 

ancntu Gurtcuu un L ffljiCjCunn 
£jfT(ipLb ^G^i^ft^aCcrr. 

Gopala, the dark cloud-hucd Lord, 
the cowherd-chiel, the king-of- 
celestials, has his temple in the Jeeva 
of Vishnuchitta, scion of the Veyar 
clan. These songs in his praise are like 
Amnitam for the learned. Those who 
can sing it will become inseparable 
from the lord, like his shadow'. (11) 

Alvar's Lotus Feet our Refuge 

The Maidens’ Vow 

Tiruppctvai of Andal 

Invocation 

f^cnagjirhJAGTo^OT A*nU/hi* 

CT\j^ug>iL> 2_ ^Cun^uj 0>(rt}C'>cw TUD 
ungfTn^jgjujir) dtucuib £(Tk£)4£i iflrj<*V u 

ClUlgjgjW r^g]UinU 

cruCGuna^Gi^i-nujfTib jt>l*hGrfl{73ib 

lijnuojng, 

GftngjngjshjCJiuj 

l^uj cj^naroihi : 

I My obeisances, over and over again 
to Goda, singer-of-beautifill-songs, 
who wakes Krishna sleeping on the 
mountain-like bosom of Nila to 
remind him of his duties, and enjoys 
his company by force. 


92 











MAIDEN'S vow / Tiruppavai 


^(SncaTGULLlCU ^GWM-nGTT 

^ n rcu a fr <ih (£5 u 

UGJTgpj ^j^V)LJIjrtt^QJ UCUU^tiJlD - 

(&> 67T Csfl CD a UJ fT ffU 
umq& Cla.nglft^ncn rt^uni^nfincu j^iDrrcncu 
^uv^ClAn^Oj^ntSTJCTTa Q«3ncvi^j. 

Andal of fertile fields - Puduvai -praise 
be to her - sang for Arangar the 
Tiruppavai of poetic grandeur woven 
into a garland of songs of sweet 
melody; and also gave him the garland 
of flowers worn by her. 

(ifcjic) diCtl& 1 Ai haQati^Guj 

ClffjfTGVH jncjKm umq ^(f^cncucucvj t_jcua.i<nrvcnumu 1 - 

Coj r\i ^ 1 oi'r*'J A^tffTcyi cfl ^1 Cl ili drr nri 

^ lb tn n rrj rf) .b 

i^niriAi <siin CTiOTTKwnOin 

O fair-bangled Maiden ! You made 
love through a garland of flowers 
sanctified with songs of the ancient 
Pavai custom! You fervently willed 
to be married to the lord. May we 
ever remember you. 

Margit!ittingal \ Bon/i | Adi 

toirnflui^l^ ^0r*i<< 1 ,<b’ u)$ <£j fl) rt, A. 

5 ) cfl cn fi cn n cvj j 

^firn u CunjPjicfin Cu rr^jj lAGana, 

CfbrlWijjjuSn! 

J'n iiu.b(<^»h '3i l iuLiunxt4 Cl^cucua 

^inr)j ihn^rrcn! 

•C. n CffU CVJ Cl*fT(C^4'C , ifi)Fi ^cU63T 

f% % * 

1 o^nuC^ jA)inQ4»fi 
Gjh <3^1THjft ^.OTiJTCnfl UjC^ftOTdb 

Aim Cin^fM di^lnio^jlunb Ci in<,\j 

i* 

rj^nnriii 1 co<3iCc3T 1 jcoTfr) ^j^n^crun<jji; 

\ mCijnit 1 lAipL’ 1 nqfbiJiJ - flCcumr <rubLjm?unuj, 
In the month of Margali of auspicious 
bright moon day, bejewelled girls 
who would join us for the bath! - come 
along. Gracetul-girls-of-Avppadi 


cowherd clan, Sweet-little-ones! 
Narayana is the son of Nandagopa 
renowned for his sharp spear and 
fierce deeds; he is the darling-child, 
lion-cub of beautiful-eyed Yosoda. Our 
dark-hued, lotus-eyed, radiant moon¬ 
faced lord alone will grant us our 
boons. Girls come assemble, and win 
the world’s praise. (1) 

Vaiyattti | Vasan ta | Adi 

cncuiij^gjj in.pefiA/»,n<m* ^(ipib r^ib 

Cl^Luiqib C<9>GrfCrjn: ufTff)<5>L 

CDLJUJ^ giJ uSlCTTJD U(JLD63T ^ iq. UfTlq , 

£*_cwiCsjrrfTLb, unci) S2_toorGc3STfrtD, 

i^fTili^nCGu 'f,rjn»4 r 
criiii/Jh.’-Q (TT^ipC^nib. tocuir fhmb 

npiq Cunub. 

O/huu irr^tfn ClauiCuimb, $<!fc(flynGfficn GIi'koto)] 

((Lpi.ii iSl^cnau.jLb ^i^^bC.nffJTiJuib cnA^nuiq 
a ojiiiLnnjjj c»G*raT6wfl se_«?i>GjCcufTir 

cribi insiinui. 

O People-o f-t he-wo rid, pray hear about 
the vows we undertake. Singing the 
praise of the lord who sleeps in the Ocean 
of Milk, we shall abstain from milk and 
Ghee, and bathe before dawn. Wc shall 
not line our eyes with collyriuiii, nor 
adorn our hair with flowers. Retraining 
from forbidden acts, avoiding evil 
tales, we shall give alms and charity in 
full measure, and pray tor the elevation 
of spirit. Let us rejoice. (2) 

Ongi | A rabbi | Adi 

e_ cu(£j £,£>£>> Chit i imq 

r^nt^i&yCn ff)ua li fTffn GiJ 4.^5 <9nfT)$ i^«7 

^**4 UOT n c\j , 

$gGn(h\ ibT^ CTGUCUfKb £KlAOV (ipiftlflllrfl 
CltJIU^jl 

&<*»(*) 'olu^CT, Q«4»QfT,gyj|0 AlUGVj SL^CJTTU 
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Lijftj^GussnGTTt-i Cun^lcu QuirrfjlciiGJmQ 
5iarjTu0uug3 

CgjfhjftrrCfl? ^0? 

uj>$ 

cumb»ft5> (£)L ii j©cr>rT>ff*c^/-b eucnsrreu Ql)01Ii 
lj Q\ &i &i cii j 

sf^fhnoj Qscvjguid - crGconn 

crthunsunuj. 

Praise him who measured the three 
worlds in two strides; our winter’s vow 
will bring joy to us. The monsoons shall 
not fail this fertile land, but bring forth 
golden heads of paddy. In the still 
waters where seedlings are planted, 
tiny fish will jump and dance enchanted. 
Lotus buds will sway and rock the 
dreamy bees to sleep. The udders of 
our cow ; s so grand shall scarce be held 
in our milking hand. Abiding wealth 
shall be ours, come! (3) 

Alirnalai I Varali \ Adi 


like arrows cast from his Sarnga boss ^ 
too may live, and en )°) 1 u 


that we 
bath-festival of Margali. 


(4) 


Mayanai \ Sri 1 Adi 

ififlUj 67)631 U>S3T6£j 

aiTcnuj^ t* Su6&6n<*/MI> 


gji 


CujniLnuj Sujjgj) ^ ^ 






ID 63716371 fT! <g) 631 Jy (V, <Zf\/h 

^gCsutt); 

r M^' 'u& «|A0. 

<T*9. 

2£H C\j 6\j C3T SL_0CutbCunG\J OlDUJ 

&ff)i3)g)i i 

utTi^lujii) Co>ncn a._Cini.u 1 jj^ugsffuGn 

sd^»u9co 

^ipCuncvj iBc 5T5^1, cit6vnDi_i*ftCi jntvi 

<&£*&>&»• 

fljn^rrCflb <onrtihi^»ii S2_.cri5)0)§) />tjUj63ivpCunG\j 
6un;_j. su.6\jAIg^Ioj Quuji^Il. nuj; t]P>nfht»)i6rt)»ij 
o,n ^4u a.- cnCcvjnft 

ctodi jn.auniij. 

O Dark-rain-cloud! Dear-as Krishna! 
Pray reveal yourself in full measure. 
Enter the deep ocean, gorge yourself, 
roar and ascend high; darken like the 
hue of the primaeval lord Padmanabha, 
strike lightning like the resplendent 
discus on his mighty shoulder, roar 
with thunder like the great conch in 
his hand, come pouring down on us 


SUJTuSle3 T f T 6U un«^, ' S5THGv.1 

Cujniu tSknipm* , 

gsri* ° OUM ' f „ , 

If we come pure and strew •' 

flowers, with songs on our hps an 

feeling in our hearts, and of let P • , 

with joined Wands to our j 
Damodara, - the prince of North 
Mathura who haunts the clean t>A 
of the great river Yamuna, who 
horn as the light of the cowherd cia - 
and who was the jewel of his motnet 
womb, — then he will forgive ou 
past misdeeds, and even what re maim 

will disappear like cotton unto h r 
■ (5) 


So come, let us praise him! 

Pulhtm \ SankarabharanaM 
Misra Chapii 

(en)6fl)tD <4^uiijtS\6in k ,r * 

' • -r C 

tS\6Tt6n^«iJ , i. * A . " ' . , Ci • • ’T*' 




Gffai(b' 

.. ^ncvi 

ff.c&Gu/) nth i ti> 

G»<?i)6nGTt$/ki 

f. Ihtw&fl,* 0**633™@ (jp*^***^ 
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CIlDGTICTT & * ffTOTff] Cutl^tjeillb 

a_6TT6nib (£)e^»TJbgjl - GjCcurrn 

cub u fT<ai it uu. 

Look, the birds have begun their 
morning song. Child, arise! Do you 
not hear the great booming sound of 
the snow-white conch in the temple of 
Vishnu, King of the birds? He who 
drained the ogress Puinna's poisoned 
breasts, and kicked the cart that 
ran amuck, lies reclining in the Milk 
Ocean. Sages and Yogis hold him 
in their hearts and gently rise, uttering 
‘Hari’, the deep sound that enters our 
hearts and makes us rejoice! (6) 

Kichu kichn | Bhairdvi \ Mhra Chapu 

&& cTrhj^ib 

0>GU!2;.£| 

Gudflcn Cli 0^ c$«i fjcmb CdMl iq cncvCujn - ? 

Guiiiu Oi uTOiGt-WT 1 

'rjn.'fcLf. iS! nr)uL|iii acu^cuui 
C iinfl (^jipco JKf**4#9uj£ iCA<Pc^ncb 

t\Qpj\ ^uqir^rjcmb G^>ili4cncviGuifT'? 

fpj fT u I i9i L J ^ lj G3T1.9 CT'GTI ru 1 fT IJ n U l <TOT GST 

i i jni .(.ijib i^h Iai'Ci 

G(£|0LD &L. £T> l_ U J fT UJ ! ^)lt GlC 6\J fl CT 

cribi inoi nUJ. 

Devilish girl! Do you not hear the 
screeching sounds of grey-birds 
chattering loudly? Do you not hear 
the churning sound from the 
butterpail of 1 ragrant-haired 
milkmaids, their bangles and charms 
jingling merrily as they 
churn? O Nobly-born girl, do you still 
he in bed listening while we stand and 
sing the praises of Na ray ana, Kesava? 
Bright girl! Open the door, quick!(7) 

Kilvariant \ Ddnyasi | Adi 

•1 , .. VT»b QaietTialcmcjTfTjj, S^GTnn ilrrji 
■ i u iG.r . ' **■<►(,*! ; 1 .4 •> s cncrr 

tilblvcititfna yCTT^ii 


CunGurrcjr CurT^cjtrrjrciugij Gu( tldc'j 

2_G3T<Sn GJT<9 j 

CLicijruan sufbgii f£lc^nGfDrrib: G^ngj^cuib 
5fi_GS")1_LLI 

uncuniij! CT(i£ rfjfy 0 fruj . l-iniqu uGo'ifn 

Q^rTCrarQ 

LD fT CUITU.I (5? GTT £>0)11 GST GST LDCVJGYJGSVJ ID fTl_ Ui. UJ 
-II*•••! QacsTfr^ fbrtJf)Cfl6blg,fl>oa). 
CTGTfir)i 17 uj rV, gtCgu ntt 

cubu r»Gvnuj. 

The Eastern horizon whitens, water 
bull aloes wander out to graze the dew- 
tipped morning grass. The other girls 
were keen to go; we made them wait, 
and came to call you. Dainty girl, 
wake up and join our chorus. The lord 
of gods ripped the horse’s jaws and 
killed the wrestlers. If we go and 
approach him with our prayers, 
he will listen in attention, and 
bestow his grace. (8) 

Tintuiru | hLmur Kdlyjm | Adi 

aim ^4 ^.rnrgiib tfiffhiijG) 

•£J11 nil fh U)ip& £ 3 ! u9 CVj (.TOTG tD GU 

tToT 611 %jn 10 

mninncaT ipaCch 1 *K£j6mb i^>n<jfi 

-•IfUGun ili , 

antfin 1 ^ciicrjcm GTji^uC?GgfT , j' 2l gut idagtt 

fh ITG3I 

ctmdGui n? Q.OC&lGl n‘? 

(T3T/T)>> G GU rr'? 

cjifiu OM(r*,»u, 2 J |iiS*)c\i (Dfb^acj uu nGcnn? 
inn ld nujGSi ld ng><njG3T csscupit cteainjj Guatn)i 
funtnib 1 ibMQjib n-,icifilcjrrnrjj crCsunn 

gt i_o 1 1 (tgii r> wj . 

O Cousin sleeping in a sparkling hall 
on a soft bed with lamps glowing 
and incense wafting all around! Pray 
unlarch your helled door. My good 
Aunt,prav wake vour daughter. Is she 
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mute, or deaf, or fatigued, or has a 
spell been cast on her? Let us chant 
“Wonder lord!”, “Madhava!”, “Vaikunta- 
dweller!”, and many such names! 
Conie, join us! 

Notrucchuvarkkam | Todi \ Adi 

C'b'T'b'Tutf &GU g(^^C3TfT) ^lf>UJS3TfTl£jf 
^mjnCijrr Gunacu $£) curs, rut? 
2> n 2>t D.4> gjJLpnUJ (tpi4 ji*ngrTiuOTTC3T fe>li>LDfTOj 

Currff)iT)Lj M eyffrcssfluj^rrcu; 

ucrcrQ g>0Rjrrch 
ajrrujcSjprba 0 ldu* ijsrncjjith 

Cgjnnjnjj^ s^sjtaCa Clu^fbgjuSlcu^rTaT 

{brb&nQ cnfT? 

■*<£>£> &***#& Si_c»t_ujfTiij! < 5M0^jacuGui! 

Ca^frjLDrroj Qj^gj - gjCcumi 

CTibuncu frill. 

o Cousin entering high heaven 
through vows, will you not answer, 
nor open the doors? In the days of 
y°re, the demon-king Kumbhakarna 
hdl into the jaws of death through 
°ur blessed boon giver, Narayana, 
who wears the fragrant Tulasi on 
his crown. But did the demon then 
transfer his sleep to you? O Rare¬ 
ly 111 of immense stupour! Come 
quickly, open the door! (10) 

Kutrukkaravai \ Husem \ Misra 

Chapa 

<9>cffjinij0,cn ucu 
^-’IDiDnfr ^rr)^ Oaaur^ 

&l<9LUU-|Uj 

spang, ©cucufTg, Caneucun &l b 

OuniT)Q &fT ^(l Uj t 
M«TtDifilCfiu1 CufMni,' 
+4***,+ G^njp.nrm crcbcur^yj Ct] ^ ^ 
yPIDlDUi Cip^lcVjQjcyjT^^ 

uni £ 


^fbjT)fiCgj CuanCg,, Qacucuu QucraTLiTilui! 

s-covDQib Qu ff0CTT? - ffjCo.»frn 
CTlDl irrotfroi. 

O Golden bower of the faultless Kovalar 
folk who milk many herds of cows, and 
battle victoriously in wars. O Snake- 
slim-waisted peacock-damsel! Come join 
us. The neighbourhood's playmates 
have all gathered in your portico to 
Sln g the names of the cloud-hued lord. 
You lie, not moving, riot speaking. 
° wealth-favoured girl, what sense 
does this make? Come quick!}’! (1 1 

hanaittilam | Kcdaragaula \ \di 

dJ.cnerr^'cTrnjj 

ft 

ripcncu GmflCuj unco '^inr 

JjOncjTgjgjj ^ICuGUlb CdJQj (^ 4 ,^ 01 b n,jb 
Oggucuwt ^iSu^naj' 
Ljcrflg, 5,cr>cu ctaip ojn aft) A4VX. . - 

^C^bjSlGJTlTCU Q^cn Claim DITCH G3T<3 

Q<o0fr) 

,flcn £>gi| 0.0 ,@crfluin«r>c 3 Tu uni Gvitb rt* minu 

6)(ryGijnuj ; 

& l<a h^) {h^on rr-^\ erdnen Oi 

al,. - CjGoJiin 

ffTiht i n <nj rr ill. 

° ^ Slcr °f a fortune-favoured 

cow erd who owns cows with 
oun ess compassion, that pour milk 
trom their udders, at the very thought 
o t ieir calves, slushing the cowshed! 
e stand at vour doorstep with de^ 
ropping on our heads. Come ope it 
your mom h and singthe prajse o j the 

U L ear . t0 ° lir h e ‘trt, who in anger 
S l h e demon-king of Lanka. At least 
now wake up, why this heavy' sleep? 

l°P e in neighbourhood know 
annul you now! M 21 
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Pnllinvai | A than a | Misra Chapa 

ncncrflcyr cufTuu rrcDGnu Clurrtucurr 

<£lcTrcrfl<!i> actjctt dfr^^caiiD Limcnli 

ClJ fTLU 

iSbTTCDcn5iCTT gtcucu n^TTjih urr<m cuththcnvn 

HthSrrtn: 

Cloicncifl cfl<uny>ii> ; 

uiAkwjA ^.fT-T3>: 

&, . ' / QTHiu! 

^.ncna, (£)«r>L_r!>gu iS'T'U 

l_J6Tt6lfl<3. ^l_g)^GujrT? LI fTOJ fTUJ! f£) 

ffjTC3i n cn n tvj 

o,ericmf) Acuibg*] - crCcunri 

crvhun cl mu. 

All the little ones Live reached the 
place ol worship sinking the praise ol 
i he lord who killed the demon 
Ravana and ripped the beaks ot the 
demon-bird Bakasura. The morning- 
star has risen and the evening-star 
has set. O Maiden with eyes that excel 
the lotus bud, do you still lie in 
bed instead ol immersing yourselt 
in the cool waters on this auspicious 
day? Give up your shamelessness 
and join us. (13) 

Ungal Pttlatkkadai \ Anarnia 
Bhairavi \ Mtsra Chapa 

l>_faJ0.Cri L| CP 0,0, CTu b C0><Tt'_L 

^ 4 < 1 n " r.nnui , ^^hi jG\j tfijmi; 

m M A. ■ .it fl 'CVt ftSliftAGL* 

4J, a,A.'*A » 

Cl ifT-Vl-annjnn; 

(if>«TtaT\b CT^Ju & i ,rT lL C» 10*'j 1 

•»,*va»mu ! iPy^jij<)jlnfTai, tVincaain^fraj* 

rt-nctibou . u i Mtii! 

0 &gji A&J-^UICTT 
' iivauia .3fftn<MLu?u .ftty crG<;*'»«n 

r* : .rcLa-i. 

The w hue hl\ blossoms ol the night 
have closed The red lotus blossoms 


in the garden pond have opened. 
The sacred temple ascetic with white 
teeth and russet cloth has gone to 
blow the temple conch. Wake up. 
Shameless-girl-wit h-brazen-tongue; 
you spoke of waking us early! 
Come, sing the praise of the lotus- 
eved lord who bears the discus and 
the conch on lofty hands. (14) 

Eile 1 Begat la \ Misra Chapa 

£T&jCgu! ^ GTT faj c£l Glfl C LD : tg(3TG3TLD 

S5_ <T) faj ^ ‘ ■ C UJ n! 
■^1 C\J CUifTfl}] . fTjfajCDAliin! 

CLin£*n^£l £3iGrt>C3i; 
(TUCUGnCLl 2_63T «3iL_QcXUJ0.Gil , UCTOtCl C-CTT 

ojnuj 

cjjAJflSrtaoi r^faj0:CcrT r^nCcr 
tfJJGUGPuLi jfj GLJfTA,nuj, tfcSltfSl CcLjJ)] 

L «H bXIUlT 

crcDCufT^di Gi inn^&nOorT? Cl irTribgjnn, Gi 

C7 Q a n cn 

cu cl r^cn wT >n »t 05 nnn gip 0 

iprrihn^i 

ctiCDuuncjncji oifru igjiCjtu uufjfjl - ciGcvjnn 

tfriii in«jmu. 

“What is ill is. Pretty Parrot! Are von 
still sleeping?” 

“Do not use icy words. Sisters, I am 
coming”. 

“You are the harsh tongued one, we 
have known you long enough”. 

“Oh, your words are stronger still, 
just leave me alone!” 

“Why this aloofness, come join us 
quickly”. 

“Has everyone come?” “Everyone 
has come, count for yourself!”. 

“Let us all join m chorus and sing 
ot the lord who killed the strong 
elephant Kuvalayapida in rut, and the 
demon king Kamsa”. (15) 
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Nayakanai \ Mohan a \ Adi 

r^fTiu^c^Tnuj 19^2) fb&2>G&nug)]6u>t_Lu 
Canu^co ftiruunCfli'! O&rn^g, G^frcisTfTyib 

ft (J GOT 

sunuSlcu arujufrCcsr! iDGnflft.A&Guib £>nGn 
$ rrj gu n uj , 

«^ujn r^Qji£iujGi[)rT^p&(2) uc;n £> 

icniucn l_DfexSis^lQJfeidl&TJTGST 0GotG3TGG\J 

cu nujGffjn ; 

gjlGujmnnuj cu^Ganih , g^Qcui^u 

unQ Gun sin; 

GuiTujrrcu (ipaT63T(ipOTC3Tib id nfl) nr) nG g,, 
^iihvurT! 

Gibui (Qcs'iGua, AgjG^jiD V>d - 6jG6orrrr 

CTihutTGunuj. 


_r r he cowherd- 

light-and-fragrance^^ celesibl$ 

clan, wake up. ce mi spanned 

who ripped tl J! 0 ^ re P g0 lden-feet, our 
the worlds; O P that you 


Undu 1 Saven 


\ Adi 


ffg( Cg>nCT«uG51u.rai 

2-*>& u>S» * sfl **’ 

rt+tW* *^1 *«k Ap«"* ! 

Qi j>&l 


1 *"7; 

vnfTOjG^l'- 1 


jjbjb&ClD* 


^wcSi &&*&"»**' 




a _GSt 


Cwifr 


Oafcft*.•* r " ^ ^ 

* aCwnfc 

Open the door, Nappinnat, 


O Gate-keeper, open the doors 
decked with hells, gateway to the 1 j^nft 
mansions of our lord Nandagopa 
where festoons and flags fly high. 

Yesterday our gem-hued lord gave a 
promise to see us. We have come <^£1 $0> € ' jnuJ 
pure of heart to sing his revellie. Pray 

do not turn us away. O Noble One, 1 Open ll * c ^ l j ie mighty 

unlatch the ereat front-door and | ^"jaeoMla "who has big elephants. 

O Lady with fragrant locks, look.. t ' e 
cock crows; birds of many feather, 
chirp sweetly, on the Madavi bower- 
O Lady with ball-clasping slem ^ 
fingers, pray come and open 11 
door with your lotus-hands, Y° 11 
jeweled bangles jingling softly, t aa 
we may sing your husband s p 1 ^ 1 ^ 
with pleasure. 


unlatch the great front-door 
let us enter. (16) 


Amharame \ Kalyani \ Adi 

-^ibuijCto CsnCrr) QfliiiiMib 

CTfbGlij(fTjtnndn ^|j)3>Cfl,mjncun! 
o'Ambucnnno,^ GTsucurni) 1 ' 

G^cndiG^ 1 

vuiAi hh 1 uJGo^g>ruiJ , . ;0c^» jt) n 1 L 1 ; 

Si-ibun GflhntnnCcsT) 0 rruj*, 

ClothGlunri) 0,$>Qij\n6 ClcGuGun! ucuC^Gun! 

S— ib iSi in ib ^,u4ai s^.(r)niiCa>cu - G£>n 

cribunGurriij. 

O Lord who gives us food, water and 
shelter, pray wake up! Lady Yosoda, 


Kuttu vilakkcnya 


(18) 

Sahana \ 


(<5s0jg,i <s£\git£.{<!K G^,«rL_(^^^ n6V 

+C ****"** 

QlD&Qfi)6«ljp U^0«HtJG5T/b$CTT ^>60 
Gr»n«bg,| Jbi&jb 

o , 9 , n rhi ‘ D ^ 1 

WtCu^gyA, 4»U -fhib Uinnijn’ oiniIj$[DG limjJ 
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6r>iD2> d? S^«t 'D^rmcnc^GT 1 

^^ftcricyr Cun^ib gjuSlcii crip 

AITtJWI . 

GujgyjLD iSlrflcvi ^©^^cucumijaGu; 
5,5)gijcuLb, ^vir^i - crjlc cvj rrrr 

<TfLDLJ fTGU nuj , 

Speak, O Lord sleeping in a room with 
a lamp of oil burning softly, on a soft 
cotton mattress over an ornate 
bed, resting the flower-coiffured 
Nappinnai’s breasts on your flower- 
chest! Look, O Collyrium-anointed 
wide-eyed Lady Nappinai, you do 
not let your spouse rise even for a 
moment. Your unwillingness to 
part with him, even once, is neither 
fair nor just. (19) 

Muppatttt | Sencurutti \ Misra Chapa 

(ifnLnjdhgii /\pGurr Q^Gain^ 

ALII Jib AaftClLl! gi)u96U CUpITlu: 

Cl^ULJlb 2— GDl—UJfTUJ! ^lipGu 2_CJ1 l lunui 1 

.Iffljui HD C^An(^l/>,/^jLD Q^LOOjn* £j|U^CV' ^npfTU.': 
OflijL| Gindin (ip<sn<Ai*T CUciiciintij 

in^Tjtrii^GO 

r^ui^lerrcjncn r^Goi * gjju9sii 

GT Lp tTUJ J 

2 —&<3i(ipLb rrcrfl iq ib 3 >ibg)i 

id ct-ji n gti (iin t^jT 

.u (P-beTi,n ij n - <rrC6urtn 

GubunGunuj. 

Wake up, O Warrior who leads the 
hosts of thirty-three celestials and 
allays their fears! Wake up, O Strong 
One, Mighty One, Pure One, who 
strikes terror in the hearts of the 
evil! Wake up, O full-breasted 
Lady Nappinnai with slender waist 
and coral lips! Give us your fan and 
\uur mirror, and let us attend on 
your husband now. (20) 


Etra | Nad an a makriya \ Misra Chapa 

61023 eT(£1a Gunnel iSgjj ^afluu 

iDfT0©nCg) unci Cl^n^iiLiib GUGticnci Clu^ih 

U Ehfhth GT1 

^IT)0LJ uffJiL {b&nGF lTxO.Gott! ^^aj-rjnuj; 
25!in30lb Q_Gff) I_UJ FT lLJ ! G U rfl UJ IT LU ! 

gu 

C^rTrrjf^LDniLi i£lG3Trn <9> i_Gg' gjiuSlGu err up mu; 

*o itjtjCOh" 0 gu©S i G a rrctncvjrVjdJ^ ii- gst 

Gli HQ (T) A-55TJT 

<^00^1 Gufkfti ^iiqLJcrafliqasn CunCcu 

Gunirjf^l ujfTLD Gu2>C^iTii) LjAip£>£>l - GjGcunn 
cfbunGn mu. 

Wake up, O Son-of-the-eowherd- 
chief, who bears prized cows that 
pour milk incessantly into canisters 
over-flowing. Wake up, O Strong 
One, O Great One, who stands like 
a beacon to the world. Wc stand at 
your door like vassals who accept 
defeat and come to pay homage to 
you. We come praising you: Glory 
be to your feet. (21) 

Artgamna | Ya m a tu tkalya n i \ 
Misra Chapa 

iDn (SKncug,^ sittnaf' ^uSlicriGn 
ufhi£huDniu CijfbgiJ usncnfl aalL iq 0 i£Gip 

^(fTjUUfrjT G. irTGLi 

^cdguuQuujG Ami; 
A>lr*iiJ)!cSJ<^kurTujifi CtatuA siudgdujlj uo,u CunCeu 
GTliClDCil 
vifil i^i ujhG gii n? 

^lf^lA(GTTjlh ,S>^^$lUG2}Jli JfTGD 

^IJGTTT^li UAITGtfnpil felAjAGtlGlDCU 

G m fl A G UJ 6\j | 

cnr^i.'i.GnCujGU ^nijub - (nCcimfi 

gt ii 11 n wi> n iu. 

Like the great kings of the wide world, 
who came in hordes and stood humbly 
at your bedstead, we have come to you. 
May your lotus bud-1 ike eyes open 
slowly on us, forming like the mouth 
I ot dancer's ankle-bells. May the gaze 
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of your two eyes fall upon us, like 
the Sun and the Moon risen together. 

May the curse on us be lifted. (22) 

Marirnalai | Punnaga Varali | Adi 

ujirrfl ujcneu (yjcnipijjdflsu iDOTrrafls, 

fa** 

Cci/nl idu?i 7 Qunf^a CTuufT0iL Guii^gi 

a-2)^ 

Ciprfl qrouuuQu 

Currs > 0LDrT GunGcu ig u,cncuu 

guoth cairn! «j_ err 

Cff-.ruSIcu jfitiig, @*i a C«n 

Gan-ULl £_OTM_lJLI 
’ . Ill (Tib OJJbfl, 

actrflujii ^rjnujj.gj ^(jdi - cjCconn 

CTibunGunuJ. 

O Dark-kaya-hued Lord! Pray come out 
of your sleeping chamber and grace us, - 
- like a fierce lion that lay sleeping, 
hidden in the cavernous mountain-den, 
waking now with fiery eyes, raising 
its mane and shaking all over, then 
yawning, stretching its back, an 
stepping out. Ascend your majestic 
lion-throne and inquire of us the purpose 
of our visit. Grace us. 

A n n wit I aka m \ Ka ri nj i 
Khan da Chapa 

ni gfa *_Gunn>j5l! 
Q\ech m 

-^lrt)Go G«jnrrjr^J! 
Q, jttdsitr t a Gunibf^l, 

v • -J| cTf^fbO> nuj - Cufln>i$. 

0cintr>J airT '• "* Gt JTTQ-Jf5^ 

[QC5TC1D 8 ,GU 
GciiOj CunOrjlf)! 1 
erdnnjj cfdn©] GaciiaCii) sjgj^lu uonrr) 

O^rrcncunGn 

#j*»J u-inih <nGcunrr 

GTibun^uniij. 

Glory be to your feet that spanned 
the Earth as Vamana. Glory be to 


your strength that destroyed Lanka as 
Kodanda Rama. Glory be to your fame 
that smote the bedevilled cart as Krishna 
in the cradle. Glory be to your feet that 
threw and killed the demon-call 
Vatsasura. Glory be to your merit that 
held the mountain Govardhana as an 
umbrella. Glory' be to your spear that 
overcomes all evil. Praising you always 
humbly we have come to you for boons. 
Bestow your compassion on us. (24) 

Omni 1 Bebag 1 Adi 

ep^gX £> io 0 >«'ml j u iSInjjbfti. .. n--> 

fpgyk&i «**■ ■ Q.i5niJ0> 

s> in4>^<w n£91 -?*,*'«■ 2>"rar iQovm'bfl 

0,ffr > £b<ZT'*b x - J <5>(00OTT 

cncircir fQ-j3T(Tj Q^01>nnGcu! 

v dne* *®» 

G^fbC^rnL; uc^rr) ujn;j,)<iu, 

C.OGiJ&(lplb LufTlb 
unto 

CjGcunn 

CuiiLjrrCufTul. 

O Lord who look birth in anonymity as 
Devaki’s child, and overnight grew up 
incognito as Yasoda’s cluld, — you who 
upset the despot king Kamsa’s plans 
and kindled fire in his bowels, — you 
are our master. We have come to 
pay respects to you. Grant us your 
favour of measureless wealth and 
blessed service, rhat we may end our 
sorrow and rejoice. (25) 

Male | Knntalavarali I Adi 
mrtGcu! iruwraflcuc#^^ 1 '^ 

-2^0 cm dr* 

C meaner l,Tfr GJflu-'Cn ,v ' 

G<?>i i 'q Gu ' Gvi; 

iFyn<2yJ2>GT>$> CTCtlCUlTlb { iptJ&>C»6F 

LJfTGU S>jG5tf7Gtfifl5>#j| 2_ 6^7 

U rT(CT) OOGSl «jtl u.lGir 
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CurrcvMnjffJT afhi^rhiS^cn GufTajuLin0 

<73 fji i_ LU ^rrC <7u ; 

<3ncuu Qu(n>ib uc^JpCiLi, u6oeun<arn(5 

itOij , 

Cancu ^gttaG*, Qs.mq.Cuj, 6fii J £fr<3iV»U); 
^gSIcti ^GDGVJUinuj! <5^l2>^ T <^K»^ JfT,T 

s^ib lj ftoj rru. 1 . 

Gem hued lord who slept as a child on 
a fig leaf during Praiaya, the great 
deluge! We have performed the 
M argali rites as our elders decreed. 
Now hear what we want: conches like 
your milk-white Panchajanya which 
reverberates through all creation with 
its booming sound, a big wide drum, 
and singers who sing Pallandu, a bright 
lamp, festoons and flags, — O Lord, 
grant us these. (26) 

Kudarai \ Purvi Kalyaru | Adi 

Off ,1 TCJtn Ul6jiGi'$y|th r ’ * fTtiflt*rf 

ii. <&&&* I4»i!J 
Ijniq.u • ^ ‘ UJrtlO » (PUjiLHWroj; 

rit, <fj,C»o, C^ncTTaifi^cn{^oj, . Q#«fiU*j 

; 4,C^| , 

IJOl^jCiD, CIGOtfT)] Ui LJGU 0 .Gu££)|ib 

uj m_b <x ^cjjflCCu rnii; 

22_(^1 uCu nib , &*ft> * iSIcSiCgJT unifi 

C/Jrtirji 

(npL Qf>,uj Guujgji <, (>»'*/ r-rt- giji^Ig).' nn<9- 

flfii. iq LlSI(fT)£.5il (^jfettlfrbn^j - c^C^jrtfT 

w*<* im.nnu’j. 

(J Govinda w h o bri ngs disparate hearts 
together! See what lortunes we 
have gained by singing your praise 
everywhere. Jewels of world-fa me 
Sudakain-bang 1 " Tolvalai-amulcts, 
Todu-ear-rings, Sevippu ear-tops, 
Patakam-anklcts and many others 
that we delight in wearing; clothes 
and finery, then sweet milk food 
served with Ghee that Hows down 
the elbow: together we shall sit and 
enjoy these, in peace. (27) 


Karavaikal | Kamboji | Adi 

0>2)£r>GlJ<!k<>'fl tS CT G<5C3TfiJ] ^fTGSTLD CaiTffjgiJ 
SL_OT3 T Cunii), 

G£>63irr)ju) ^cucuag, 

£2_G!P <9,631 GJT) G3 7 LJ 

iSt/Tjfifil L-|G 33 TGSjfliuib ujnib 

£<_<TJ)i..Cujfub; 

,<r,cr(nGti (TjOCT^jii) ^cu5vj't<2) 

63T 5> OT G ra i tr 

SL.fpGsucvj fbUxfVh 

c ^f5^ ,fT 2) »9rfr«inen&Ctfffmh ^bijnStaTncu 
£2_ot ari» cai tfia 

jfln)|CtJ»r <^jcpip$ ) £,£3rci|ib ^fr^Lu^binnC^, 
j^&n»DffljrT! £ g,rnjniL i iGTtip - cnGconit 

CTiiun’Qjmu. 

Lei us follow the cows into the forest 
and eat together svhile they graze. We 
are privileged to have you horn among 
us simple cowherd- tolk. O Faultless 
Govinda! Our bond with you is eternal. 
Artless children that we are, out ol 
love we called you petty names; 
prav do not be angry with us. O Lord, 
grant us our boons. (28) 

CbiirancbivH | Malayamarttum | Adi 

Xfl rryfisnCcu onb£ l | s_ gsti»ti gji a 

G^cS^bgjj , SL 6»T 

Qlj nit)rnmu q ^iqGuj Gun<t)<piiij d l_* iT^rr^vrei 

G^wHifruj; 

Qii'if .ji Cm 4 sc_cjrat to a cq i lxj 

^ rrj C ffj Gu gu <n r»w ^ tfrr 5. Cl <9> n oil 6ii n m c.\j 

i n^MT^j j 

I J6<nfoQ^>fTGTT6Vjrr<3fT 

GT fT) lift (T) A ib (.J lp GJip \SipJuUhh t IjUJ 

2L 63t tiJT ( o Gyi fl 

2_0)G(T)nGui ^jGcufub; 22_(jai<9>G^ r^iuo 

- 2 H,l QjJti iC(Dj nib ; 
inrhcnon i>>m *»,n i^r^i ^, to Ti iiin,i,njj wtGcvmA 
ClIOl iflGll fTUj , 

Govinda! In the wee hours of the 
morning we have come to worship you 
and praise vour golden lotus-feet; pra\ 
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hear our purpose. You were born in 
the cowherd-clan, now you cannot 
refuse to accept our service to you. 
Know that these goods are not what 
we came for. Through seven lives 
and forever we would be close ro 
you, and serve you alone. And if our 
desires be different, you must 
change them. 

Vangakkadal \ Surat, \ Misra Cbapu 

*L€V) 

^**£<*H«*A**> CtfuSIcmpujrrn 

Clg>ntuj6vj uili_niSifjnc3T 

C-ancng, *:#n«sna» 

* :• SifilupiDrrencvj (ijjuug^ib gjOufrCu) 

2_<5ngu( jrm rr^lrjc3Tr^ ujncvj 
ewer itjQ, 

Glaciicufo ^(f^Loncuncu 
cnhu«<uetii- 

This is a garland of thirty songs of 
faultless Sangam Tamil on how the 
moon-faced bejewelled maidens 
praised the lord and got their boons, 
sung by Pattarbiran’s daughter Kodai. 
Coda, of lotus-wafting cool-watcred 
Puduvai fame; by the grace o! tlie 
mightv-four armed, beautiful-eyed, 
gracious-faced Tirumal, those who 
sing it with joy shall find eternal 
bliss everywhere. (30) 

Benediction 

$^eun<nu,fj£>&j cunipCu- 

4/r<*) . i (tpLji jgjnij Clfli ji'jlctfirrdi 

cunj^Cu 

''akurfliunt^^inn Ch CL jcff3u9cri<sr>ffn 

om^lCx 

oKjff^uDLijgjfrr iji rr(tjpc«tl<ff5(^>) 5«nc3Tncffirrcn 

CYI ft C UI 


ciini^Cu • 

a-ujaar^&^CA *OTaT653^ 

ClI fTL^Cu J 

LC^Qjnrrjjii) iD 6U GUSn Gli itClu 

ffDCT37u|gjcncu Gancng) Ldctiii ugjfhj 

cunipCiiJ. 

Long live the One who descended on 
Earth on Adi Puram day! 

Long live the One who sang the thirty 
songs of Timppavai! 

Long live the daughter born to and 
brought up by Pcriyalvar! 

Long live tbe sister of Perumbudur 
Muni, Ramanuja! 

Long live the one who sang the one 
hundred and forty three Nacchivar 
Tirumoli Pasurams! 

Long live the one who offered with 
joy her garlands to the lord of 
Arangam! 

Long live the maiden w'ho was born 
in the fertile land of Tirumalli! 

Long live the lotus feet of Kodai of 
famed Puduvai nagar, Vil 1 iputtur! 

Andal's Lotus Feel our Refuge 

Poems of the Lord’s Bride / 

Naccbiyar Tirumoli of 
An da l 

Invocation 

^cv>oSl (byftcn <9>rrin6«r>fT CiiiGU ‘ *^<7 GW d.i 

j^catgjicfiGnndil 
idcLci^ 5>ni.ncsm_ m l lduSIcvj Ointfoc^luicuncn 
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The slim princess ol Malli land, beautiful 
as a peacock, sweet companion of the 
lady-on-the-fresh-lot us Lakshmi, 
beacon of the Puduvai clan, became the 
bride of the cowherd lord Krishna. 

1 / A petition to the god of love 

Taiyont | Saveri \ Adi 

thzm ld<sj3u_guld v • ^ipcirt^nncn 

gJLU incinGu 

,£M }p .£1 0 ^CU fbl , 

^Jcrrnli^GjSGijn! 
Sz_ ojLU 6I|ii <2^11)0 A rrCcvjrT? ffrdn^j Q^fTCuoSl 
s_car»CT'cyFLL|ib uhvS^cnujujih G^n^C^csT; 
alciauaj^j sfirr .gjipGu t»_ a&ifhy gt>a 

CghaiAi cu|b{0) <;£!.£) a <*£liT)(flCiij. 

In the months of early Spring, seeking 
the elevation of spirit, I sweep the Earth, 
deck the street, and spread the beautiful 
Mandala. O Bodiless god-of-love, 
I worship i ou and your brother Syama. 
Direct me to the, lord of the radiant 
discus, lord of Venkatam hills. ( 1 ) 

O OI jn<TTp! 6YI fT^l (,iJOl LDCJJTOjQ AfTGTyi( 1,1 Cl 05 (f>) 

O GUC^CiJ^^IJU U^S63T ^ip GJ163T|£) gj|£T){D 

’ »«>**£» 

^/-GiUcnjiL ^cijoun^ /^cnctfl crrrfl 

£_ OTTCT'tSJl Cn, rr fT>w5rGrT)G3T . 

AnLuO^ciirr! 

4Uc£)«p u.^iff,«3.c^rrr' 

5,1 G^.)mJ6j5TC5TI’l=3' , </*<.?!' l£)| •>'* Cl m GTjip^] 

I .'*>»Ocpc^ sjimij : J n-^n ctgsti igj fi^n 

rr* i j a s,*i cir u?n <nn 

<nuj^£lft3fA)Guj. 

I decorate the streets with fine sand, 
and bathe before dawn, then feed the 
lire with thornless laggots and invoke 
you. O God-ol-love! Brace your 
how with nectared flowers, and think 
of the name , 4 Ocean-hued lord", then 


aim your mark to unite me with the 
lord who ripped the bird’s beak. ( 2 ) 

IDgjA JbGCT {b^JLDCUfT LOGufT 

G<9,n<£rcT0 (ipuGurTgjjLb 2_C3T ^iq. 

GiJ Gu3T( , jj ^,.1 <jj 

535>^iIGuld <@<^1 GT(rinrQj ClfbigjA <rrrfl(bg>i 
©i n<g ft A fti 2_G3T (ST) fc^JT 

G>) ©j i rt G ld , 

^cvjrr i_yvA«ncrai 

GArrd]l|b5)6in CtGJTujgj 6jan Cun CTyi£$ 

'»©if^iA» Giin©yjTcjr LD 

6TJ St 4 ^*) faijfl IT) L-1 <5, GT G37 GJT) fctSI 

A^OrrxfilCuj. 

Thrice a day, I worship you with 
Datura and Milkweed flowers. 
O God-of-love! Do not earn the abuse 
of a disgruntled heart and spoil your 
reputation. Brace your bow with 
clustered flowers and think of the 
name Govinda. Then aim your mark 
and send me straight to the lord of 
Venkatam hills. (3) 

AGUlftcu, l.j«nTGTOT! 10631 Cun 61(10 

AGijiflu iSliaTTrr^^jGT^ii) A^fV,C»*4 ©SlGVJgyui) 

A rr i iq ft ft 5*1 G ft c»3T r ft 6331 1 riiu 

<%nL0G<5,©JfT! 

tSltyrrujib Gg,rH r^j,£l GrcjTirjjib 

6T(tpfT>§ ) 6TG3T tfji ^vpCTIGUAGTT 

gjjQicjnrju vSIoit^iaGa 

GTVG1.I A G «5> 671 , 6f>(»V£3>GVJ 

Gfil^A^iriiV^Cui. 

I write your name on the walls. O Fabled 
god-oi-love! I draw stallions, banners 
with fish-emblem, bows of sugarcane 
and whisk-waving maidens. My 
amorous breasts have swelled and 
grown mature precociously. Pray 
make haste and deliver them to Krishna, 
lord of Dvaraka. ( 4 ) 

©inGafleyn ©irr^pu) ©irrGOTGwnA^ 

intern mom C©isMj 1 ilSI<si> 

ArrcaUcni a -,17 n-,» , .v,,* * tj 

Al LJ (.IDTi ,1 i^JLI) GpUJi , 
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asii«flcni_ ctotjjj 

a_4rofl4ft] cr^jb^ CT63V £u (yjcncoAcn 

LDfTfijfli_CUnft^j ffTCJTf^j Cu 0 < 5 *u ulqGVJ 

CUfTip^ffuCcucCT aCOTTLfTUJ, lDG5Tl££hCcn! 

O God-of-love! These swollen breasts 
of mine are meant for Krishna, lord 
of discus. Like a sneaky jackal from 
the forest toppling and sniffing the 
sacrificial Havis that Vedic seers had 
kept for the gods, if you marry me to a 
mortal, I shall not live, take note. ( 5 ) 

*-0^ £_cr>t_ uj rrrr rin^cti 


lord who came as a bachelor and 
measured the Earth, comes to touch 
my big breasts and bright torso with 
his beautiful hands. (7) 

ld n<5. *_cr>u a-t-ibClurQ, gjGTicvj 

GuniDUL^LD Oonfn^gj], 

c_ dr f •%', 

Cg)0T £_cni_5) <^(T)Gu 2_«ni -ft *nmC&cvn. 

CrbnirjiQcisTro ■ 

0 *«&n. n»u; 

Cu^GU^l 2 , -C57 i0 

CTlX»Ou(^^ nc ^ 


2)6u€\JfTIT 

<^ftJCO(Trrft«ncnA CWotjtQ 

a<£)rrCWc*i@ uil^Gsfl j^ncn 
^(^I^CcijCrbn^^CTCfOGiT, ^rTmC^Ciin! 

(•Cijcnncjmcn AnumojcmcmcsT 
CJ1CTT CurTCU GUCJTIfiff^GTI {hlDGV 
cv cffUT cm ijj) 

^0 fi_cnu (ipAg^ciflcO ff>Gff3T5jffnTTCU 

&I02j2)C«u CT<ms>(£> «^0(£3, 

dJjCTSTUfTlU. 

O God-of-love! Everyday 1 go out and 
perforin the rites of Spring, in the 
company of shapely, young, perfect 
and adept maidens. Grant that my 
Krishna, lord of cloud hue, dark Kaya 
bowers hue will set his bright and 
beautiful lotus-eyes on me. ( 6 ) 


■^niu GjbcuQconQ ^cruntfvgd, 

^ctucvj , 

Qjniij«< crjt aicnfouji^jn 

iDcmftfljCGtfr* j?_CTtcnarr ciicnmtijia^jlcrK .frjcisi; 

QjhO'h (<j)G8T A) rfi<-f>lJ fp n dn 

cicncffirmA, T* rrfyih 

Aj <7 u 3T Gjftfl Jj 

flntij ii_ cs>i ffuuSlijyub Gidn a>i (ipcnoju-iib 
frC t.Piv'l. J<Mp • 

O God-of-love! I have cooked this 
food of raw paddy, flaked seeds and 
rice, with the syrup of sugar and the 
juice of sugarcane; l offer ii to you 
with chants. Grant that my Krishna, 


Cluc^nc5nt-oamiJ& fi_«u 

GU CW G37 1 -i 

Caagd ct>uj^> 5»nG\' i5Uqui 

CT63T@11I) g}»J CuCTJl OC^0^* 

niu. 

I shall keep my body filthy, leave 
my hair unkempt and my lip s 
discoloured, and eat but once a da>. 
Take note of my austerities. O Bright 
and able god-of-love! 11 you 10 

save my feminine charm, this you must 
do: grant me the pleasure ot pressing 
my lord Krishna-Kesava s feet. (M 

Cljbn^g,! (ipLjCufTftllb ^,u 

^jUDCurr &MU0, 

^JC&Tf^U UfT«T)S>tf»»_«U GuCTJUJJ'Hv ■ «<* 
j£tf3^Xa l<9u i@j: Wiflipi - '<■* 

M "' ojjpnijrt,. 

^tTpIOCLltb cSSMgjI flt_CTT0>(£) fL_6T)jX)&#V n • 
A.CTJii nu»! 

iC^nn JkiifcifcCl 

ttar.ili.ib fti‘jffjflbnchi 

O God-of-love! Thrice a day 1 strew 
fresh flowers at your feet. Like a plough- 
bullock beaten with a stafi and 
turned out without food or water, if 
l am denied the life of faultless sendee 
to Krishna, the ocean-hued lord, I will 


c-ug* 


weep and stumble, and cry “Mother!” 
which will hun you sorely, so mind! (9) 
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cfilcO LDGunvil 0>rTLDC<njGPGn0) 

<£ipG\S)6inGr31 UGJ^fbgiJ, 

CVJ£0 

iD(n^LJt51tfT5<iiT M^in sumLiSlctTn^ 

LDOTlfl^JGoVriOTTfb^) &<*)£&(*? 

C1GS10I , 

Q U fT(IT)U L] c^OTTOTT LO I’ll— LD Cl LI IT©SI ^)^bJ 

G £. IT {,'3T (JJ| lb 

i_lg J jC3 , )G)JijiftCArrjcn (ofalii•- dfl^)^5>--n 

C^sncTi^ 

g£ 1(^)UL| e_Go'll. ioncnu\j Gijb\jGunn 

fiSI iTJ"i£1 GuUT QjfT I« fT-iGOoTtfoOJIG1J G fl. 

ThisdelightfulgarlandofsweetTamil 
so n gs s u n g b y G oda, da uglu e r o f 
VishnuchittawhoisKingofPuduvai 
w i t h b r i g lu ni a n s i o n s, s e e k s i h e 
help of l lu* god-of-love to reach 
Krishna. Those w h o in a s t e r it w i 11 
ailaimhelord steel. id) 

2/ About lilt legirisplaying 
inlhcsand 

Ndmitm(tyiritm | A rahhi \ Adi 

ITj ll LLi lio .J^Ull f)U -J & £, 4)1 D) 

r-, n 9 n » 1*331 r»! ;i ijCc3t!:£!_ P*q * 

U) mbl rt) ofr a. J ,^/h i.i C 1 Lifijrnnoi 
to <* (dh ffu r» tin o } cTl |jr ; G ■ n; 
fh fTi/iCF Gi i rT 0 )(i»} *h rrcvj ib crcjrfQj i > i»ii - 
(0) c«jt 1 r*, n cn />, pn i u rrifl^G^T, run ; 

^ ctm n l.l .t ii i u 11 h -*fl ifio, n iO <p ry <n. gtt 
dljT>(5i<, : j6upi^j .ihcndkGujGtfw. 

O Lord i n mori al form dcservinga 
thousand na m es! We re von to beco me 
ou r mot he r \sson -i n - la\v, w o u Id t h a i 
re I i e ve o u r pains? We we re wailing 
fori hegod-o I-love, fort hisisSpring 
t i me. Na ugh t v Si re! Do not cornea n d 
breakoursandcastles. (1) 

•>. lli \'y&\ & Cjj&ntfu 

lj.‘ \ •*) 2> {tti iSITi ip <3> 0> gfc & 4I jl? fty v.v>» i.v 

i '■ . J .+> & ..<r, v« n-, <t 4$ rh ii ib 5J rh n a- 

jjt n,„. •} -fliiiH.'til'; 


cS^sjrnjj u ncu<9i<S3T ^£1 < 5 ^ €$£3>G\J 

G ld c\j gjj uSl 63T [0 <rr ib uj n iu ! 

fl hff I ID S GST £F> ®TI &• C* f^aJ STIG ID CU • (J£h~ 

&> vi <rup ng, ^(rrtburTffuGuD. 

Wehaveioiledalldaylongand broken 
ourbacksmakingthcsecastles.Pray 
take a good look and do not belieou r 
expectations. O Lord whosleepslikea 
child on a fig leaf! Alas, you were never 
good to us, that is our misfortune! (2) 

(£}G3;n{^ jf)fT C<9>ncna! ing,- 

uitTCjnian Garten 

iDfTG\j 2a_rpiGciJfTna)^«iir>€n* 

5>Gj3n^6nacO glmt^Gujcnj ; 

G)itfGim_GL) gjjcjrr uDffffyiGU O^cnciD ujnio GucmcrTih 

6$){h/h&MTQj ullGuiTib 

fcir> 17 <5>dKt_nr> ucn(.if! uj n oj! Girbj 5 >(?n 

(.UJb^jl dflctf><IbGujCcv. 

O Fierce lion-of-the-deep, O Saviour- 
of-ihe-elephant, Krishna! Do not hurt 
us innocent girls with your sidelong 
glances. We have laboured hard in the 
sand with our banglod hands. O Lord 
who loves 10 sleep in the ocean, do not 
come and break our sand castles. (3) 

C1ljuju.| uin (ip<£lffuGunvu cui.T3K,«m! . < SL.«$rg|{^} 
(’ii/i^ii: CloujGTiau.jii 

W^LDUICU LD \.ua>th £_G3T ^)^,ib 

iditui innj^irjib ^,ncpn Cl^nGeunV 
.aiv.nibuin e.'li.-rtQicn^Gn 07«dTi i5»ft)0 Sl .G3TGknf,3T 
Gn.iuni rr-,nrt;u<h«5Ti a?_. G.Ttg.'h^lGu'oiiii) 
iflu.nn ^mDGO'iriA •’ ' 

dlrhr^lcvj Gur^^i jflcnftGiuGcu. 

O Lord ot rain-cloud hue, is your 
lace a magic potion? Your words and 
signs make us dizzy with love. We do 
not speak harsh I) lest you think us 
ill-bred. O Lord of loius-red eyes, 
do not break our sand castles. (4) 

'-.•giiOU.j.uii n JJ( ..v.n .[.,.7576^. Cil &>n oiyai.‘Hibi/viA 
<ofitd)»ni.i ♦ it <.5^1 uUflUi^, 

• 0 ,r ,M i&Gtolt'ibf S Gfl.rrcub 

11 1ni*yit). c- Ch>c\i 
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2_GT7GTTLD £> 4 , 2 _ 05 >GO®L;GufT 6 U 1 

a_CgfTi_ii) Gjacrriryib ^Ccunii, s,633Ti_nuj; 
ftsncn ud iT^,eurr! GasGurr! q gtit 
(ip&ffi&CTI A'&r&V'l ^GVJCViCcii' 

We swept the streets and brightened 
our castles with fine sand. You have 
come and spoilt our beautiful designs. 
See, we are pained and heartbroken, 
but not angry. O Naughty Krishna- 
Kesava! Have you no eyes on you?(5) 

(Lp 0 rry £)go rtg) i^encfiGTr^CGnnLb (ipGincvj 
Cunijj^lGun fTcniD jT^ncnQ^rTigidj 
GlflCU 4 

2-urfhj 1 /PgjuOctjtgst rfjfur? 

5>nr)nQlCcunth; &i_a*icu 

5iiT (6j gvj r^i <h cn cn (Lp0fD5'>-lLb 
C=.1 o no rr^l G\j Pii Giri /h ©nuu lj u/fcu 

Gaoler! G T lb<J?1 LD GUft^lClUGVJ. 

We are not yet mature, our breasts 
have not ripened. We have not learnt 
to play your games using sand castles. 

O Lord who routed the army ol 
Rakshasas in Lanka, Lord who burnt 
the city to dust, pray spare us! (6) 

2 ^n» 0 ) r^r^Unnrr&GGnrrQ 
Cu^Wrrcu Cluing*] <d-gt>6)j; 

ujrrgjiiL GjxjSTrnj iSlGn«n<5n<!j J 

G«nnC3^(D 4 6*65* UUJG3T? 

inn &' CkjeusisnOTyrn 1 a .ear io©rct- 
su n il 14 id nOn(T 0 

^Iitji^Isu +>2,) j^GDgjGujGcu. 

Your words will be sweet when spoken 
to dainty damsels. Do not waste them 
on us Innocent ones. O Lord of ocean 
hue, Lord who bridged the ocean 
strait! Upon your wives we swear, 
do not break our sand castles. (7) 

Guili Gnnujfl 4'jjn ^n€ffi5jCujir(7j| 

& fi)|<9.CTTrt>jih JjCTn^yii) ClftlT6ff3T{^l 

§•{'. ir>n eblcasGnujn 

611 fTfhi^K&n fcHfl 

ilrrjrfyc^ CT- cig & ijuiGST? 


Q«2>nilQ 2_«n5,3igiJ S>oftCujcb &,dr,^n\u: 

0]_nc a<fKa>gib cn&uSlcu cjfb^&OTrnuj ! 
u_( LD sin ft <ri §> n gu • - tin Gai n ctri ld 

^^iClU d>l_G\J GTU 6331Gu0*G 631 \ 

We were playing in the sandwith little 
round-mouthed pots and small winnow 
plates. Why do you spoil our fun? O Lord 
of discus, mind you do not touch or kick 
our castle. Remember, sugar Is not 
sweet when the bean is bitter. (8) 

CP'blD^gjJ 2^0 $^1 

ftrttllilLJ L|651.^1 (Tjj Q;Gu 

Tlmr5)Cc vjfT 0 ijTifj^dr jib ‘Mct*# ^ 

ftft 5)i_G^GuCujn? O^n-GbllT^fT! 

(CpJDfT) tDCT3*633fli_ ih ftrT<s9 cfil633* £_ m 

^653T0 dnsn|b&! 0<fci*®fini niij’ gtlo 6m ldlj 
u*b$ OtDujut!ilGy^-9>(^) a^nGvi ^j 

IJd>6>lb 0631 ClOtTGOGUlTn? 

O Govinda, you have entered the patio! 
Along wbth our sand castles, — with 
vour sweet face and winsome smile, — 
will you break our hearts as well? O Lord 
w r ho took a big stride and braced the 
Earth, what will bystanders say if you 
took us into your embrace? (9) 

fa Cb Gii u jpctj lXj s n Uj ct ihi ^■ 

^Irnn^lvL if- c*Giin)i 

6£<£l6uf*LLI GTjlGcnGnujir0Lb ,■>, . ' 

ID > p 631 G\j/} QtffTQjG’hCU 
Gqj^ Gur»»ua> O^nij^GVinrT^Gn cnjnip c^GucS 1 
"ifoP* tDG?l cftll 0dl£^OTT£,Gn 
Gftirc.in^ ^tblip Gm?)G\jGiia (^gdidgii 

G3T<5' G) 1 /&)fh0)ib G^ncuGi. 

This decad of Tamil verses by Goda, 
daughter of Villipuilur’s Vishnucitia, 
saying u O Lord who drank Irom Sita's 
lips, spare our sand castles!”, recalls the 
childish talk of cowherd-girls playing 
in the street. Those who master it wdll 
go to Vaikunta without a doubt.(1 0) 
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3 / About Krishna stealing 
the girls’ clothes 

Koli | A than a \ Adi 

(<?)Cr*L £>0)1 ^gn(^lcurT6irf Cu n’^GgjfJib; 

i 0<geo<nje3T cf^^ibnaT; 

^>1 tjfT\ i^iC.ngxrtCLDGU IJCTTCTtl Q I <5i HGJ71 L_ d liJ ! 

cSljfbjDQjlb I. ill Cl nib. 

. ; • t,"63Tff)jLD Qi iniiiGn&3*f&, GunCijrur! ; 
C&mpujib fbfT€3)|ib Cl^rT^CAfrih: 
gjAlftncuu LiGS3fl^2j(iij(?rTiTCui. 

‘Ere the cock crowed we arrived here 
to bathe. O Sire who sleeps on a serpent, 
the blessed Sun has risen. Weare shamed; 
never again shall we come to this pond. 
Sister and I plead with loldcd hands, 
pray hand us our clothes. (1) 

c^ebi o-Tcrr 

£u Q» jfruj60>i?iff.{«5) (rrGijGiinn^j suijj&ntu? 
icnu.C«3r! 

.M e . ^&Ti«^moujrtcu inrrlCi nih; 

■ ><e V . iSi<? rr«siirtu-j! di<«r5rjGuj6u; 

^ilLIrr(,Tnyr(Kjl r*<rj..filc»j riMqg, 0 ,nuj! 

fy> <S<n ccnrr) tjcnfluimu. 

What made you come here? Alas, how 
did you find this lake? O Sweet 
Lord, our ambrosial delight of nectared 
Tulasi crown! We shall have none of 
i hat for impropriety. Clever lad, do 
not hasten. Wc know you jumped and 
danced on the serpent, now hand us 
our clothes. (2) 

{.''ojCcv:' r .rgji cT<r<ncr .i^<sncyun? 

GTiij .iM(^r-fffTi.riiriT Artfiniftci- itit; 

'oli.inGVJOjnn^jf^j n-gji cTG?mi)i ^e 1 
G7 ^ 

Gflsoojrrcvj .;>>> rSjG5i<9> JM£l«3>0>nuj; 

' loivj^Tiau-ijTii <n gucvj n ld ^KfrtjCei^fTiD: 
iGbc\j'i ( n-.ih 'MtothC-ji Ci irrCo-mp; 
ul£?t>i .j ejafl«?><*" , ^ c,Ta ^ui. 


Come now', what childishness is this, 
— sitting on the Kurundu tree? Our 
mothers will not approve of it; do you 
not consider it bad? O Sire who 
destroyed Lanka with a bow', we will 
give you all you ask for and go home 
unseen. Pray hand us our clothes.(3) 

uO&A ffrnii^ib CjfrirA^lu 

ueuiV a-flnGmiSIcfc, 

- n^i^Ti TUuSun - /h C7T3T rt-, nthf^i 

(aicvjiD^^OTTfpflin i i rr rj rr lij : 

^f7Ad,ClDGVJ LD ^Gvjnfljntu! 

^ if 1?>£• iSlflnCofr! 

a <9tf!CtOn^ li craft Lurruj. 

This is a public pond, and wide eyes 
are looking every which way. O 
Pitiless Lord who destroyed Lanka! 
See our tears sw^ell and tlow' 
uncontrollably. We know' you are 
the King of monkeys, pray hand us 
our clothes. (4) 

3,r?frincU<£Fs 

AtLiQomCl cuncmcn aSlgoSl; 

Ccii<nncuij 6Tfcjfrc^63ii£inna,crn 

«joi_iq£u CTGSihTT cn gti u i n lL C l_ n *2 

C<fMTG\J<5 jfllh ff) HGTIL LJ QJ tTL| UD 

Vol^n ,:.^n si (V. uiif'nu 1 1 rj i • 1 I/k , 

Gansuth .0:<ftu.i iSlgrrCGJi! 

<3> ^oi-cnfD utaafliufTiLi. 

The catfish and the Kayal fish are 
nibbling at our leet. What is the fun 
ii my brothers take a staff and drive 
you aw'ay? Do not remain sitting on the 
tree with our beautiful clothes. 
O Dark, lovely Lord, hand them 
down from the Kurundu tree. (S) 

3)1 &,$)} .EhniD^ngu Q\ jnu 

5)nc,Ti<»Kcr tTib 

W. By C/TjoTT G-Tf^^ftnCcV) Cl imai 

^infTGijib i m‘ Ci nib; 
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ct 0 £>£j C7rr)cfi)il0a> 

&rL&>frn\_ cucucu crib GanGcu! 

UU^^iD ffTCOCuITtb 0jG9lt2>£| ( CTfbJAGIT 
Uilcni_u us?3flg)<5.0crrnGuj* 

In this large lake our legs are braced by 
the long stems of lotus, making us 
suffer misery like when stung by a 
venomous scorpion. O Lord, our 
King, adept in dancing with pots 
flung up high, pray give up your 
mischief and hand us our clothes. ( 6 ) 

rQannr)] ^lun&^csrGn^nb; 

Q,3uj£,nuj; 

asrijfljLD < 5 [tcvj< aj ld 

per ijjl CTCUGUfT'i a_GnrmcijnGhtfT! 

r 2 y_nciith s_C3Tfi>Go» 2 ?_ 6 ni_Cujtub; 

^ ib IDcn csuD n fr o,rr«uflcij ££> L l_ n rr; 

Gi.irrij ctriufl.GTi ul_«th_u 

t4/b)00rbg>j cjffjluSltinCg,. 

We stand in the water and suffer. What 
you do is not fair, alas! O Lord who 
knows the Universe, our homes are 
far away. We are fond of you alone. 
Our mothers will not permit this. Do 
not remain sitting on the blossoming 
Kurundu. Hand us our clothes. (7) 

iDfTiflui'm udaaGcit ,shgoCcvj rub; 

•iiiriryib ucvjcofT0ib Gunts&rrn; 

gJllDC'JlTA fl>CKT0>Gn QjCTTIJg, 

Qjftrrcotfncu J^firrg, ^juSIfiuojnCcsi! 
G^idGidgo <£«C5t*£j £!foi fffTOi, 

.jflftClftCjr £>rrub - v ClsfTGffTCarmb; 

G^fUDCn ^ujn Q3in(ip^,G<5)! 

fh aci.an rr) ua^tliunuj. 

We are not your mother’s daughters- 
in-law. Besides, there are others 
watching. What you do is just not 
right, this is our considered opinion. 
O Lord with flower-fresh eyes, who 
sleeps without a care in the ocean, 
O Soft cowherd-child, pray hand us 
our clothes from the Kurundu tree.(8) 


<SUGnGUCnGUd2>3) 65TfpJ 
e,rrrft0GTT GTCuaSlo) , 

O(9iu ujO Cucm^mu 
'•IJcjrjT) ftG^TGsflajGfrnOTnD; 

£l— ij uunGTT ^C<F>tCT£ r 
-^GiiarnL- 6&ll^L0 
<^0,05)6 Guiu5<91uTGV 2_ffbnu 
lD£hSmDu9cu’t <9ffLCDJX) ^>mjfTuJ. 

O Sire come to hurt the feelings 
of us stranded maidens! In the dead 
of the night you could escape from 
Kamsa’s trap. Yasoda does not scold, 
she lets you go as you wish. 0 Shame¬ 
less one who sucked the ogress's 
breasts, hand us our clothes. (9) 

&<?Ti63flujC'J r T0 cnth.GiCn ff,ibi9 
s,rfluj tS^rresr d^cT>6TTUjrTil«r>i_tj 
GIuttcti iD»Ti-thiAfiTT ^^ 

\ JgjjG»T)5UUJ nC^nST' LJ'Ll Gir 
^G3TG3^Gy)5UJtT«V.i ClancllTCwT longed 

rrc^rjjj^jib ffuGuGUGun ^>rr le> Curriij 

IDGSTCS^IU iDn^jOjGGTrr^ 

•.no' A,4,£ h it*,**> inGn. 

This dec ad of sweet Tamil songs 
by gold-mansioned Puduvai-Kmg 
Pattan’s daughter Goda, sings about 
the sports of the dark-hued 
lord with maidens. Those who 
master it will enter Vaikunta and 
live with Madhava. (13) 

4 / Reading omens for the 
arrival of Krishna 

Tefliyar \ Ycmtunakalyani | Maty a 

•«lft»6*icrflujnA 'tun 

cuthcnA *•»«««'" # 

ueneifl Gl^n^ e ih gfr t** * 

ft 

The lord worshipped by bards and 
celestials is the affluent bridegroom 
of Malirumsolai. Will I find entry 
into his bed-chamber? If he will conic, 
ihen join, O Lord-of-the-circle. \1) 
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ifkfTillq.G'U C £LI f!iJ 5i l_ ID 5, STH C33H-J ? ( h^’ n 
6 urTL_i— LD<^Lpfhgii 2 _€T>ff) cumncsTiSt 

C^illIJIT <JU rTjgjj 5T63T 6375, U t-^^.4) 

53 6370 CSTa^lli) 

5<TLt_(^1 LUfT^dJ, 

Vamana, the handsome bachelor 
lives in pleasure, owning the forest of 
Venkatam and the city of Kannapuram. 
Will he come running and take me 
by my hand? Tf he will come, then join, 
O Lord-of-the-circle. (2) 

» LTi5»ciri L|AiJi 6UfTC376urr Cun<r)n)j5)fb^!>j 

^11)5,637 611 IT6gtf)l5><;u G^CIjjn 

t_D IT LD0563T lbl(<9) <?U<n»G5)6UlT5iLb 

G 5j ft l£) 5 j C7* 31* tf] J , 5*1 Lq hi 5tS“i L Ca €U . 

The Lord praised by Brahma and 
the celestials, is the illustrious son of 
beautiful Mother Devaki, and the 
darling prince of the noble father 
Vasudcva. If he will come, then join, 
O Lord-of-the-circle. (3) 

■H | L.‘i4<^!uj»Tr$6Q.N, a ji . 

Kxjb&i 9>'- in 4 €j.f>lu l|au uniii^5j) 

ajrru)£,£ 5>n-ofiui63rCiocu <j>i m ^j,k»u» 

5tfi 53<bG3Tnn ClilflcO , ’ **. *14 l > 5<ili_Ccu. 

Men and women of the cowherd 
clan watched in awe, when Krishna 
climbed the tall Kadamba tree, then 
leapt on the serpent Kaliya’s hood. 
If the dancer lord will come, then 
join, O Lord-of-the-circle. (4) 

mfiL inrTtrficr)#, {<*,!£ ■ j<£1 

-bi -• r?->(^lGGu k,I, 

eycrii Lorr 035 , airrea^ttfr ®_GiTt& l £hi t hGU'& 
u.*»4/'CV< , (C 1»i* »«(•>! 5ffi_i_UCV'. 

Krishna entered tlie city of Mathura 
and killed the rutted elephant 
Kuvalayapida. I wish he comes here 
now and, inquiring of me, finds his 
wav to my street. If he will come, then 
join. O I ord-of-tlie-circle (5) 


^jrjjTjcuGJT LD0£>ih (jp£$uj fb^<- 
&> £>£)611QT IklQOC&ttl CH^5«DC37uSlii) 
Q5 t li)£0<ib<J7I <£lcJ«ll£li> Ujg}|«irtrjU U&>£h 
05>n]bjJ)QJ<S(T £L)lfU\J, .£Fernq.0 5ffLl_C©J. 

As a child, Krishna toddled between 
two Marudu trees and uprooted them. 
Also he had entered the palace and 
killed Kamsa without fear or malice. 
He is the Lord and King of the grand 
city of Mathura. If he will come, 
then join, O Lord-of-the-circle. (6) 

£^6316^5, £37 QflLU LJ n€\J<£T)! LO 

rQujirr) ihctt LD0g,iLD CT0g)jLQ Lj£TT<cn;LD 
Cl61i<J3'ir61 CtflJCl ^SlrrjGVJ-* 167,5^ LD &0cp £lp€3T 
Q&nufraicniffiii anflcu, 5tjy iq(-.’ cKni.Ccu. 

Krishna is the lord who killed the 
bird, the bulls, the trees, the mighty 
monarch Kamsa, and the abusive 
tyrant Sisupala. If he will come, 
then join, O Lord-of-the-circle. (7) 

,.2>tOicL 4 SL-6IT>I mnn asth nrffl 

tfilc tvt (5^ip gjcuqm 4)/*, 

A63irpj ci963*untujn^>^ib 

G<3inMjG06aT C7i(flc\j, 5tfi i Cg\j. 

Gopala-the-lad who grazed cows 
happily is the Lord and King of 
fragrance-wafting Dvaraka. He 
eludes all but dwells in the hearts 
ol lovers arid seekers. If he will come, 
then join, O Lord-of-thc-circlc. (8) 

GlAftecfaTL G<g>n<A;5> (5^7)6^ 2_(f^Giiniu^ 
ij633t(^ 1 ir>rt«u €615,637 Qu(H) Gs.u€7iG£ili6levj 
,^*,.> 4 ^ C ipir> j£L\J$pHO c^llq fa£> £31 1^1 6(0 n Go 

«»15? 176337 i 6 ] i 631 (S31 ill 6 * J , 5<yj 144 ) 5 *, . Gt) J, 

Taking the form of a beautiful bachelor 
boy, the lord went to the fabulous Mahal i\s 
sacrifice, and took the Earth and sky 
all in one stride. If he will come, then 
join, O Lord-of-the-circle. (9) 
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lJ j£(£) Ciurr^ffnnuj ld^ld 

6£U£0 currrressrib 2—LLJLU STLD 

^IfAnTfTfT ^srsfl ^OJ^clujrT ^^CDgjijyGTT 
(iSji^ftcnrTn- Guflcu, Sci^C-, ssul-Cgu. 

My handsome one is the sweet sap of the 
four Vedas. He gave life to the elephant 
Gajendra in distress. He lives in the hearts 
of beautiful cowherd-dames. If he will 
come, then join, O Lordof-the-circle.(lO) 

afilLOj <5svi_«\j a_GJ<JTfjg)CU L|CTJ11Tg,GnCYJ 
<60 r£iciTfT) f£)sr>n) Ljftoj 
0€\ encu/i, fgjipq) Cftncns) (^pcrsi ,5 ^ <£) uj 
unL.cu u^gj}ib ojcucuairjj^j g'cvjcncu 

urmiCii). 

This decad by the well coiffured 
Goda recounts the songs of the 
cowherd-dames who know to quarrel 
and reconcile in love. For those who 
sing it, there is no Karma. (11) 

5 / Sending the birds as 
messengers to the lord 

Manna pern m | Des \ Adi 
Maiak | Bagesri | Adi 

'1jC 37CT)| Cu^tDt UjfTg^jOT ion 

SiJ^TiTrffBTCTGJT LTl Wjfyip Lq GFi iD jjjg, Cffl 

.OinijGtfjTinnA gtg?h 
onpA(<9} &_65 MiCl? 

' a lu(T£>iliu9(2j{l©J ftir?iipih (^ifitCcu! 

UCBTOjfl CTuCungjjUD CTG5TT 

uGucnoifTujGjfT <5^1 Gijrnij. 

The world-renowned gem-lord 
Madavan is a crowned emperor. I loved 
him and lost my bangles, is this fair? 
O Koel haunting the Punnai, 
Kurukkatli, Nalal and Serundi groves! 
Go now quickly to my lord of coial 
lips and tell him to come. (1) 


OcusnGTGn d?i erfl fi di 0 £} i_ r*J CO fh Jh cv 

Cl ty. n stt «. 

GfillDtfUOT CT£2&0 *-£/'' nj5rr. 

&_<jn<rmi) (rrGrrG^GTt CT>rbG&<2>ft] iv,"^u> 

£2_ u9 fTuC UUJgJ €<. *>* 1 '. ( • A t&rr^SFlJLb: 
AGfl^GfiUp C^SKTuAuyj incun CArc^lA 
4Utfl(V^ gi)6r>& UH0UD (A>u9Ccu! 

C iccrrcn •U^iP‘0ti?Lp'!)fD n 'gJ 

Cajnljdhi^cii^ curjA ociCkirruj. 

The pure lord who bears a white conch 
does not appear, alas! Day by day he 
torments my heart, and enjoys my 
dying dance. O Koel sipping honey 
from the choicest Scnbakam flowers 
with a merry song! Do not evade me 
with slipper)' sweet-talk, go now and 
call my Venkatam lord. (2) 

iDrT2>c6) Ga,n (ipfijr^i, C&ncuC^acnGtT turrujcfr 

g)fJtTSUffnflG3T GiDGV> *l]l£jnif) 
fi>truj *a:<~ -tf*.?. cfiipg, C^nQSijS 

^jCFiCuCllOTT GJin ffTlbJ(fl^li) AnGc^CST: 

lungj ftrTGfilfTj L|£^J LDGSJTUh <b n JD u 

Cuflrf)) GlJGTSTtqGCT AniDO'C Ga.10 2_GWt 

An^G^GiLinQ &_L_«r» Gimp (-^u^Gcd 1 &<& 

A, \ .D^SRlfUM* !• Gn<JA flsvCtinuj. 

The lord went to war in Matali’s chariot 
raining arrow's, and severed Ravana’s 
head one by one; he does not appear, 
alas! O Koel living svith your beloved 
in groves of wafting fragrance, 
sipping nectar from the fresh blossoms, 
go and call my gem-hued lord. (3) 

CT«1l..| &'C*T Co ICO Ojb0^) <*CTT1T0>«" 

^CtfuD Cl UCU , 

gjjOTivjA Ai cu M*(2> 

G^nw^l Cuffing &. j;6Vj^,l<iTCrri5jn ; 

l • uirrtinijij i‘ilitUv( frji Go>nujg,i 

[«5juSlC6l>! 

ClljrTGiJT i Gtr-cr Ia. rt^tv^r^k C^niq <o can u 

I |6VJTTfSjgfl(i itffi Gffl GUO A fflMTiii. 
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My body has melted to the bones, my 
eyes have not closed for many days. Cast 
into the ocean of miser}', I am drifting 
without a lifeboat. O Koel who knows 
what it is to be separated from a beloved, 
go and call the blessed lord of golden 
hue, — he bears a Garuda banner. (4) 

■ • f T<?£l<rric?nujrt(^liD 

QLjnrcjfTi^n<q aitstoti i/Tjj .yrr ^^.D^uSl^rroj jncrin 
Cl l J IT^n-^ lOiLUfO (h G J31 60(41GOH^-31 «Jj| ff J 
^6$rr urTcu^Qpgjj aeiL-m 

GTG31 C<9)fTGU<9i aIgtAgITJUJ 
sl. isrrO ijjt rr^1 y^GST*'" 1 Q A rr <rn 6L) GT 1 , 

^uSIGcvj 1 
a«.6iifruj. 

The lord lives in Villiputtur, where 
swans in pairs gracefully flap and 
play. Desirous of seeing his golden 
feet, my warring fish-like eyes have 
not closed. O Koel, go and call the lord 
who strode the Earth! I shall befriend 
you to my parrot, brought up with 
milk and sweet morsel. (5) 

Ci£> £)a*0i«Jl0 ^innn g^^ld 

qjg^I QfluJui. 

(‘J^Sbgil -*w * Q<aiu75i (iprrjjsiiGv* ClauJiu Gunigii) 

(^p<sr>cvj ud m , - r (jncat; 

Aiwfilcu inGJuU^^hLii ktdi 

Cl&nGTHGyun .^GTtrb] (^uS1Cgv<! ctgbt 
guija ai ujn^lcu 

,£H GUGUrTGU GlDdMinDlTfl}] ^CguGott. 

By the pain inflicted on me by 
Hrishikesa, the lord of the celestials, 
I have lost my pearly smile, my red 
lips, and my beautiful breasts. 
O Young Koel nestling in a cozy 
nook amid bunches of flowers, il 
vou call my honourable lord, I will 
bow mv head in gratitude. (6) 


ClunibjXliu un<t)0ji_cu uffiiffnl QAfiGncnjrreyjcaiu 
i.jGS3Trr<TU^)) , y - • <? unlearn gvj , gtgjt 

QAfTThJOTA ^laiTTn^j 

gjmu Cl <5 lu iq t-b; 

^HL£ (£juSICgvj! 2_63TA(<^ CT63T6JT U3GnjT^gj] 

2_ snfTjGq ? 

ar^i^LD & catkin 

£hoi]<£l Hi GTiAUJGiJGtOCn GUTJ& A£V fifjlcu . jn 

ancodj Clufpj<§). 

Desiring the embrace of the lord who 
sleeps in the foaming Sea of Milk, my 
bosom rises and throbs in excitement, 
tormenting my soul. O Good Koel, 
why do you go into hiding? Go and call 
my lord of discus, macc and conch, and 
earn my lasting gratitude. (7) 

5nriK jald Guenon oj oSlA^ib •> act>a .9 
.'i^igcsT Guir^a^ib > <sr*i iligoi; 
r^nfhiAGTT gild AiariiAih 

fh ,T |2)|ib GD 63}i ub ' 

AGTsfl LDmi) Qurn£lcv> Q^^^erfln CArv^id) 
/flrTji ^u^Goi! 

cfilffrxj'bgij (‘Qior^lii.in^ici? 

^Guanoai j^next Cl^iuGiiGyi ^frCcas". 

My lord Tirumal is skilled in wielding 
the Sarnga bow, he is my ideal match; 
he and I share many secrets. O Little 
Koel sipping nectar from the tender 
red leaves of the Mango tree, you go 
and call him quickly, then you can 
watch the things I do with him. (8) 

l J PkJ (TtP Gl J (Sfi5T<CiJ0f CJT Q OSt J<£F^| &£>n 

(OyChCZ&Gfi: 

(^uS 1 Cc\> 

(^ 3/51 a Cl e, n cm(^\ ^ gj tf. £ a Jt: 

1 Qjna> bti5>eu 

Clu fTtST Gu GT>GrT ClArram(»J 

&}<*<?> 2> GHGn AITstf«jtlcU GlifTtp^ 0,(0^^ 
®jO«nni 5}gu <,^5 <snG m g\- <Sl<sra»wartb 

Co<751 bJoI ^ O 1C 
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I am caught and caged in a desire for 
Sridhara, my lord of parrot-hue. 
O Dark Koel living in the groves 
amid humming bees, mark what I say: 
call the lord of conch and discus, or 
retrieve my golden bangles. If you 
wish to remain in this grove, one or 
the other you must do. (9) 


6 / The auspicious dream 

Varanamayiram, Nalai \ Huseni | 
Tisra gad 

GUlTIJGTJTlb ^uSlrnh 
fbngcwTeiT n^ibiSt 

U,fJGJ3T j) CDGii£>g>uj qfDii crnj^> 

Cg>naCT3Tib fF,nili_A 0><PJTfi<5, a^oiCi—GSt . 


^cr^j ^cn^fTcncr 

^iaa>i£55,A6iraT ^CliCir GU€\S1 CUlLluj, 

6T£5763") GJT 

K>oS)it|ih (ipcniTjcDti) ^j5)Cujctt; 

ntrcr>sr^. 

{bzn&ibihnCg, (ga|ib (tfjuSlCw! 

fbnrjnujcwoncrr cijga, ^cunGuJtu, 
jSlcaTJTyih gjifjuucsi. 

The lord whom I love has denied me 
the pleasure of service. I do not know 
why even the Moon and the breeze 
pierce and hurt me. Not you too, O Koel, 
staying on to add punch! If you do not 
go call my Narayana now, I shall drive 
you out of here forever. (10) 


dilcrar s>_n) i£cpt »0 ^14 g>rrgfiluj cmDi^crcr 
Gtu(T)<^OT51 1 L 1 fbutfh G^r^LDlS^ 

OjCffuTCnTijfn £7651 3) l_GuClJ6T3T 6 ugl 6 ?T)OTfr. 

A<«^fii^u9Cco! crviifp iDrTfpjDii> 

•jgost 22 _rr^j r^ndmiionfrjGiuan i ^/^tr<-j'w*ar>crofT 

ul1i_ ftiSlfjnejr Cainen^ £l <5ndncn 

fberar {£j surr^/j, iftnency <^j©jcuntr rt ; Gujf< 
fbfTtjfTujcroTnuj ctt (pjr lj R G 0. 

These are songs of a beautiful dame 
desirous of seeing the lord, addressing 
the dark Koel to go and call him, 
sung by Goda, daughter of learned 
Puduvai town’s KingPattarbiran. Those 
who master it will say Namo 
Narayanaya”. (11) 


I had a dream O Sister! The town was 
decked with festoons and golden urns. 
Surrounded by a thousand caparisoned 
elephants our lord Narayana came 
walking towards me. (1) 

tTjfrcncn GijgjOTicmDGrtTib CTtfrirry fr,rrcn .. */. 

urr«r>ciT uffi<9» 2—67 )l u >Cj« 

C^rGiTifl L^rT^jQjcsT G^.ncn^jVjf^cirr cT«riLjn<3r 6£>n 

€h ' f GD CTT i | {0y3j&i Q-> GST fT *h 3> 5731C I _ 63T , 

C^fTl^! (ji^CST . 

I had a dream O Sister! Under a canopy 
of Arcca fronds, he stood like a lion 
called Madavan alias Govindan. They 
fixed our wedding for the morrow. (2) 

hidiran , Nartisai | Saranga \ Tisra gati 

.> .oTcf). ■ CgjGiirTfdFjipmb eicucurTU' 
CieTTGiTiGyf ir>45)L_ Gu^ft, 

iojb^>Ul2>£j • 

U)£b«!j,lrj<5i C^jRiq. LDGSTTlf) TTGDCVJ 

*>•I* "fl (& / C\-£h &> CtTTn 3, <*>>gtstGL<SR, 

Cg>ni£! n>n6in. 

I had a dream O Sister! Indra and 
the hordes of celestials came. They 
approved the match and chanted 
Mantras. Andari his sister draped me 
with the bridal Sarec and garland. (3) 

rT-,nrcvi,£l«<n<'jg ) D^nGraTiTix-g^, rr^Glfl 

uimuucsTfl u ^ m ft 
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LJjLJ L|6o)OT t.| 6JTfl(^ 

(*r ffjT 6 JTT 60 ) (JET 3i 

AiH Ut-](JjlTCTn ftl_ l_/Ji ftCinnA AOTrCl_63^- 

C^n^?! n>iT65T. 

I had a dream O Sister! Scores of 
sages and seers chanted on a high key; 
they anointed us with waters from 
the four Quarters, then tied the 
talisman-thread on our wrists. (4) 

Kudiroli, MaiuLm \ Saved \ Tisra gati 

<9»4)liTCp>GTfl5j 4>i ji i> ^ i. sir 

fV t C n unf^crnAujn ih oiijgjJ 

cr£l (iQ^jrrsri ?a t 
iflgjjC^fJu.ifTrT ID53TCTTS37 ^ iq fr? CfJGVJ r«y, 

CTffjk^lb 

1A-ffarOi. 65i, 

C&nif! fi>fTff5T. 

I had a dream O Sister! Bright young 
ladies with lamps and sacred urns 
came to greet our king of Mathura. 
The Earth trembled as he strode 
w i t h sand ailed feet. (5) 

un^gjcrrib 0i9iHilt , Qirfldrcu^ib r£]crr(r)| &jZ§} 9 
i i ^jfTinLT rfjlcing 

<Cj>. 

csnai^ij« t cai n 5 ihiSl ld can cuiBgii 

CT biii Cp CTTA 

uri)rr)<<j, a.cnnGi ctt. 

l had a dream O Sister! Drums 
beat and conches blew under a 
canopy of pearls on strings. Our lord 
and cousin Madhusudana held my 
hand in his. (6) 

VainaUar , Jmmaikkum \ Athana | 
Tisra gati 

Gijruu [T,GVicvjnn n,v flo *.£<* 1 © 

. IfTdflcPG" IhtTGfSIQ- '■*% ’ CTiGlIjOir^j. 


ftiriij ilcjt ld rr 5i<ntl fpj ^4 cyr C3T n cfn <rSrr 

€«n<3,uu(Dn51, 

Sy oiiGUfCTj Qjujiuij Acyrrrfli acrarGi_63T. 

Gg>n't^! jnncaT. 

I had a dream O Sister! Learned priests 
recited from the Vedas and laid the 
faggots on the Darbha grass with 
Mantras. Like an angry elephant-bull, 
he led me around the fire-altar. (7) 

^ih€ 7 iLDA(<Mn <nij? «7ip L9.rr>aSUr£)a) urr>n;i 

<^61) fTCST , 

fE>lj)£imD 2— £TU_UJGUC3T, JJjfrfJITLLlcaaTGjn f>lbl9 

QoihcyiLD p CPi--Lu <£1 lu ns\j o^nen u(t)^ 

^4 LD iW <fT>G3iJT« G , 

C-DjUiji! rr>rT(s5fT. 

I had a dream O Sister! Our lord and 
master Narayana with lotus hands, — 
our sole refuge in this and seven 
lives to come, — lifted mv foot and 
stood me on the grindstone. (8) 

Varisifaiy Kumkuniam \ jaiinpun \ 

Tisnt gati 

cijrfl.'flctncu Gundr c'bivnancjuriiTn £bnih 

crrfl(Lp<5 .ld Liarfl^^ji, <rr g^t etn cn ( iporGi^ 

«9©i4*<W# 

dP^jihGifiCu gtcsi 

Gncudjigy u 

QLjarfl^ipan^gj ^Ci A* AcrtrtnA -i.crrrCi CM, 
Ggifu£! rbn’Gin. 

I had a dream O Sister! Bright-faced 
brothers with bow-like eyebrows 
stood me before the kindled lire. They 
placed my hands over the lion-like 
Achyuta’s, then heaped puffed-rice 
for feeding the fire. (9) 

’ ■ ^OiSU. ^crfliT iDiLiqeh^y, 

ghgu^Tj CWuj£,. (gn 

^jGuGcjmOlib s>_ i dn Q^^jrrr)), ^nw,'/s 

^©ncfrCt&cw 
it ^cyrtri, *6 ^tGi gst, 
Cftaif 1 ffjrrcjT. 
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I had a dream O Sister! They smeared 
me with red powder and sandal paste, 
and took us around the town on an 
elephant, then bathed us both with 
scented water. (10) 

Ayjrwkkaka \ Cakravakam | 

Tisra gati 

<3)fTgjT ACfjTL_ 

Cffljiun gBIgUgSI 1 _| gjftfllTfl:, G < 5 , fTffil 

Gartens, Garret) 

gjiuj g,i£lipirjfT6nGu rr-cntj^gjjLO qjcuguguit 
cunitub (h«n i^ftftdncnu Ou^n^ ini?LpsuCfl. 

This decad of pure Tamil verses by 
famous Villiputtur-King’s daughter 
Goda. describes her dream of marrying 
the cowherd-lord. Those who sing it 
will be blest with good progeny. (11) 

7 / Envying the Lord’s Conch 

Karupuram j Anandabbairavi I Adi 


- ' !t»rnr 4 jGn>n / ? aujCuu Gr.frnjiGiDTT / ? 

tj&ufrrr^ CltfGiieunajdjTTGr? 

osn? 

ID0UL|, lDn<3,ffUC5Td3€3TSUnujda.c^Cunjtb 

J&^jbfDOpib 

6fil(f>)U(_|rr)2j]a CAC&lG?TGrD65r Q^rrc-j, 

G SYJ W J1 (J ITd G<5 i ! 

Tell me, O White Conch, I am eager 
to know'. Does the mouth of our killer- 
of-the-rutted-tusker lord Madavan 
bear the aroma of camphor, or the 
fragrance of lotus? Are his auspicious 
lips sweet to taste? (l) 


the lord’s left hand, you strike f^ Af 
among the wicked Asuras writh your 
booming sound. (~) 


2>i_ GucnrjuSlcn if>Cg> <sgn)AiT6u 
a_Gunc&cu 

Cu ncu, 

cui_ vDgjcrigaiiTn infi3iGn€7f 

ci>iad^ 

(^Ciurfr , G&ncuu Qu00 

#r*C«d 

O Beautiful Conch! Like the full ntoon 
in the autumnal Sarat season, risen 
high over the tall U day agin mounts 
you are perched on the shoulder of 
Vasudeva, our king of Mathura. (3) 


fi £><2? iJiUCSHl ©jiL Cuncvj nGiXi n^rj^ 

CTWI»l^C^ 

<=H2>fc9ih G^csrajj 

uljj^lgLh OflirTGTTQjrrCtu Cun^ivh 

7gi<x< a_G3lCOTm@ GoGUGljfi>g,l£b(5) 

GjCu rrG ■ 

O Moon-like Valampuri Conch! 
Forever perched on Damodara’s 
shoulder, you seem to be whispering 
secrets into his ears. Even Indra would 
envy your fortune. (*0 


S_ G5T i j> g3T n 


0 *- 1 


a_ . gy?g\j iniu , 


£ ■ itl©j f«I^iq.Guji5'. £ 


i nCVjdfSGSTGJT 

p«y uj ndn 
QoiO*p)(h<^ihOiS 

5>i. c<ncuu i j l 

5,115 /jibiGffi! 

Good for you, O Conch! Though you 
are born of the lowly ocean and 
brought up in Panchajana s filthy 
body, you have risen high. Held in 


. <Tk«t 0>i_c61<aj 

611 n^GJOMi ij 

^dtrcsTmT gcjnciTuifTn (TtcsT^i <ncOTT<S3gi]6iinn 
^ougstiod ty> rrcrsT \ 

.ocr ,$*.£> 

Others who grew up with you in the 
ocean have remained unheard and 
unsung. But you, -- O Great Conch!, 

_have the privilege of delecting 

on Madhusudana’s lips. (5) 


Cunojdj fbn&iG-i ID nCa, f^lGSTfr, 




jGuJTfl 
.0(^0) 

■ I •- t i I <=1$* 

i iq C l &> n *>3in ( i 
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CauJS, ^rrgj^iDfTiij QanuacOT 

i ft ft GVJ /k, C3T £2")l cn L— UJ 

GiifTuj5> £n£^u> umlf<b$i <£&- «u«ucu n w, 

Gucuirn_jfflCui! 

O Great. Conch! Forever in the 
company of the lord, you do not go 
miles to take a holy dip. You are bathed 
in the spout of the lord’s lips, — 
the lord of lotus eyes who uprooted 
the Marudu trees. ( 6 ) 

'al-JmjtMDQj lOConOLDiA; VoSjG^T 

^Garrcniri GurrcCi 

Ljl 0 f?iJ (9i IjVjST LO <-JTI djj n&< Cja Sii <•3'']I GO I UJ 

4^ nil cn a g, *ajih .Km cp cncu o^ 

<□' <3 uj uj ib 
0 <3 cu <ru ib <3 rrev 

O Best-among-conches! \ our lot is 
beautiful. You are perched on the 
shoulders of the dark lord ol lotus- 
eyes, like a swan gracefully resting 
on a lake, after sipping nectar 
Irom day-fresh lotus flowers. (7) 

Q^rTC-oSIcb £_cu.««* 

su n ujj-ip <mjd ; 

auj cni OsjOtaTT^flciu fhi . cxicuGTrarOTTTcin 

v< j 

O LJGIfaT UGftt—Uj r»n cSt G<jDCU 'jlu(fT)U3 LJj/JtfU 

<3nfQfrji<il(nT0 nr?; 
t-icrar uco O/JiL^eji^nuj, uf?^) 0 d£jT( 3 llij iGift. 

Speak of food, the beautiful lord 
Yam ana's mouth-ncciar is yours. 
For a place oi rest, you have the dark 
lord’s palm. A hew ot beautiful 
dames rise in protest. What vou do 
is not tair. O Conch! ( 8 ) 

Lj^cnrrrnrnjj .^uSlrTGijn G^cfjUorm urtritf^^uu 
iDgjj Cunu5lc\j Q^rrcrjT, nnsCcJfTCU LOrrtfjQjGST 
ffydn ttiirujan&ih 

Cl ungjj^i na « arr* (£ 

3* <^3ii A^ncvi. 

rGaft & GJ7Ccnr7{^? O&^GuCj 


While sixteen thousand godly beauties 
stand and wait, eager for their turn 
to enjoy the nectar of Madavan’s 
lips, you go and drink it up all alone. 
Will they not quarrel with you, 
O Good Conch? (9) 

L J ITfGEi & ft feo i faufl UJ £n <ti)3 (h U i_j fj) lJ fT^ rr lJ lb 

sunujii>4b Qu(|»>0 

CjlC3?1l_{4ijJ'Fr>6U 
i_j5>ipu uilt—iTiSJijrcffin Gftn&ji^) g>i£lip 
n-cjifjfbgjiib 

GJ &103 cucucunrn 

This decad ol Tamil songs by Goda, 
daughter of the celebrated Pattarbiran 
of ancient Puduvai, unites the 
conch Panchajanya with the lord 
Padmanabha in an exalted relationship. 
Those who sing it with leeling will 
become devotees of t he lord. ( 10 ) 

8 / Cloud for a mesenger 

VinniLi | Sanu \ Adi 

ffifildTT CiocunuH efilrfl(Tn?G u n qj 
G ld r^j n ^r» 1 
£>rr umu G«jf%i<£feL<fVhJ gtgji 

Cun^^nCcjT? 

^><«)dlG3g^3SCTT | lOGr>GU/j^i*F)6}jll iq fO Q/Jntjff 

\Zf*nnC,Gt\ci*astu 
CluGvWT £rrGT>m fpi <^h 

Oi i(ff}C3)inCuj? 

O Dark clouds spreading like a blue 
canopy over the sky! Does my Tirumal, 
— lord of streaming Venkatam, — 
come with you? I swoon with tears 
flowing down my swollen breasts. 
Alas, does he pride himself in 
destroying a maiden’s charm? ( 1 ) 

rr , V iq t b Oifl 1 

G<»J. fbj Al *>6>* 

r .^ln>fhiCla,naisii <j,rti in-neii 
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Amr>£,£ agjcuuuilQ, 

cjiD5>gU Cp)iT 0 ^ch<dg^j 5>(5) gJcoftAmij 

5>fT63T ^)0 ljCuGc3T? 

O Great clouds raining precious pearls 
over Venkatam hills! What news 
from the lord of dark cloud-hue? 
Alas, scorched by the raging fire of 
mid-night passion, I stand and wait 
for the soothe of a cool breeze. (2) 

cjicrf) 5UOTOJH0 

§{GT>C\) CTGUGUrTlb 

CTCTflcmmurTcC @1-0 ctcstm^cut nri_jfluju 
CufTnSIcSTGDITfiUJ 
0crfl»T GTcyr G^ncG) j>g>Gn 

0«5Tli) LJfUq. 

GinAf^ftnctT! Ang,^] 

@0uCuCc5T? 

My lustre, my colour, my bangles, my 
senses and my sleep, — how soon they 
have left me, alas, destroying my 
well-being! O Merciful clouds! How 
long must I sustain my spirits, singing 
the glories of my Govinda, lord of 
cool-springs-Venkatam? (3) 

CffijrhjSiL gjgjjgj 

s>®n Sh iDrrnG^fO0 

gtctt M A./V.g,) ^cnn^Cl&nfbic^o. chl^ihiSlg, 
p, mi) rbnctrGjbrTrrjjUi 

Quhot syt*.b M eu(g>0®© «’* 

QoumvOGgst . 

O Lightning-spangled dark c '° u< ^ s * 
Go now to Venkatam and tell the 
lord, whose chest is resplendent with 
the lady Sri, that everyday my tender 

breasts do yearn for the embrace 

of his golden frame. W 

ClifTCfft O/*rT6OTT0t 4)ai*b& 

cr{ig2>ibinn(iP&Gu0> nG * T, ‘ GfinPiiA»-fi>j 
G^gbt O^ncnran incori GJ^u 

ClufTi^i^-BnfljnGrr! 


24HC3T Cl< 5 irrG 5 j 7 i_ CUCH2_^1 [jJTCU ^(JGSafllU 

2—t—C\J 

0>fTGffr ClftiT6OTu_ 0fflcuGn<rrT0,Gri gj^uin^fb 
«rrji)n)|i&G^- 

O Great clouds, piercing through 
the sky, raining nectared flowers on 
the hills of Venkatam over the lord 
who tore the Asura’s chest with lion- 
claws! Ask if he would return the 
bangles he took from me. (3) 

acunij CWc33T0 ^cnirA.fcj 0>CTF 

(ip^cvjAHGn! iDncucolcnuj 
QftfTCTSTL ncin Gcijrbi<^i_2,Ga) 

lj Cl l J n eft n&. n ur » 1 

2_cvjfbJ0 cfilcnnil<5,Gjfl Clj nG\j *2-d 1 

Omcfltuu 

jbcufhj CiAnGwiL. r^nfviT crear jbL_ffmc\jGfb ni ^' 

O o u m fi) G gb 7 ■ 

O Cool dark clouds, laden with water 1 . 
Go and pour over Venkatam, then tell 
him of my woe. He, — the lord who 
took the Earth from Bali, — has 
dried me, like a wood-apple dried 
by hovering fruit-flies. (6) 

oiii/h Lftfr < 9 >l_c\j 0 )G 73 t (ywCldiancti! 

CG\|fhl0»l_5>{&l < '* 

Clinncu CacuiqA «£ijp <?wiq 

cfilcjrnGamuuib: 
Cldcu 0 rtD 0 ldO j ^1 en 

^rbi^Gmcvi, cr&sx £,<bi(g)ib cidfTCOJ 

tL_&rj a uSGo. 

O Dark clouds, go to Venkatam, to 
the lord who churned the ocean. 
Fall at his lotus-feet and deliver this 
message: if only he will give this serf 
of his the bliss of union one day, 
erasing oft the Kumkuma smeared 
on her breasts, she may live. (7) 

/^rta fans u0>£,j Gi(ip/ftdrT(T) 

C«»ji%iSh -9>£j 

G< ifffr * Cli in^ir^GjiGSTrTn 

Gi.in ClflrrGvj^l. 


116 











BRIDAL POEMS / Nacchiyar Tirumoli 


r£iT anojdjQi Gi(rt > A&ltf5T^U> uip<@cncu Cuncu, 

g£ ljp G Gil CD 6 jr 

guit/t Afrcu^g^ Spj^rr^rrGn /j,ld cunathih 

^fbgj^crrrGrr. 

O Dark monsoon clouds, I sing the 
praise of the Venkatnm lord, who 
entered the battlefield and emerged 
victorious. I fall apart like withered 
Calatropis milkweed leaves in the 
rain. Alas, will he never send a 
word of hope? (8) 

uirrcncyr CuncO ci(ip(h3> inn ciiftnch! 

Cgu f&i «5i i_ lj 

u^liufTA GiimpctfirainGTr! urribL_j c ^ 6 T)<rraTuirTGtfT 
<njfTn^)Cn<g) tTGinCGsr! 
CTcrji/rjub jsnd'i ^GuriGST 0,(^2, it g>j 

O u c ssi Q a f7 m Ganu 
cvicJift Glaujg)fTC3T (rrgjrg)iup Oflncvj c3)Gu\uo.ih{b nn 
id$ iwnCo? 

O Dark elephant-like clouds from 
Venkatam! Of what avail are the 
assurances of one who keeps the 
company of a two-tongued serpent? 
He promised refuge to the seeker, but 
has not kept his word. No more will 
the world revere him, by the infamy 
of killing a helpless maiden. (9) 

it $)' £7? CD iiijUT uj (T Gin crjT ff, ctncjQi &, cvj rrcfl 

Clauj 

Ca)fhg)Gi'$i CcufbiA. AC0>nG5i 6fil(£) 

Gi) COTKWTLJ U ID 

Gun^Agpcu l | gjj Gin guujitC pricin' 

G0>rrGr)07 

<2H > 6><b&) cnG^gjj C- G^iJui.rniT .OtfU* ^iqu.n* 

^^(.hGq. 

This decad of love poems in Tamil, 
by faultless Puduvai King's beautiful 
daughter Goda, sending the clouds 
as messengers to the lord ol 
Venkatam, — those who sing it with . 
feeling will become devotees. ( 10 ) I 


9 / In the gardens of Malirumsolai 

Sin dura | Bauh \ Adi 

^fl fb@}5 f J0 ClfltbQunin.u Cuncu 

rTG^^nj|CTjG<gnGT>cu GirbJ^ih 

•>.£>$ <J Canurij5>GGn 

ua'b^LlL.OTGufTcO; 

<>>nxLu) c^C3TfQ] 

LDgjJIJA CIaHCWTi. 

C<5jn^n,Gr>i_ujn63T 

5»ipGT5CuuS)cu r£)G3Tny S2_iu^j|rhj G^nCaun? 

Alas, like Sindoor powder spilled all 
over Malirumsolai, red cochineal 
insects swarm and fly everywhere. 
The lord with beautiful arms planted 
the mountain shaft, and churned 
for ambrosia; how can I stand in its 
vortex and live ? (1) 

GunnAAdfl^j Qurr^ib 

id nc\S1(^j^G/j»r«ncvi t^iib yjibuifocfjlcu 
rc it<9.0 /t( tpcuancu^(crijii) 

2)6UGtt jljCTJA ^I.OcaTfT) j 

0 >rT(ra>Q 0 ,nGh lil. itid,< 5 ,git fQcSrrnpj 

Aiprfjl# n»flA<K^> 5,rflCu]G3T; 
<g@C<3>n? C&>ni§\ 

tQiGuGS T gjfTft Cltf UJ L CTi GVJGUJ . 

In the rolling groves of Malirumsolai 
where heavy tuskers play, the winsome 
smile of the full-blossomed Mullai 
creeper, and the hearty laugh of the 
twining Pata flowers are unbearable. 
Woe to me that I desired his Tulasi 
garland, O Sister! (2) 

A^jrflvJXn Gjjo&aai id gvi it* ircn! 

<9>nujn iDGvMTAfTGTr! ^^mrTCu 

GiGaiA^j fi_iii GmpA^ £f>«rirji a_crwjLiSrT: 
G^l<StnGtTlUIT0 GjJhfTCTl 

frcifiCil iSl 

GUlflGliGiTum l^fn I ||'V*'£V 

Oiii,<iWufr)iT)jii) Giiip^^ ©-cnC#,? 

O Beautiful Karuvilai flowers! O Kay a 
llowers! Your dark hues torment 
me with memories of the lord; show 
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me a way oui! The lord of MalLrumsolai 
has beautiful arms that sport with 
Sri. He broke into my house and 
snatched my bangles, is this fair? (3) 

GTILJtiiOU ITi^lCU Qjnip WftnCTT! 

LDuSlffUtEhncn! «piCT 5 T ! 

QJlbu* ASTT^JfrC^l^fTcr' 

cuerjTcraTij l^ogu ^jjjLDwnArrcn! 
gDlI) Ul7g,A<TftrTGTT! 

jMit'f' Q>ne$^0,G<9iTcnco :-)<**£> 
CTLcCi Il.i ^fT}l£> 

S_f&0><£»?)A(0) CTG7T Cl<5UJ6uCg>? 

O Beautiful Koels of the groves! 

O Beautiful Peacocks! O Dark 
Karuvilai flowers! O Fresh Kala 
fruit! O Kaya flowers! O Five-fold- 
sinners of Malirumsolai, the five of 
you! What good do you get by 
sporting the lord’s dark hue? (4) 

^Aft lD 6 \j(Tu Qurri^lcu &.[£• 

${r^mnc^(r^^G<jnGPn6xj <£'6012) 
o ifl rbj fh Cff3T *(/ 15 )(ip<£kl oSl 63T 

£l 0€I4(I*)U CufTGU LDCjnClDCU 
{ IJJ GiJ GifiP LQ 6i5Tfb) H (7TT' 

'o'&iTtfjj ^r-.* *.csta » ’! nijTub'6'J 
616710,(0-, 0IJS77T 

O Dark beetles sitting on blossoms 
over tall groves! O Deep lakes! 
O Red lotuses of the lake! You haunt 
me with the dark hue and the 
lotus-eyes of my lord. Pray show 
me a place to escape to. (5) 

!b n CQ] [b!E)i'k Cli 

h. *m ■> rbndyi 

> %' p Ullii t 

Ciinu'jCi^rro-^, itjncfil cdo^^.^ct ; 
5b 1 n 

«$M0>a,nfj OflfTdnCcwiciTi 

c J2) 1 $<J ri j t MW»i . ojman 


To the lord of Malirumsolai surrounded 
by fragrant groves, I give my word to 
offer a hundred pots of butter today, 
and a hundred pots of sweet morsel filled 
to the brim. Will the lord of growing, 
affluence deign to accept them? (6) 

@STTfr)j Cuf^&j 

O uifil Gvj , 

fvjrrT5rruSlijLDfTji, 

QAflQgjj^iu L^CTgjub ; n> ... -i , 

al5)G3Trr)Gtj iTidinijb 
<6(^10 

it)-.Signsin ^^Cujisn 

tDGST^G^ ClJjITUlA^ 1 ^'' 

If he comes to accept my offering, 
today, I shall render it a hundred- 
thousand-fold, then serve him as well- 
Ah, but the lord lives in groves ot 
waiting fragrance; would he come to 
reside in my lowly heart? (7) 

■o,rt«r;cu GT^jg(^)fbgj) 

a.i^uj 0,6331 

iii n col 631 GPU IJ 6lJ (Tl o n C\j sol 

uS(i^cti i in0g,co QtriuJiLcmnClcrtnGc\jn‘? 

( c^fTGSr»CUiftG5^G\.JU '<iltJ(1Ty 1111631 

$|«kinfjih<nihQuTn^uin^ 
Cj'crxpoLi Q tj (n n gtt 
r*w, r!r ,, r •. $_ cn ij th &gsi inG fh ■ 

Flocks of blackbirds spoke as 1 woke 
up this morning, about the lord ol 
mountain groves, about the King of 
Dvaraka, about the lord who slept on 
a fig leaf in the deluge. Their sweet 
Marul tune seemed to lortell his 
coming; could ii be true? (S) 

r*) ^luni^lcu 

CluCTGJT ID M6d)<«\J 0»C6nn(ljl 

sl. i <£Jimil £4m| - 

tD^A^i ^^(15) G^>c51'I|V j 

aniinji^sfiicvj jbnt^hjiGJicSlujih 
2,C3icvjt.j<oU iii G-nt^iCijnGJiHjj CWnGu> n 
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Amid the Kongu trees that blossom in 
Malirumsolai, I lie in vain, drooping like 
strings of the Konrai flower. When, 
O When will I hear the twang of his 
Sarnga bow, and the boom ot the 
conch blowing on his sweet lips? (9) 

dfiauijUfT(T ) | £_OTL 

iij rrc\Si (ntfDs\j rtil c»cRfi") 

(£)jp<b C«DirTOT£> Cl£,fT0fb£j £2_OT 
Qanp0>i£lCp u3>g,|io cucbcvnir 

^0^0601^ CtfRCufTACcrn. 

This decad of pure Tamil verses by 
bce-hliming flower-coiffured Goda, on 
the lord residing in Malirumsolai amid 
lakes* where the raging Nupura Ganga 
washes Sandal and Rosewood, — 
those who can sing it will surely attain 
the feel ofTimmal. (10) 

10 / On the lord of Malirumsolai 

Karkndid \ Todi \ Adi , Misra Cl.hipn, 

Virtu him 

fl>nrr < !T,(j,o,ni_fT) y^Arfcti! • Giicaai : r 

tfitfarCLDCo 2L.ii)OTtnu 
Curing G^ncviib O^uj^ji Ci inn 

crt^0 2L_rn/T^rT(m? 
r^nii) li/xaj 

O Dark Kodal flowers! Where is the 
ocean-hued lord, who aimed you 
warring arrow's on me? Who will 
hear my plaint, alas? Even my heart 
unbridled has teamed with him, for 
the favour of his Tulasi crown. (1) 

GifiGuCgjnGiTi^lu Cinch 

sl cvj th r»ij & ctH cn iRbi Ci iftili 

iDbO . Qj ID G<f?n^)l 

n t^jeuRiJOT.'.MiSlGU 


Gldcu C^nCTTrrijih ,t>^1u9cst 

Cl GU(-^>< 3 ri_n’ Glj ncu <0 £M_n^j, cri&OTin 

iOR<hC/DROTCULJ 

0 to*Li Q>& eneufrfyO' Clftncn^Sln^fSIGn? 

O Kantal flowers blossoming on the 
high hedge! Rather than take me high 
above to the realm ot the self-illumined 
Vcdic lord, and scorch me with 
the intense rays of his radiant discus, 
will you not leave me in the company 
of the dead? (2) 

C^iTfincu tflOTJTmlLq! Si-OT 

Q<!fcn(Lgrbjacafl CIajItotr^ <rribcr<r>io 
Q f£> ROT GVJ shl G uj gu ; 

CYlRunp^IT giUDOTin 
URcSlCliJOT C0,R«OTrflu 

Ljmhi icSwOTOTTujnn^^ih £jib urnbi |Gi jnco 
f^ROllb l&'OOTVT^ Si_GT1 

jb n ejafl oSl G a j £p i ih G . 

Madam Kovai creeper! Pray do not 
torment me. 1 shudder to see your 
berries, as beautiful as the lips of the 
lord. The shameless sinner that I am! 
By me, the lord has become two tongued* 
like his serpent-companion. (3) 

(ipcuOTcuu iSlgrri—14! <£ &_ot 

(ip R)j gdgu fh <stt CIarotstG^ cTth«nio 

C\J G\J GVJ gS1ot(,TTiS{iICui GVJ ; 

fhf^jdJifrai 1 22 i.bt *♦* ’ 1 v'ii/v.cvjib; 
A * «* ■' ‘ ^Tj^^iGnu 1 ...•» k 

^iflfb^lC-L 0 innc. 5 iRR 
Cl.gnG\>6yjib /iluRiLiuin<.'jincvj, c*brfiin 

i^rniiwfi ^r»io Glunuj ^binG/n? 

Madam Mullai creeper! Pray do not 
torture me, with your white smiles; 
I fall at your feet, my Lady! My lord is 
the prince wdio maimed the defiant 
demoness. If his promises be false, 
I too was never born. (4) 

'frQib 0 uSl Gu^ncii 1 prgj-ji 

<.TOTC3T 1 Rt G\jV (V,Gll CgURiIAI - 
(b n i n 6iim'p6n 

&fb£hii6U %>ufbgjj 1 


119 






the SACRED book / Divya Prabandham 


*0ot<5» 

2_6DuUJfTIT ^(2)€nCl5UJg^ 

<Ki-0<njfjfTuS)i4cO 

f^jii uiTC0*«»cr CAtlQCifl. 

Enough, O Singing Koels! What 
song is this? If the lord of Venkatam 
promises a new life, come again. He is 
the lord bearing the dancing Garuda- 
banner. If he comes to me, we will 
both sit and hear you sing. (5) 

ftcm LDfT ifiLLSlcYjAnGn! AcrorOTni^lrjficji 

i£l(ff)«5>C<9jfrcuii) Cuirearnru 
i£in jfcLih utiSldrtrt^i 

• ’ ‘"1^ —i -4 cfjtpdOsjrCfOfiii; 

UG3UTU) 3*0 eawaffuGJDQTnu 

ujj)ugu (9>rrcu(ipLD uGnct^lClftrrch 
LDGSincufTcna n,ii>Gmii 

urfltf, <3,nSTOTi£lGG3T. 

O Flocks of Peacocks spoiling my lord 
Krishna’s hues! Yes, you are artful 
dancers; but I fall at your feel, pray 
stop. The bridegroom sleeps eternally 
on a hooded serpent. See the plight 
he has brought on me! (6) 

Cgnonii, 

LDfl iDu5lG\J«3incn! S3_ UjCJ iLLi 

/bi-Oj^L, i_ud unc&Giuctn 

JbfT«T 6£I1 (lpg>C\> 

/<♦)« lii -ra.IV &n.{bfb CS} Cdfcrrcfitfb^CTl 

Ca,ni06ffirn Gdmjg,) ctldgs>Uj 
5 »_ar>i. innQ G^nosn- ncii 

GlJ ngjiGixi? 

O Good Peacocks spreading your 
feathers in preparation for another 
dance! This sinner self has nothing 
to give you for your performance. 
The pot-dancer Govinda has 
plundered my all, and left me a pauper. 
Now is it proper for you to dance?(7) 

inampCui! in&tfiipCtji! mciui 

t-UOiij £*_gtfgtt rtu j (fjlGJrrrjj 

OiJj<iQ(0) i?tvrrjtf)lvwii, C, un©j 

22£5rrj(T,| 2,0- Ci.Ufcj.'ht <3,<*91 £ Gtr f£j fTj 


^ipAuiSJanffnfTn 

GTCJT Gfrj^dJdjig}] 

£b' , r i Gil fC,l 63TfT^j GTdrCDGTTgj 

ffjCin^gjgjAGdhfTe^n^ <^jGUGf>ffuCujV 

The beautiful lord has emptied me, — 
like a metal caster casing his model with 
clay, and melting out the wax inside. 

O Dark rain-cloud, passing over 
Venkatam! Would you pour over me and 
cast his image in my hean forever? (8) 

<*i-Ccu! Ai.Ccu! sj_<rriu^G7ia, 

£h£iT>i_ lijgd 0,GVJ0.(^£2_n)jfi>£bJ 

2_l_^|JCTT Mi^jbgjuQc^cni 

aerj^Gu «J£in}j£b3iGu f b(£i gtgst© n©rt iliud 
2_l_C^||6Tl L|(0)lbg>]j9 C * T !D l 

2«?mcu cSxjrrjjai/flffSTfr) innujjb(*^ 

5,»_oncviftGn Gicucurtih 

f^n^c^CTnaiG^. Q/JGTtijjj 2i_c3r’04i^G«j 7 

O Vast Ocean! Just as the wonder 
lord churned you and took the elixir 
of-life from your deep, he entered into 
me and took my life. Will you not 
go and tell my woes to the serpent 
his companion? (9) 

SfoGucu Gtfiji C^nij)! n^nAc^OTniDGin^ jk^Liqn 
Gacucun Glijifliurt; loncafli-Sijn 5,0115 

GdJiucuQgjftn? 

' fffil ll £>^ia,crr 

G«5,ciife'.rrr 

QJG'JG'J urfla, CllftffjcOui iGlJCvJ 5,rr^| 

My Good Sister! Our lord who reclines 
on the serpent couch, is rich and 
powerful. What can we small 
mortals do? When Villiputtur's 
Vishnuchitta, our Father, welcomes 
his lord with proper presents, we 
shall see him then. (10) 
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11 / A delirious state 

Tamukakkum \ Anandabbairavi \ 

Misra Chaptt 

5>mb £> ld cna>uSlrr) 

<5 r^i <5^ G lD G u n gu nC<oii fl 

lli mi) criis cd<5juS1cu 

£ i 2>fftf»flncnnGi£)cu 

rjriaii 

■ n/ (ip&£hGT>&} C<>)rt53<D,rrf}rT6u 

^libmGtJar! ld ld C got 1 

As the Sanku conch in his hand is dear 
to him, — O Jewelled Ladies!, — are not 
the Sanku bangles on my hands dear to 
me? The Arangar lord reclining on a 
fierce serpent, does not deign to see 
my face, O Mother, O Mother! (1) 

gti|)Ico s2_cdi_lu ^ubincnctfTLBn! 

CT63T , 

nJfTLU 

fhdv , Qd^nuu^cvj 

CT|i£ dhlDCUU LOj .'>4jp/»,rt; 

ctld ld rrcsTn rr ci 6UT&S)j czn l. uj 

ifJiip CVj &1J (HI CT) LLi fT(tpU) 

0 ,ipcu cutsncnGiu .^MjA^IcotGo. 

O Bright Ladies! My sweet Arangar 
lord has beautiful locks, beautiful 
lips, beautiful eyes, and a beautiful lotus 
on his navel. Alas, he wears my 
Kalalvalai, loosened bangles, as his 
Kalalvalai, victory anklets. (2) 

Cl| 

cfilSTOTSL CVi^lD 

^gjjii) G^ngrrGvn 

^ctt.^ 1 ciFTfr) c^ihClu^inriGyr 
Q a r?ij C<9 j rr<?u 2 __ CD l uj 

6) nyL^ f)rii*s* Clflcixnj&'BTnn 
CTii) G fb nffu cu ffzn cn u i n c\j 

n fi,ftGun ,i>y*,nG0,? 

The wealthy prince of Arangam is 
the sovereign lord who rules 
eternally, over the ocean-girdled 


Earth and sky. Will the usurpation 
of my bangles satisfy him? (3) 

is>0& usru. ld<£)c\j 

C^J fTLDOTCTTn 17 

LJd<SiTl &LJ u< jkC^)qj rr 

gjfTLO u<TT3i0 ,fin Gjrrjn} 

I Si <3 CD <3 A (0^ GT) IT) UJ H d£l , 

(TT<*in GOT)] CTU U J Q U UJ G)J 6iD GTI G lDG\J 
2 i_cnL_ujGijcvj, 

f£^{b (oliSj^r^Gcu GufT^nGo? 

The lord of tall-mansioned Arangam 
came abegging as a celibate lad. Not 
satisfied with what he got as charity, 
il he desires my bangles also, should 
he not pass through this street? (4) 

ClufTGUSUriA (0jfT)CTT 2__ {TC-jCll H UJ U 

Qurrfb cd«3>uS1cO f^rr cjiijgjj 

<nc\juun £l_ 6 \j^ld 

Cl fTOTJTi_ cnibC) u(rrpn near 

13 cu cvj it ii a, gtt cufT|ipib 

rTjfjfliT .JMOfoA ihnAcncraTujrrcriiT 
^cvjcvjnGgjfub oifliuQun^(G tt,lc 

crrijj^icuneir enGcn. 

The lord took water from Bali’s 
palms; in one stride, he took the 
Earth as well. Living amid good 
people in Arangam, he plans to plunder 
us poor folk now. (5) 

GiDifibU ClLjrT(ff}CU0,6in ^ipOTOTGlD 

63^0,0.0 AnGStfn . nn , AnoSlrfl i^n 
Cl (D uj u n ijcrn ep 0 ld 

•0 | fTj (Su IJ Pij fh S) Cl «3 GU G\J C31fl fl! 

erru Qt-jn^il^th <£l 6 OTnr)i ^rra.^ib 

47Tlu^, n^i rpjfi got inCiDirjuSl^ 

Cl jfTa^Qi. in^GTirruj f^lGsnnnn (ttgot 

CliDiLuOun^iVjiGr^Lh Cl<3,rT63OTt rrCa. 

The wealthy lord of Arangam watered 
by the Kaveri, is the substance of the 
Vedas, present in all, evading all. 
He already took from me all 1 had. 
Now he is taking mv soul as well.(6) 
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2 £lL-IT)J^)gi)U 

QuC757 <1 -i A A UjrTUL-l 63710 

^nib s_Gugji CTOjeorrji 
glC 53 T 6 yjTfTfT lD$CU 

0 ©J QJ63Tfrrr; 

crejTTGWfrG^ g)^b(ipcriL_ttj 

njcncsuDaGcn GT©jsr®ipiajCrj. 

The lord of high-walled Arangam 
who prides in his dignity, gave up sleep 
and food to tame the ocean, for the sake 
of his woman. Has he forgotten the 
madness that came over him then?( 7 ) 


Cl 0 (j) 67 )UC> E—CJTM—UJ 

^^Gutjn^n uGS 3 flg> 5 > 

QuduulC) 67 udu Ou 0 ajmT£)C 7 ig) 

GAiiiA-e> uulT ' > 

gjihcmjD sL-^uunisnag) 

g ,mb a_*uu» erefcgjnb 

^ibiflam-Cuj Qunujuj>TOTrs\j 

oir^luuitrr ^rr gicaflGuj • 

Vishnuchitta is well versed in the lore 
of the Arangam lord’s famous truisms. 
If “he-who-loves is-also-loved” be false 
with the lord, what can anyone say 
with certainty thereafter? I 1 ' 


un^fl £jlh££it, <£lufb5> 

Un(TLDAL_(2)U U637T0 6£>(f*) 
tutTCi 2L_nbiScu jgft Cunqn 
iDnssnb gjcurTu u ©Jiffy 
Gfljfli a_«7)i_uj C^curi 

^fT^CL) fjfbj5)(9 Gl 3 GO GlJ 671 (7 fT 
Gu^uSl^fTjLlUOT&6n 

Guna^cn^ib GurjfTGcu. 

The lord of Arangam is respectable 
and affluent. But long ago he came as a 
shameless unwashed dirty swine, and 
lifted Dame Earth from the mossy 
deluge-waters. Who can tell the things 
that he spoke to her then? (8) 


<5>COTC57trrcutb G&rTm.gjgjjft 

S)OTG 5 i n ( $arr©nOT 5 > cn&uiS^uuncn 
£ lcnT @<r*>!bg>i 

<^<9iutTGuaT Ga^-Sr 
e^cnTcwirriVjgjj g}(iTj&&Gcii, 

" > • ' ' •” €in&u 

Ou675T€33Tnffn63T Gu OTgjt lb 2£in 

ClJ(rt)lb r^fJ^I^GU). 
S^supala was aH sel l0 marry Rukmlm 

Then the lord came and rode off with 
her, leaving him staring, shocked and 
shamed. No wonder they call the lord’s 
3 ode Ara ngam or theatre. (9) 


12 / Entreaty to the world 
Marrirundirkalku 1 Saranga | Adi 
rniDoi ®(5>2 >^ a *' 1 C < !) <^rr6'^* cutT<, ’ rI 

IDITgjGlJCm 6T63TU0) ^^ 

2_2)!0J @0!i>Cg>g)l*© 2_ CIll J'- lu i> 1 ffTOJ5VJ 
aatcoiouCoir© su 

Oujb^>05)jb n « nsn Cunan-i 

Coring)) g>0 S nuJ sii« n '’£ > 2> 

LD(b Qu^rO,'i. •yn’lDJT) 5sC»tub <§HC7H—<i>£b 
lDgjGf>rjU U|n}g)gd CTC3T67I63T V5 

Your advice to me on my affair VJ \ 
Madavan are like words spoken 
the mute to the deaf. Leaving ^ 
parents, did he not gro^ ^ en to 

another household? Take m e ^t atl 

Mathura, where he wrest (1) 
unfair match. 


ibrw^UU'W'H'V 0 . ^ Q 0ujSil 

unarafluirt*! <rIC5 ' 

have come to know. It at all yo 
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do me good, — I swear, — if at all you 
want to see me alive, take me now to 
Ayppadi. If I see the beautiful bachelor 
who took the Earth, I may live. ( 2 ) 

£niL|a) 2_jb£>(T(r[)ib 

Gl_ I mjSWlTCTT to I <aO I jjij] I LD Gl^TTTGUg^l 

GDjj3j l^gstcdgstu uij)l «£hrruu| 

LDfTLUGDGST cu fijgjj SL04 

& n il 0 <£l C 3 T.D tot ; 
Qanrffj^ffrrih <£m,0>0u ufj^&Lp&g,^ 

Qaajojfrejn'c^rT ldag^jotu Clu/bn} 
JbJbSjGAfTuffcuesT <ihOTii_££,G<n<ru(9,G.£h 

£>^(©0 L_ fh GTTT GTG&Tcn GST 

2— LLI j£b/$ (5 lJ ^ GST. 

They say I have strayed from the 
trodden path discarding mother, father, 
kith and kin. I cannot guard against 
slander anymore - the stranger’s face 
haunts me everywhere. In the dead of 
the night, leave me at the portals of 
Nanda’s mansions, where broken¬ 
hearted maidens lie groaning 
while the son plays with them 
ruining their reputation. ( 3 ) 

'V-- 'i Gl^nanJTufTGJT 

c^eudn <ji pA&Qi ^cirrrfil g£Il|)1Ciligst <ncsT£u 
Oa(hj0,0s,6, Q^ncrorg) thcvn ^gsil .Z^'-'b ftt'*'’ 
Jlrr^j ldTT crfli— gu esif ]ih ^ncraflcvj fbircgpu); 
Q^rrf^jcn^^cvjLb ^gtigd ^rrawfit, 

^CucurTGu eurruSlcu 
Gu n*n ■ 

ffurrcp^nftj g^LpujCeu Gunuu, 

UJ ((ficntsiff, CT67T6J1GST 

2_ iWtfir*. 

Take a look at these breasts ol mine, 
they are blindfolded by a red corset. 
Seeking the conch-wielding lord alone, 
they shun the sight petty mortals. Since 
they will not enter another household, 
end this life of mine here, and take me 
to the banks of thejamuna. ( 4 ) 


^ita^id CTcin GrfjfTili ^^lUGOfT&fTgji; 

^LDLDetncyrifirr! gjip^u uuriG^, 
^nir^^uGu gdgssigssictt GTGsrufTGST g^^gugst 
fjiaafflTOTL Ctun^ib g>i_cug> 
rgnft a,&n<j rglGcfT/T) Autbcsiu 

afifirflujsin 2 _s<£1u61gu jbiluib uniu,4>g*i 
CurriTAAGniDfl-ft 1005,^1^ Qaiu<b 

CluniL)G 5 n< 5 >< 5 > gt gst gs-> gst 

2_ UJ 

Nobody will understand this malaise, 
my Ladies, do not be sad. Take me 
now to that riverbank which turned 
into a ruddy battlefield when the dark 
lord climbed the Kadamba tree, then 
jumped and trampled on the serpent 
Kaliya’s hood; his caress is the only 
remedy available to us. ( 3 ) 

5,6ff3T (Lp^g^LD A<T^Gfjl€ff)GTru_|Lb 
TI LLI rr LUGU^ii) <£fc IDGUU l^djlD 

rrrr^i^ g^cuTfocsr gtgst esi gst cv»2>0 ugl 

^(f^ifiC^xaGST uA6>cij GunGfii CTGSTfgij 
CGDITfljgilU GUuSlfTJl ^GSlSf^gjI 

CcLiGJing si_ 6s'th^)ild Gu ngjj 

gt cinn^i 

uTTri«D)0(nyfbgi] ClArTGTTiGTTjiD 

U2>g)Gj?G©jrTtfG3Tg ) g ) | 2_UJgj0glL6l6ST. 

The cool dark clouds, the Karuvilai, 
the Kaya and the lotus flowers, 
haunt me saying, “Go to him, 
Go to him.” Take me then to 
Bhaktavilochanam, where he sits, 
sweating, hungry, tired, and looking 
afar, waiting to be fed. (6) 

GIJGTOTOTTIUD 0 f{] GL| lD LDGSTlD (<3}GST D GT| LD 

ifirTGsnii ^GufTcnioiLiU) gdttujQqj^U‘ |lD 
2 . G3STGSS1 G^£] £) fTGSTLOiqUJ 2_GT1 Cl ID G\Sl Gl| LD 
l¥j IT Gil 6Ji)T(5331 iSJi CTQTlj (T63T 
^JLpfTUJ GK76T 6S) | LO LD rTGSIGl) Col &> ITC33T 

iSlcvJLDl IGSTfljc 31 GiPGiSTLi 
(Crat (^L^LLJU UGuOgjGDGST Cl<JLlG3TfD 

untmiq GDI O? i^l GT GST GST GST 
St 
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My paleness, depression, insensibility, 
white lips, loss of apetite, sleeplessness 
and sulkiness - all these will disappear, 
when the Tulasi garland worn by the 
lord is wreathed on me. So take me to 
Bhandiravata, where his brother 
vanquished Pralamba by parting the 
thighs of the demon. (7) 

<D)<bjf)lc3TLr) GuDuja,^l^jii) CumjSn&u Qunj^ncn, 
5,tT 0 euntp arr^mii QufbfDnffjr, 

fj g^I cnu lurrui-jib 2 _GnnL_n 63 T, 
uncDatrcri! GWiCsufT? 

5ig)n)C3T Cut) 6U0GII S2_ GfimCo, , 

AI7©Slfe<Sfr 2_ LUUJ LD^Dt^) £0$£jO, 

cl&rrjtjpA (^ffnuujfTA CJ!b£l rglsafifn 

GojfTffL/ fT 0> <J, GST C7<^fTC«D<S5t 

&-UJg)£)0t£t0|T 

O Sinful Ladies! Do you dare heap 
slander on the lord?, — that he went 
after grazing cows, was born in a 
forester s clan, and was punished 
for stealing butter? Keep your 
learning to yourself and be saved 
from my wrath. Take me now to 
Govardhana, where he held the 
mount against a torrent. (8) 

cruCun^ii> 

G <9> re,#, nr! G^rrcGljj»g,rr^ creurru 

s^lll fh Q^ITLfTgj G<9nr)jLJU63TrT<£lfiu 

5,3,0G5T CT65Tgi] C_ LU f] A 
Gev CV) th 

r^niluv^u cruu^ 

r^OTToniD gjOTicuuS^nCg,, 

(0 *,l 0 ® mn\_rhj<hen (^i^tbg^G^rrcsnT^ix) 

G\l rj n \.J Ct637®ncsT 

*- UJ^;5l0l/)lcn. 

This caged parrot was starved and 
punished for calling ‘Govinda’ 
incessantly; she now screams, “Lord- 
who-measured-ihe-Earth”, louder 


Do not earn the world’s abuse, and 
hang your heads in shame. Take me 
now to Dvaraka, the city surrounded 
by high-walled mansions. ( 9 ) 

lD£jT€Ty LD gj| CTiT) fj G^fTl_LD 

GiiCJui gsjcu rjnu£)fb<jR kb 

§,C3TCT>OTT’5) £>U>n ^UJ&gJU QlJIUUJ GsiJCTiSTiq.^ 
gjir^^j^Cjncn g>jCS$cr»eu • 

Q\_jn<syt ^'luGu tDrn_ib QurToSlrv,^] G^rrcinn^iO 

g^jjC-nGijujrrG^fTGyr l_ 0 g, fh & 

G <9,nSD0 

GifT Gj^l C«D3UJfT(S\J G 5 IT 67T GST O <9 G O fT GVJ 

inrr^jicu 

cjj5>g>©J6u®unn0»(g) Gncu^fbfl)^* 10, 

This garland of sweet verses by 
Goda, daughter of Puduvai’s King 
Vishnuchiita, imploring her friends 
to take her to the lord in Mathura, 
Dvaraka and elsewhere, — those 
who can sing it will dwell in Vaikunta 
forever. (10) 

13 / Last wishes 

Kannan ennum I Varali | Adi 


<9>€OTTG77T63T CTT<55T(£pJ i£) 

5,ml.iiiflu uGugidgstu 

L[Cf3TGrefl[T) »4Cfflu QuiOgjOg) C' ifTCO^ 
MXDU) GusnC-fb, 

^r^lujrr^ 

Gu(f^LDfTG71 ^cnrjuSlcu 

©T^Tcrji ^ChL Q<£EfTC^ffT0 (JTCSTCtD 

Hie possessed by a dark god cal 
Krishna. P ray do not stand and t 
^sdom, pouring tamarind ove 
un °, Und - Alas > the lord does 1 
erstand a maiden’s pangs. Unf 

m" ^ yell ° w vestment and 

ut of my swoon with it. ( 
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urrou^jG^IcnGvJuSlGO gyuSIcv Q^nwnu 

UfjLDGTT cue^6uuuu.0 <@(*)ibG£»£inarr 
Gcxieurrcu ^63T«?JTlX) OuUJgjfTfbGufTGVJ 
C€U673Tiq.^)g)J GTCVGVtTLb Cutf^Gg,, 
G^rrcuncu r^^DgGt-Duj^giJ ^ujGjrrTuj^ 
(gjUjbG^fi (^Ulbc^iq. 

^cvifrii ^erffTcTOTjb gjjipnuj Q^neTjr^ cTctn - 
QlDG 5T (g^LpCvClDCU (*,lllcGa. 

I am caught in the dragnet of the 
child-who-slept-on-a-fig-Ieaf. Pray 
restrain yourselves, your words are 
piercing me like spears. Go bring 
the cool Tulasi worn by the cowherd 
pot-dancer, who is sleeping soundly 
>n Kudandai, and wrap it on my soft- 
hair coiffure. (2) 

a,nuLi(b4b ^^cfilcuoSl 

thGn\_fi>&iGnrr GTGJTcajiih ^fl<?r> it^Ga rre\jfT«\j 

Cl fh(,CT)<5t 2Sr(^f f>>CXJ C<ajGt|GOT0 

r£l <2D G\J LLJ LD £>GTTfT<j,gjl 6iT) IT} Genes'} GST 
^^cV) C 9 GU CTG3TC3TfTCJT; <^|C^JC3T ^(r^CUGF 

^6U€5T inttiicij OiG3TLDff®nCl) 

cmg^iurrGgj g>(g)tor»<£lcG 

LDmidjlfp OarTCffuTaf^gjj qatlieGfl. 

The demon killer Krishna, with his 
bow-like eyebrows and arrow-sharp 
gaze, has pierced and seered my bosom; 
alas, my spirit is ebbing. He does not 
show himself and say, “Fear not”. If he 
Parts with his Vanamala, without 
playing false, bring it here and rub it 
on my chest. (3) 

c^Crj 2-C\J<9»<2>gy 

ifTiq AGUITJkgJ g__OT3T <ffin ]Lfl 
ihrrCrfn}j SL_<p 

gjenmTpjgijib «li_ uGucyicrr 

-^fJfTGDQpgjLb c^GDOTTLLJ fT(SfT £>$jn 

^■j(Lp^) GurruVIcu 22 if 51 uJ 

ClAfTGaififTnsgii l|6\jI7>tGiD 
I. ^jCJlGtTLiCTlL I 

A black bull called Krishna has run 
amuck in Avppadi; I lie gored and 
mauled by him, hopelessly beyond 
repair. Go bring the ambrosial spittle 


from his sweet lips, my insatiable 
delight, and help me lap it before it 
dries; that alone can save my life. (4) 

0£>rTlpg))lb £_/fT)0> AfTL.U.fT€3T; 

6U 6T!GtfTfT63Tj GU6tfT 

L|0Jbg)J &G5U&)G3rd 
<hH)$0 Cun^rrOTrrTGu; 

fljCttipuftlsjT QLJfTjlilGOGijnuJ j^GDOU iSIgStGcST 
OlT>0II>m?b £*£!$ 6U(fF)^G3T0 
(g^ipcS^ ClgjfTGrxprTajnuj §rr Oe,rTCT5T0 
(Ip0>0i<?tl0i <9>l—C>SGfT. 

I weep and pray; the fellow does noteven 
show his face to say, “Fear not”, nor 
ever comes to caress, embrace, roll and 
leave. Grazing cows in the dense forest, 
he plays his flute endlessly. Go 
bring the trickle from its hole and 
wipe the fever from my brow. (5) 

5>«r>i_ Gjocirrry ^Gucun a-GVJAftgj! 

£>ljj/SbC<9»fTLlGai LO<JhG3T GTG37g)| lb 
C)<9jfTlq LU 0>iqUJ ^(ffjlDfTGVJncu 

0cnuL.j<9i5tfi.i^j Q^rTGnuuil0 
U_|lD Cl UUJQ^jlcuCcVjGil {fr fTG3T J 
GurTlp^aOT L£l$5>£b ^iq.UUfTlll^GVJ 
ClurTiq.5>2)fTGlIT 0<9ifTG5TfTITjf)^] y^fT&GTT 
CuaAfT S_uSl rT GT65T £_t_ IDG3MJ GlU . 

The self-willed lord Tirumal was born 
in a lawless world, as the indisciplined 
unscrupulous lad of Nandagopala. 
Brutally kicking me over my injuries he 
has crippled me. Plaster me with the mud 
trodden by the rascal and save me. (6) 

Clcu/rjC^* A(tfycna> ujnc3T^>«rr 

lining,) <^4,1—IT GV &>&)£}} 

ClGurT )0 Osui/jlGg, ClujpJD £>mu 
GcmiiGu GU 6 n(Tg, 5 ,nGGn; 

(<£*)fb(Dlb SHljpg) (Lp6ir>6U<9,G3T6<nQTA 

(^jLDrjCTT C<9»frcuu LJGmOTtf^G^nCGffn^) 
j^rnfn (g^roib r^GarGii <£n 

^Gmc^Trruj *dieGn. 

He moves like a despot in the world 
sporting a vicious bird-banner. His 
mother repents bitterly that she 
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brought up a useless son. Bring the 
insolent youth to justice; bind him 
up firmly - by his beautiful arms to 
my faultless breasts. (7) 

2_6nGeTT 

2_6TTCerrfT ^JcuCcrm crarcrn^ 

O&fTGrrgjnffrr ClsirrcrrcTfl^ (^g^jLbucjfiGJTft 

CftrrQjfT^^CJTCnCjr^ 5i6iJi5T[_ 5)i5sfTG\J , 
QftfTGn^CTTjLD ULLICST ^GUGUfTg, 

Cl«.rTfiw>«,fi>aTanc3TA £lipfciC&n@vi 
^errcrflu u$G)$il0 <*Ndi«T icrmcfilcu 
CT l®4ftI CT «fT pOTicog) ^rrCcuCOT. 

The lord of Govardhana my lover is a 
terrible highway-bandit. While I pine 
away, he does not care to inquire if 
I am living or dead. If ever I see that 
rogue, I shall tear these worthless 
breasts of mine by their roots, and 
fling them on his beautiful chest, then 
settle my score with him. (8) 

Clftfriionii) (tpcncuacTT ^ u ii 

C&nGS)<b2>jr,0 ££)(T (2)jr)CrocucO 
^ID&niDu lSlfT)cfil Cl<3 LULL) nrCg) 

iji'cjfli'i Gumijff QaLuiqii) ctott? 

Osib&nu) 2_cini_uj 

G&ngfinGesrQnb, (G^rrdrTrpj 

CliDujLbff^ic ClanGuG^I (ip-fttn Gf^rvAdil 
^(fTjGiDCO l 61 <5> n^flrrCfQ. 

If I cannot, in this life, serve my Govinda 
and satisfy my swollen breasts, what 
great purpose awaits me in the life 
hereafter? Good if he will brace me to 
his beautiful chest now. Or else let him 
face and answer me one day. (9) 

GfilcDGTtflj#) Clu(i^LDn6yican ^uum jmq A(g) 
crafWft <stt 3,<sr)ft 

efilc(jc5l ngiicfiffur^n tbiinSI (^)^ai cfriueai 

Qthnco#, 

«B\cvj«sncvjg, Q^nancuj&g) i jm^oitf^rrctr s_jbCDJ 
«fj«tb 
^UtT^'jQnGug, qjcogu nn<£^€n Qjtin • + 

«,■ jyjGri j^jcijeTinGfT- 


These words of love by Goda of 
bow-like eyebrows, the wonderful 
daughter of Villiputtur’s Lord 
Vishnuchitta, praise the tormenting 
lord, beacon of the cowherd clan. 
Those who sing it with gusto will 
escape the ocean of misery. (10) 

14 / Exchange between two 
groups of Gopis 

Pattimeyndor \ Kurinji \ Adi 
Viruttam , Mangalam 

utliq. CiDiufbgiJ 0> fT Cijnjj 

ucoC^)GLifb(2> t? 1 ’ ^’iP* l5,G ^ T !X> rTUJ 

^uic<sfi1«s2ncmufTi4 

^(^jC< 9> Gt_HT0j<9» GfJ? 

^Cl_LDfTOTT Uflr<9><9>CT><m 

^csftgji v>r$<bg>i 
Q^rrsirsT^ sSlancrTtunL. 

*OT5nCu_irCii3. 

“A black bull calf strayed away like 
an underling of Baladeva. Did you 
see him go this way?” 

“A cowherd lad with beautiful cows 
was playing and showing them 
how to drink. We saw such a one in 
Brindavana”. 

asTTGDCTTLj Qou->&\ 

^lurrum* 2^eOT®jvD 

( 5 )^ 1^0 fgyuZi 

Cotncui'***'*'**' 

AoariiiACcnnQ ifl* ^cjnujrrcnco 

s>cui£j £S> n P 0 

“Leaving me forlorn, a youthful butter- 
stench-bull went raiding into Ayppadi. 
Did you see this Govardhana lad?” 

“With his Vanamala shining on his 
dark frame like a lightning over clouds, 
we saw him playing with his gang 
in Brindavana” (i\ 
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IDfTCVjmuLJ iSl /TplDlSlcDUJ 

ld nCsv) O a llhm lo LD*3tnnrT6TT&r)6JT 
CJGUfTU Ou mij<5,CTT S?_CntJULjrT6D63T 

^fbjG«9> Gljit$>0 ) ftcAnieGij? 
Gldcuocu U9 <&£> QsuuSlcuAnuurrcTT 

Gfilc3TGin5)^2)l<^GirT ^IfD^GTGjl^JLD 

Gldgu ruiSlGST ■'Sup eu^jT)CiJocaiesr 

cfiT { : v, '2 >itOj fcjr<9,G 3) £i(»J3tGi _oCin. 

“The lord is a lover, nay, love itself 
born as a bridegroom. Did you see 
the inept liar go this way?” 

“Under the wings of Garuda, like a 
canopy shielding him from the Sun, 
we saw him going in Brindavana.”(3) 

■9 IT IT <9, £)<i33T fh ID G\J (h 5>6*f3T GT63T(jS}l LD 

Cl fTj ( > -,■ ITij <5j US) QQl LJ f*? Oj CTCfSltd ifedT 

rrn^jgijA O (h fT633T(^l cfilcnffnujrT^ii) 

P T-B g<Ji ^(j 3T631 fefll f9> £b 63JT if> G IJ ? 
GurTfT^fl, (ippj^lcn ^uurruju 

I | £h IT LD IT CVJ LU IT 4TJ1 6>3T &\ fh tiff G IT} GI_i IT GVf 

Gcu ITjjjigj (QgJT^i tfjl€<JTGTTLUITL_ 

Cj) /ITj IT ffu <S3T<9< G fh dh CJ3lG L oC LD . 

“The lord has lotus eyes that lead 
me by a leash. Did you sec him go playing 
this way?” 

“Like a chubby elephant-calf decked 
in a blanket of pearls, we saw him 
sweating and playing in Brindavana”. (4) 

LD rr^)tl;OTT GT63T LD GJuflU$1 631<S3T 

61JGTMTuu5l AT) t LJt3Tf§)Gu rrtvj 

Sjg^ii) tfJ>63T{rilLD Clibncngj ^nqn 

IT 1 B fail 63163T c3T B~> fh to oil ip G (J ? 
S_(flJDL ft) /Tip , 

<5.nfTGiDAA <5,(nnGrr) GlittcO, 
€0^1 x»»,0 Gij^r^ffu rTCiTiCijT 

ffSl Cff^fb^fTGUCJTahGg) <9 g33tCl nClD. 

“Utterly invincible as a boar-escaped- 
from -thc-dragnet, did you see my 
black-gem lord Madavan?” 


“Like the temple’s stud-bull-calf taken 
around the precincts, his yellow robes 
all hanging, we saw him in 
Brindavana”. (5) 

<T,(fT)LDib ^f 51 ujfra, (^njjLbuOTicjT^) 

B>G& GT>&8 <9fTITnil<5)LD ^^jGcuCu fTGU 
L-|(fTj<rU tu l_Li_ LD ^ Lp<fQuj 

Qun^fTj/j,2)ib ^cv' C3iuj<5) ^tyaripGrj? 

2_<9j UJ LJ U(IT)UU5 j5)^IG3tGlDQJ 

60 ifl u_l id <£b<£lCfi GuncoturtiDtsT 

<50 ITyJi fl 61163Tfh G<9, (9) g33tG I nG LD ■ 

“The unruly rogue has curved 
eyebrows, like the Sarnga bow he 
wields. Did you see the lord of 
inconsistencies?” 

“His body dark, his face red, he looked 
like the rising Sun over the Eastern 
mount. We saw him then in 
Brindavana”. (6) 

Ourr^TPjSitfjli S2__ 6fT) IJJ rTjlijlSlGtnujLJ 

qrOioGunGu 2 _ctt(GtTjLD &> rfl uj rT6in63T<9, 
iSUjHpijgjl 106310} 

<9>0) LD IT ^ip iCl £31 C\J fh fh CdUTie CIJ ? 
c *&{£){b$4b £bntf f T<9,(>33iriij.5j£no6U 

Qu(Tf)(ih| 6lJfTOTTLO Gu OGVJ , 
eSl^TTjajfljlD Cluifl^jOUJ CL) (IT) 6lJ 0631GJT 

60(IT)ITjG>CTOJ63T$bC<9, 3, €3 JT G L_ IT G LD . 

“Through and through dark inside and 
out like a cloud, did you see the lord 
whom the mind cannot grasp?" 

“Like a myriad beautiful stars cluttering 
the dark wide sky, we saw r him with 
his team coming in Brindavana”. (7) 

QcLlGlflui 2_GTH UJlT^fc3TLI 

g cjil iLirunpcri 

rQ\ 61 fl rt^63T0 2L_ GtT) i_ UJ ^(f^LDnGDQj 

UJ 0631 (53TA <£h 633T 1C G fj ? 
GU633T^1 GTTbl^LD AGuib^jirip Gi_JOCU 
ftlDlp L(,fbJ(aL5tpC\.J<9iGn gjLfT^G^nCTi ClOGu 
/ilClflo iSIgISTITJJ efilejlGTlUJ ITi 

gJI^,G<5> AG33lCl nGio. 
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“The lord has a white conch, beautiful 
discus, and yellow robes. Did you 
see this Tirumal, lord of immense 
compassion?” “With tresses on shoulders 
hovering like bees over his lotus-face, 
we saw him in Brindavana”. (8) 


ITjfTllCDLU UCDL 6T65T(T^J ^UJOTT (LpgjCYJfTO) 
iTjcifln mruDcuiT 

G'fi 1 L_GiH_lJ UGffffTfiOisfl cfil Gift CTTUJ nQ lX) 

cfjl ID C\J 63T 5) GST 63") (55T £h &> WOi 1C. G Q • 

Anil CD L_ (JjfTiqg, Cftggl&Cgllh 

a.ClfljVjtX) HGTHCTrjlh 2_t_CTT LDi^lij 

Ccu l_otj i_tu nm. 6 : i ( iv^uncyicsT 60 "gu cng>C&) 

9i 6JT3tG l _rf G ld . 


dflciDCo C<sjn j^/ig,cSluj(TCcu 6 n C^rjcorrO<g-. 


^coCfic^rj QcyrcarCjn 

Come, Pretty Parrot, I shall feed you 
with sweet morsel. Just repeat the 
name of our Chera King Kulasekara. 
His eyebrows, shaped like a bow, 
are adored by women. He sang in 
praise of Arangam and earned the 
name‘Pcrumal’. 0) 


G5>i_uuij6TTC3Turr Q&n-GTTGrrrra 
GTffjrrrjj 




“The lord creates Brahma, and through 
him the worlds. Did you see the pure 
one, for whom all this is sport?” 

“The lord who killed the bird, the 
calf and the elephant, came out of 
the forest after hunting; we saw him 
there in Brindavana”. (9) 

£)£)&£) <^06TtCI5UJ<9) 
urjLDsjjTgjesTcncjru unrflcsiCcDCu 

C,3,trar>Qf Qanou 
L£>0tf>g>nib CTG?rrr^j g,ii) inssrajGgj 

GSDCUgjgjJft GllfTjjpCljnnaCTT 

C u0^)^n<sn s_cni_uj iSl rjrrOTT ^iq.^j^Lpu 
iSl rfl UJ tTgjj CTGSTff^j lb ^(TV|ULJrTCo . 

These are words by Vishnuchitta’s 
daughter Goda, of seeing on Earth in 
Brindavana the cosmic lord who saved 
the elephant. Those who keep it in 
their hearts as remedy for life’s ills, 
will forever be inseparable from 
the feet of the lord. (10) 

Amial's Lotus Feet our Refuge 


Surrijib QftrrQl ( 2 )L_u unuoiSlcu 

u9ilt_OJ«r U>frrb!D cvjcn,J 

ftacucxjcn G&cocuGuftC^rf^ 1 

Cflljein (2)GVjG<5<5>0C3T (ipiq 

Gcuj>g>rr ^lAfTU>«nsflCui- 

When the necklace was found missing, 
Kulasekara swore that devotees would 
never take others’ things; to prove h.s 
faith, he lowered his hand into a snake 
pot. He is the King of kings, Ruler of 
Kolli, Crest-jewel of the Chera- 

clan, victorious in conquest. (/) 

1 / About Srirangam 

Iruliriya \ Purvikalyani j Adi 

*>-"U>«> n * siT ® a " r Q* 3 ^ 

I uraiui) 

I „„ , cSItm*,®* OoicnraiCT ^lencrowiui 


The Sacred W orks of 
Kulasekara Perumai / 

Perumal PiruTTioli 

Invocation 


or 


v * «jh 

cmji^jAlciflGu. 


( »jfii cuCogvj <f?nu Oi jfdyjjncn 

G' J 


Qu0 £,<•?, (0) sir Clg,«nponfiTu 
Gl u nOTrcaf) 

<£lar>g<9> Cfi<5>ujrr60 u 

u gti <,7^1 Q th n <m igtp, dj 
&(*}CCufcru j#, C<5>m ncn^crv>><9. 

67 sin 

••* • • :r-t - <nein<r)iGlftnCc\jn 

j^rrCon! 
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In the big city of Arangam my dark 
gem-huedlord reclines on Ananta, the 
white coiled serpent with a thousand 
hoods each marked with a ‘U\ — the 
lord’s feet, — and bearing radiant gems 
on each forehead that dispel the 
darkness everywhere. His tender feet 
are caressed by w’aves of the pure waters 
of Kaveri. O, When will my starving 
eyes feast on his subtle form? (1) 

GUfTiuc^rr rrcinrj^gjnfr^j 

ffUGDGrt SL . L IDlSIgTI S2_(^1g)(T)£h 

£^UI n&, ID CU fT<9 Gfil^nCfflGlD CufTGU 

GiDcsiCiDG^jih i ®a <rrrhJ(^j ld uijffjgiSjGin .V(. 
ihrruunibLi, iDGunu iS)rDf*u<5)Gv inncsnGu, 

Aiq ^ r/fhJAjfig)] rjcu an cott uSl © 

u fmcrfl Q^fTCTT(Cr- ld 
mnCaj^Cintirr iDcOTT^^nCsJvfT /PcrirrnQi cietn 

(Tunuj nq r:<? 3 Trr^Cl^nGcofT <sutuj b n^nGcn! 

In the fortified city of Arangam, the 
wonder-lord reclines on a coiled 
serpent-bed looking like a dense 
bouejuet of dark Kaya flowers. The 
hoods of the serpent curve over the 
adorable lord’s unfading-flower-like 
head. Its thousand matchless lips full of 
eternal praise spit fire that spreads out 
everywhere like a canopy over 
the lord. O, When will that day be 
when I stand by the auspicious twin 
Marattun pillars outside the sanctum 
and sing mouthfuls of praise! (2) 

crib incar <$(ujcr jhneji^ 

GnrT£yjLD 

rr-rtlrjwa^i^l 

ClsinetfaiQ 

crii lditQlO <Dvp(TfiliqGc'jirrQ03 
^Ginin^a r^1 G^rirj 

GlaibC»luiTG 3 i 

^LDlD fTOTT^Gin iDGUITfl, #>lDGu&> £) O, FT U 

■ -e «fjj n rr) 

cSHnrita.frfr] ncuc^sf^uSlT) 

i i cn (?ffl th ifi 

r^ibi D fT(^<3T ^u^snerar*, & 

dlU) UI<5 uCiJIt(*J <)T63Trr^j I a, nC GU n 

1 


In the jewel-city of Arangam, the lord 
reclines on a serpent bed, with the 
praiseworthy Brahma seated on a lotus 
emerging from the navel. The four¬ 
faced one with his eight bright eyes 
looks everywhere and bows in 
obeisance with folded hands, while his 
four tongues eternally chant the lord’s 
everlasting praise. O, When will I strew 
flow'ers at the lord’s feet and mingle 
with his devotees there? (3) 

ifirTG^lGnctfr sunoj i^Grnr^gjj ld rr6ir> gu, 

Ggug^gu 

QJ GSifT coo l G5D G3T . GTGST Si GtfiH GJ3T £3"5 G31 , GU 6JT 
(S) GJTfD LD 

^gS) gtksjt ^ctfTrrn Cl<5,fr6TOTt_ 

^ajfrcjfh^nco, 

^LDrjrr^GrT gji^^G^GuGucncn, 

^G3TiJU 

U fTGulcnGJT, cgHGU GUL-CIlD rri^GDUJ , 

u fb I^Jc^ 0 £> n <T«5s CTT 
UuS)gVJ ^fJGUGDOTJTuSlff) 

u ot gtA Q a, n gd to 

C^fTGfilgneifT, r^n 2_nD GTcn^eyr 

GiTi Si<2hG TT 

OAffii-iLDLOGun gj/luj GTCJTfT)jUl^ 3 nGGun a<svuL_|U5 

(bnGcn! 

The adorable lord, the ocean-hued- 
one, reclines on a serpent-bed in 
Arangam. In the yore, he ripped the 
horse Kesin’s jaws; he lifted a 
mountain and gave protection to cows 
against a hailstorm. Sweet as the 
Tamil songs sung by freed souls, and 
praised by Vedic seers, he is my 
Krishna, dear to me. O, When will 
I worship him with flowers plucked 
with my own hands, and praise him 
till my tongue sv/ells? (4) 

^G^CTnuSlcuGun Gin a airrys CI^iqlSI 

fyfdu »<* 

t-bi.((n-|Gi| ld rhrrrf&jGTMiB Ginn.) (6^,31 uj{bfr, 

g]jCMnGiraruSlGUGUfT«P3 Gl S) ITGU LDGiDfT) pjflvV 
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Cl^ircu 

6J5>5>j 

inCftfllDfTL. U)fT6Tf)«n*A6h U3CJ(<f, 

^fjcijsncyaTi^jr, 

U CTTGlf) Cl <5, fTCTT (ffff) lb 
uieA)OTireJ3i«!T^Li)ii)(TOTfina, AOTTrQQftnOTr^Jl 

<jl 63T 

iDGVjffJ O^cstesf) <rrcyrf^jClarrCcufT Gucrarfbi^ih 

r^nGcrr! 

The lord of gem-hue reclines on a serpent 
m the citadel of Arangam, surrounded 
by tall jewelled mansions, amid wealth 
and prosperity. He is praised relentlessly 
by the eternal Brahma on his lotus-navel 
with the ancient chants of the Vedas. 
The adorable Rishis, Tumburu and 
Narada, play their instruments of 
unsurpassable sweetness, sing his 
praise, and bow to him. O, When will 
I see him and lower my crowned 
head at his adorable feet? (5) 

c^crflmi^nCiDCo ^ujGanr §}%>&) fjCcsfn(^i 

gj gd cn 

'^iiAfjfTtf.cngnb <^ad>a>uuj(2>tb 

id ff) r£j ib 

Can (Vp dfl 611 LD 

$Qfi0uSlc\J LDCUfT g>JT 6© 6 

C«(<yb 

^crfliDsurr Csit QurTj^cu S2_<J«»v> 

6Jf5^ A 

cn(fF)ih a»t— woitfrarcs**" aidcoA 

(h faa>p^y)nD 

§>cifliD$ Can ^QQ^nOT© 

ffTfflJT 

S_cncnib.£t<fc CTGffT^Cl^rrC^rT a._00ib 

iTjnCffn 1 

The lord with a bright moon-like 
countenance reclines on a serpent in 
Arangam, surrounded by nectar¬ 
laden flower-groves. With Brahma 
seated on his bee-fresh blossom 


leading Siva, Indra and the host of 
gods, Rambha leading the celestial 
nymphs, and Narada the gathering 
of clear-headed Munis, they cramp 
the sanctum and strew flowers every 
way. O, When will I see his form 
and melt my heart out? (6) 

ID 0 ID <9 Gi {L£> lb LDG5TLD CU|6^<9lb 

ID fT0 j/)l 

«DU> l_|€UOT*CTT g-\_rtU UfTfJ^) 

gjginuiD 

<J§0 (ipuQufT^LggiJ gtcOgdcu 

g5«OCO«T2> 

Gg,nc\j Ofnj^&AGrer fp^ncurpGjrjD Q^nc^rn— CJn«n 
^ fp LD ^ (l^ ID LDG5T^,^)Qjnj,Lb 

Cl lj rrcTi cTl 
u cn gtFI Cl <5> rrch^T^ u> 

<0 lb ID tlCuJfTClDC3T t (3,6yaT(5l ^T63T 

£h GS3J a> cb 

f^rrLDCu5> CTC5Tg)jCl<5>nGGun <9tf)0ib jbnG<srn! 

The beautiful lord reclines on a serpent- 
bed in Arangam between the loins of 
Ponni, the Kaveri-Kollidam rivers. He 
is the sole refuge of devotees whose 
hearts are filled with compassion and 
who practise with unshakeable faith 
the eternal Dharma. Dispensing with 
avarice, cleansing the vice in their 
hearts, and subduing their senses, they 
perform worship five times daily and 
rid themselves of their painful load of 
Karma. O, When will 1 stand in their 
midst, and offer worship with tears 
brimming in my eyes? (7) 

C^ncu^^nib#) Clir>(^|^5fTiT(bi5,Lb ^ 

a r^j a, ld 

O^n^ncouj . CW0JD 

(SJD Gn gu n cn 

^ri^djurrj^Gij gicfioj ljiv)(CT) 

^StjLp ibfTUU, 

ClfbftjlnijajLpcifl Cdncncu {*,;()4,4. 
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$ ( 36 U(jrbJ^ tJGU CnCoSTuSljb 

u CTT Crfl O & fTCTT (CTT) li 

id rrGcvjnc^G 37 & (§}GTu4h ifcCuGfil 

cmL^I 

cu cu cSl car cstGijj sin crdnrrr}jO ArrCcu rr cun^tii 

r^nGcrr! 

My beautiful lord reclines on a serpent- 
bed in Arangam surrounded by fields 
and groves of fish-thriving waters. He 
is guarded by the five sentinels, — the 
big bow-and-arrow Sarnga, the 
gracefully curved conch Panchajanya, 
the terrible mace Koumodaki, the 
dagger with a sheen Nandaki and the 
deadly discus Sudarsana. The victorious 
bird Garuda whose flight is speedier 
than the wind stands in attendance. 
O Woeful me, when will I see 
and experience the joy of union 
with him? (8) 

gjlijfrg, LD<£n<5>3>fTg,cu QgjfTCffSTi.ii o,n!u&Gn 
(<9)ipnib $(r*)Ui_j<9>Lp0)Cn ucuclilD 

t^fjrTff, LDffTNft AffrfluGunG^ 0>G37T63ilf(T 

LD^nip Canq cjg>$ tbnicijjii 

(ipupo.] ljOGPCU 0>nC(iyi0 

^ (n-jcij ^ ijcuCTTCSinuSlrr) 

LJ CTT Cffl C IT CTT ^<5TF-| lD 
CurTlT,^^ ^LDUJfTCnaT^, ACOTtQ gjCTTGrflu 
UJ^GU^^GU GTGTT^jQ AnGiSulT *0^10 

i^itCctt! 

The discus-wielding-lord reclines in 
Arangam, where auspicious drums roll 
like the ocean ever)- day. His bands of 
devotees, — their hearts filled with 
insatiable desire, — sing his praise in 
many ways, contemplate him and 
derive abiding satisfaction; their eyes 
rain tears, their hearts melt. O, When 
will the day be when I sing and dance 
and roll on the floor with them. (9) 


gvottOu 0 Giirrcyr^LD 2 _iuuj, c^ld^ 2_ujiu f 

ID673T 2_UJLU , LDC53T 2_CU^6U LOCsflfllT 2—UJUU, 
gjOTTUL D gJUJlT ^ACU ^UJITGVI ^6TTlT)j 

^GUCUfTS 

i0n5iLDSUGTTfJ ,£1*11) LD.£l|^gLD Cl£fjfTOT3TL-P’ OJfT\p, 

^cjrOurr0 Q^gst^Icst^ G l£rT < 5>,£l ill 

u GrTcrfl Cl fh rrcruOT) ld 
$0(y3©£>g)giJ d^m^nir 

fhJ fh CTT 

^63TUl£l0 Qu0(bl 0^LgClJ LUrrglJli) 

2_i_Gcjt cTcyin^jClarrCGUfT 

^§0*><£>^ rbrTGcrT! 

The lord reclines in Arangam with his 
benign gaze pointed South, providing 
elevation of spirit to the big sky and all 
the celestials in it, as well as the Earth 
and all the Earthlings in it, dispersing 
their pall of grief, increasing their 
pleasure unmixed with fatigue, giving 
sustenance to devotees with love in 
their hearts. Bands of exuberant 
devotees throng in the courtyard; when 
will I too be one of them? (10) 

$L_nc£lenn£j(£j acarau Qunarcsfl 

0 C 1 J CJ fbJ * gj gj] o CT) croniSl in 

U CTT Glfl Cl * rr CTT (OTj ib 

A t_ Cu cfil cn fiy 0 <$3 0 G IQ Gcf! 

LD LD IT C3T Oj C5T 6TD 63T £h 
&> Cff3T OTTT a £h G5tiT ■ > £_**0lh 

n gu 5) goi (»n it cu 
0 CDi_cS 1 cni^j 0 cfiln^cu gjiTcncrnij) ClAnrhip 

6Tt (SU fT GH 

L_ CU ItGiJJi ITC3T Cl*rTGir>L<9j 0 QjG5(9iO C31 

Cl^fTXD Cl<9u-»(b 
ijp Loncmcv) 

cu cu cu n n 

fT)6U(b^<3>}jp ffj fT0 gtotcitt 

IJ-i GifdT GSplGll nG ff. 

This decad of Tamil songs with rhythm 
by the generous Kulasekara, — ruler 
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of Madurai, wielder of a sharp sword, 
commander of a victorious army and 
heir to the tall umbrella, — with a deep 
desire in his heart for seeing the lord to 
his fill, sings of the dark ocean-hued 
lord who reclines on a serpent-bed in 
Arangam island in the middle of Kaveri 
nver. Those who master it shall attain 
the auspicious feet of Narayana. (11) 

2 / About devotees in Srirangam 

Tettarum \ Jonpun \ Misra Cbapu 

C&l-© *|(V£ $fDci> CajcafloncOTg, 
cutup 

«u<Tuuii QjOTLDncnoj id mien <sn got 

LDrrcvj Q&ncrr ^Ijjcm^ujnrruj 
Cmcfit ^ujnen 

CTmgjii Qu>iuujtivwniTttOTgjii) 

<S>G3OTiq.L-<3i <5fiv(^lGlDCVJ, gj 

*rT^3)Jlb 5,OToT LJtUGOT QGuCg,. 

The lord is difficult to attain; he is the 
strength of the devotees, and sweet as 
honey; his chest, a fit place for the 
goddess Lakshmi, is adorned by an 
unfading flower garland. He is adored 
by devotees in his Arangam temple; 
they sing and dance, despair and call 
“Ranga” till they are fatigued. If mine 
eyes could only see those bancis o> 
true devotees, would they not ha^ e 
served their purpose? ' ' 


a hot arrow through seven trees in a 
row, and grazed cows. Devotees 
constantly dwell upon him, sing and 
dance and call, “O Ranga!” If one could 
only bathe in the dust of their holy 
feet, why cherish a desire for holy dip 
in the Ganga? (2) 

6JGOT in fTUJ f0cmi) 

£>6J3Tl_ gjJ lb (ipCOT ^fJfTLDeyrnuJ 
ldgsot 

0<9nGuc\$lu uniq. gugotjt O unGOTGa^u Gu n 

^pCufTGVJ 6U0U1 5.WOTC5OT (§IT C<9>fldOT© 

^7^0, got CdhnuSlcb fiiOtfjpiypib 

Gsfl}jOsiLJ Cl^rT(,3OTl_iT GtfGUiq^ 

Gsgjj GTGOT Cl & got« fl (h ^ioa^«uCat, 

Singing songs, “The-lord-who subdued- 
seven- bulls!”, “The-lord-who-lifted-the- 
Earth-as-a-boar!”, “The-lord-who- 
came-as-Rama-to-kill-Ravana! , The- 

lord-who-measured-the-Earth! , arid 

such, devotees shed tears gushing like 
the Kaveri river, slushing the inner 
courtyard of the Arangam temple. The 
slush from their feet is a perfect Tilaka 
paste to apply on my forehead. (3) 

C&ffu >(V*, ^TjCTTOT <D)uSlfT CffUGuOTCcOTnUJ IJfT^II—COT 
£L_6Kim_£yj ti ffi_L_GOTrpj iSiCJOTiJl 

Stptoib Cg)fT6TT 2__CDL_ ffllillSl Q1TC3T G1COT 
lu n n<f>i ctt n uj 
Grip {hniicaOTn! crcOTrpi 
Cuuu 2>^i§Lbug3 C^bn^gj 
CT£,£lI S_QJUD C^n^L-r 1 CoC^iLq 
C7 ib& Gunib^giUO 


C^n(^)8_cii n tDGon GthKcfteincm 

Ggjnujo^^gjjuo ©jnctflujffCO 

J@ lD n iD«jd> C^pXDgd^ ® 6?r,a 

CiDdi*M4«b ®^ lGuJ 

W CiU^ ^ 

' *■«>**<&* C^rrc^rr ^uGlur.* 

^.jbnib Cu6l^, A*™* ^ ** 

dai^anA CTTG 01 ^CuQftV 

The lord who extends his arms to 
embrace the lotus-dame-Lakshmi shot 


My lord of Arangam gulped curds, 
butter, and milk; he was caught 
by Yasoda who bound him by his 
hands. His devotees in ecstasy call, 
“Narayana!” till their tongues 
swell and fall at his feel again and 
again with folded hands, till their 
bodies swell. Mv heart shall always 
worship and praise the holy feet of 
these devotees. (4) 
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QurTLu<^cmGua> cj.CifpJ G T 05>.<b<-D 

^fpjgjgjju Gurrn ,£MOum fT.fr$,Q> C&nQT 
Qfftu^ftsncu* <&,»£ £&**&& 

tDfT LD<^)cO OgGtfT ^(Jf&J<3>G3TfTlb 
ClLDLU^C^GUA 0i(rt)CLD5>LD 6^CfT£U ga^ 

ClfT > (g) 1 g.GTT /PciT^i $0>jpu Gurnu 

Cl LD LU«f^ (rSl fTLJ U GU IT a^Lb^DLnCuj rQ £33 G3T (T>g| 
6TG3T LDQTUD QlDUJ ^©Sl n^^ClD. 

The lord of Arangam is surrounded 
by high masonry walls that radiate 
his aura. He killed seven charging bulls 
and battled with a terrible serpent. 
He is like a rainbow - adorned 
dark cloud. Those who contemplate 
him in their hearts, experience 
horripilation. When my heart goes out 
to these devotees, I too experience 
horripilation. (5) 

^4,«r fit) ITCCTQ) ff LD lSI 0 fTGJT 
urrgLon ukXMt i 

^curTg, ungfilAtin 

iTj^Qcyrnp 0>mltq CTfbj(gjib 
1 . \ T T ffTibu)fTgpji>G^. 

<9>rr«5)GuCli9uj Clg,rTOT3TL_ri0>0 gtlj tSlguiSlg yi iii 

<9>ITgGU CWlLli.|UJ ffTttSI QrVj^iFGLD. 

The lord of Arangam is the lord of 
celestials, the eternal wonder-lord, the 
beginning and the end. Wicked people 
who lack devotion, do not wear the 
flowers of his feet on their heads. To 
redeem them and show the right and 
faultless path, devotees go about 
offering service with love in their 
hearts for the lord. In every life 
here and hereafter, my heart is filled 
with love for them. (6) 

1 15,0 <g^pn 

(AP5)& (olGllC^t.75Trjl/Kfl ClflllJUJ Gljriuj 
■S^rj id rrriQiOTT ^ n **.i •*> cp err cttld 

Ah'V l Cl i fr 


C^0li5 Q{Tj05l63TfT C<3fT£jgj 

QjrTflfftjpu<sun ^rrGrfl63)6WT<ffi(gj §>0 
ojngiii ,^0<i> gtc3t O|fc<00CLD. 

The lord of Arangam has a dark frame 
like gathered monsoon-clouds, with a 
soft radiance, a pearly-white smile, 
coral-red lips, and a garlanded chest. 
Devotees shed tears with love in 
their hearts and stand waiting for a 
glimpse of that rare sight. My heart 
is a slave at their holy feet. (7) 

LDfTCTTGVJ £>_IT)IT) *SI <b «*£)l_2>g>OJflT 
<s\j633T(p <€)cjst(Yi 

icrTCDGu £>_rT)nr) cusnaili Clu0r5 $0- 
ld n rrffi 11>3 > ott i d g\j ct fh a i tooi cTiTj £3t 

IfllTCDGU 23 £H tQJ u LJ 

( 5i'lC)ift«T GTibvfiagjiaG* 

Lorr«nGV) £—jb.if))(pib 'ol^rrtirjTi it 6ufup<a_|G>0 
UDrrCiDGVi <ST(S3T O£>(0,9 Git). 

The lotus-eyed lord reclines in the ocean 
amid lapping waves, wearing a fragrant 
Tulasi garland with humming bumble¬ 
bees over his chest. Devotees wander 
dancing and singing madly, ecstatic 
over the lord in Arangam. My heart 
desires a life like theirs. (8) 

QlJ3fTUjgg|,fT> <£>COTT ufirfl C.9IT0 OlDUJiTxSTr 
^cvSlrruu Gjnij<£l @630eng)gif ipGjrrry 

ffTiuggi* 0 udlS1Q 

umq ctg3t 

&&>/bcn ^rrrbJ<3>£p<9>0 <$Uq- 

UjrTIT^GTT <^<£1 ^JOJCr»^G<!T, 

iSlgj^gnu) ^iqjit i9g>5>iT ^cOciutagtt; 
iD0(nnfr>u.jiTn (ipibjpiLb . 

With tears welling in their eyes, — 
the hairs of their bodies standing on 
ends, — they stand yearning for 
their lord and dance in frenzy, then 
again sing and dance and fall prostrate 
at his feet calling, rt My Lord,” 
“My Fat her,* and “My Ranga,” 
taking refuge in him alone. They are 
not mad, only the others are mad. (9) 
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c&JCOGSI LDn LQffun IDfrJCJIA ITjfTgjGST 
c54(jr^j<5jCST QlDUJUJl4UjrTfrAOT2)l£> 

GTCUGTXW ^sO ^UvGDlDgi ^ro§>^l«flGU 
crdnnryii Ciagli ldqt^O) or rub 

ClftfTGUoSl^fTCUGVJOTT rf)JTUJAC3T 

CarTi^lajCancjn 0GvjG<5O,tjcn 
ClsncOc^GST ^G5T£)tii1jy> LDfTCDCU 61JffU6UGUIT 
Cl^a6MT|_fr Og)n£53Tt_ITA6TT 

This sweet of decad of Tamil songs, by 
Kulasekara, Ruler of Kolli, King of 
Kudal (Madurai) saying, “When will 
I join the band of devotees in Arangam 
where the lord resides with lotus- 
dame Lakshmi?”, — those who master 
it will be devotees of the lord. (10) 

3 / To the Lord of Srirangam 

Meyyil \ Anandabhairavi | Adi 

Qidlu 'jQq 0 curripAcnAcmLj CIlduj gtgsta 

Q^ncn^d) g)cu 
onciiujib g,cinCl65Tn0ih <9tfi_0Gugjj ^cOoncu 

iLiTTcin; 

gDtuCajr! cSnlf^Ao' CTgjTrrj) 

CD LD LU GV) Cl AfT6ijjflO(_njfl jjCjjCST CT{ST^)<»ffI 

L0n gyi o>Co». 

I cannot mix with people of the world 
who consider this corporeal life as 
real. “My Lord!”, “My Aranga!”, is 
all 1 can say. I swoon with infatuation 
for my lord Mai. (1) 

f^flcSlOTT Gfbff @C*>» wan $fT)g>C0j (glib^ui 
(CT^ncuii g,c5rClc5TiT0ib '»* 

tu n gut; 

r^cvil uj-tt, ^anymirr, ^oihMMr' ct® 1 ©^ 

, nneu •>•<* ffiOTSbGiT longu^Ca. 

My love for the lord grows day by 
day. Nor can I join the people of 
the world who pursue dames with 
thin waists, f sing and dance and 
call “Aranga!”, madly in love with 
my own sweet lord. (2) 


inrfjcuTnrr gu rfl cr> co o> 

^llOflULHUlb 

umflcsTftQijn^ib @cugt>cvj ujrTGur; 

^OiDfrnciJcyi r^cu 

jbfrijc33TQjT iSlgj^Gsn. 

Nor indeed can I be a subject under 
the sweet bow of the king-of-love 
Kama. I am mad for my jewelled 
Aranga, my eternal lord Narayana, 
the destroyer of Hell. (3) 

S-crmi^Guj si_car>i_Cuj C£0ii> gib 

mcjraTLcu5)Qg,rr0Lb <5«v0ciigjj ^Jcuottgu 

UJ rTG3T; 

^Gnrn_6une33TC5T ^gnjAcfT cdgst GuiL (ipcnco 

SJ-OTl CUfTUJCBTgjCST ©_ GUTID Q> & 65T 

Q> IT GS5T l£1 G GJT . 

I am not at ease with the worldly lot 
who run after gourmet food and fancy 
clothes. I crave for the lord of the 
Universe, my lord Aranga who sucked 
the ogress Putana’s breast. (4) 

(V)«tQoIT |51 ifjljJDOi, ^CUOJfTgjj Qauj 
£><£lujnClijrT0Lh a«.0cug,i ^cucmcvi tun gut; 

^iuot ^gr&iAGur ^niDCntju 

CuGU>g, tun LDCTJiGunGncin^dn iS^^Gcjt. 

I will not be one with those who abandon 
the virtuous path and do wrong things. 

I am mad for the first-lord Aranga, the 
cowherd-lord, the bridegroom of 
lotus-dame-Lakshmi. (5) 

cnb uij&gjn ^GNjcunClnn0LD aYn.i OJC5T; 

a_ibun Guntpcyicij GpiGSTrrjnOiOj u./SUocjt; 
gjibiSigncin £|l69M»(0> ^>i^ 
gTthtSlnn OT)| g>fgj ffnigemifiiLIU) lS^0>3>Cg3t. 

I neither mix with non-devotees nor 
consider living like lords a virtue. 
My lord of Arangam, — my master 
for seven lives, — is the lord of gods. 
I only crave for him. (6) 

ujrrGijrrQirj dwr 0ib <$\a 
0,66^0)0) 651 GUI 

IDHGU ; 
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&fb0£esi\ CT67I0JJ ^CDlpdh^CJTGfDCjfT; 

6l^2)63Tniu gtid iSlon-g^i ft Gft. 

The lord weaned me away from 
mixing with just anyone for just 
anything. u My Master!", “My 
Aranga!”, I call, mad for the love 
of my own sweet lord. (7) 

CuujCfj cTCsm.(2> ujf7cu0O); ujrTgmi) £>fT 

CuiuCcn GTCunft^iii; <@£,1 Gu^fl ctqt! 
^muGarr! ^rjrhiftrr! crcjrr^j ^GTMpft^cinCfncia; 
GuujcrrfuL) (T>G^)bSi bUi>cS)nng)t^>Gfl». 

To the world I am mad. To me the world 
is mad. Alas! What use dilating on 
this? “O Cowherd-lord!", I call, mad 
with love for the lord of Arangam, 
my master. ( 8 ) 

,^rjf*>ift 63 T ^ 14 uSl cm cttjt 

41»b<3>2>fb gjcaflu Qu(TFjib LSlg>g>C3Trnuft 
OftrTr^iftriGftrrriT {^cuCaftfjbJT G 0 rr <sijt gst 

Cancu 

S'* (9 ffucocoGufTft^j C7g)ub ^67Tnjj 

^cOancuGuj. 

These songs by Kulasekara, King of 
the Western tract, sung with 
extreme madness for the discus- 
wielding-Iord Aranga are offered 
at his feel with devotion. Those 
who master it will have no affliction 
here or hereafter. ( 9 ) 

4 / To the Lord of Vcnkatam 

Uneru selva m \ Ragamahka \ 

Khan da Chapa 
Kanadti 

i_.rfr)iSIft)<n9 ujfTtfsi 
G GlJ 6 TOtG l_ GST, 

c^Gottju (rrijp Q<ji><?jT(pf;Gin ^ 146 ^ 105 , «£)rr>ii) 

gvjgvxtgu ; 


ft5VCJTC7^U <5fbJftL0>;.' 1 l « -2,.ftfTGjfT5,G3TCffU^;fti_ftg 1 Jft 
CftnGcimfl GUfT(l§lb (ft, 0 ftrUULJ iSIjduCuCott. 

I do not wish to enjoy the pain-ridden 
life that follows birth, if I cannot serve 
the feet of the lord in Venkatam, who 
stands holding a coiled conch on his left. 
May I be born as a penitent stork in the 
Swami Pushkarini tank there! (1) 

^GJTTTft QtfCUGUgjgj] ^gibCT)UUJnft«TT &1T) (ftjlp 
G^jrTCTT^j^enjLD C<30JOJ(l£t_b lOCTOT^IIJfttD UJfTG3T 

G cu fa'a'si Glot; 

G^qt ^it L^^GarrcrnGu^ ^(njGojf^ifti 0 

ft cm cttuSI cu 

li) OTT fT LU U iSl fT)ft (ft)l£) ..liM.I ffi__iff)L_ G UJ G3T 

c^G GU G 633 . 

I do not cherish this life of wealth, 
glory and power, surrounded by 
dancing-girls decked in gold and 
finery. In the cool glens of Venkatam 
where flowers spill nectar, may I be bom 
as a little fish. ( 2 ) 

Hamir Kalyani 

w'i 1 0csni_iLincj3iih iSlmugyih .. - . 

gjJ lL^U L| ftCVJ ^ifllil 433611 (ft) 0 , 0 ) 

gu nacu, 

ufilGSTcuu-t-tf fti_nCcurhjftLftCftncin 

gjfTGfft 

Cl unGJTGUll iq.GVJ iSl lq.ft «gj| 2_l_Cc3T I |ftU 

0 urr^Gcueir ^GgdGgst. 

In the temple where the lord with 
his golden-orbed discus reigns, the 
mat-haired-Siva, Brahma and India 
vie to enter the portals-of-liberation, 
Svarga Vasal. Ah, but I shall carry 
the lord’s golden spittoon and slip 
in quickly. (3) 

G^OTm_j6iiGTT CgugiDgu ftjcrxi umbfti g^jcrn 

ft CTTTfti uflcyiLQ tDflCaifTGjt ft ip U* 1 • C3T) G33Tft cil 

ft ncsuiij ft nr) (ft}, 

UOT3TL Jft(P^LD GUGysUqOTIf^lftGP U633T LJfT^LD 
GffUfHlftL ftftjM 
QatffinuftLonuj f^lrrj^LD £3- cmt Gunaiyi 

^GciiGiAjT. 
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The lord who reclines in the Milky 
Ocean where bright corals are washed 
ashore, stands in the temple of 
Venkatam. I wish to be born as a 
Senbakam flower on that hill, kissed by 
Pann-humming bees, to be blest with 
homage at the lord’s feet. (4) 

Purvi Kalyani 

UJfTG3T GguCotGl G5TJ 

€TLDCl LJ{MTjLDfTcjt PF063T CTjpCVJ Gsu^jftu 
LO CDGoClD GV 

j2>lX)U&LOfTUJ r9s){£)lh 5>GUI b &_CTn_CuJ€3T 

^GgoGcjt. 

I do not desire to ride on the high seat of 
a canopied elephant, and enjoy the wealth 
of this kingdom. On the glorious 
Venkatam hill, in his temple there, I wish 
to stand by a pillar and do penance.(5) 

fr^jGJiiTGjraflctru. ujrrrr g> n i^ftn jin 

Go)G3TCD£bLL| LD 

^cncjrconftu) unL.ClcunQib ^u-co ^cdqj 
(5^5) rfl G uj G5T; 

QgjCfTC5TffTG3T GUGWTtq.QnfbJftCT U COT urT^LD 
Gojfij^L 

c?H GSTorrGJDcniij Cl u n ^ib 

^0Jb2><Su4Cfi><OT ^CoiCciT. 

1 do not crave for the song and dance 
performances of Urvasis and Menakas 
of lightning-thin waists. I wish to b< a 
golden peak on Venkatam Will, ana 
enjoy the dance of bumble-bees tna* 
hum Tena-Tena on Panns. W 


Mukhari 

*«**• ta*" 1 **& 

G*" 4 *" n ®'» 

. ■ . ,i '■ 1 ■’ 

'..A''— 

‘X*cr>v. 

unujU) *-**-&• * 

G cr, 


I do not wish to rule over kings as a 
monarch protected by Moon-like 
parasols. I only wish to run like a wild 
stream in Venkatam, amid groves of 
nectar-dripping flowers. (7) 

iSlcnnjGjtry acDuujn^iii iSkui ffii Lbffih^fl CT).^ 
Qpc<DfDuj nuj Clu0 GcucTTcfilA ((ffjCDrr) 

^ipi^uuncsT Ldcnrr) ^carnor: 
CiGU.rSllUmT a,COT GiJfTCDGOgj 

IDCnCoGlDGU 

Clrh^iunujA rQcncvj gni CujtOT 

^jGgijGgJT , 

The lord who is the substrance of the 
Vedas, grants to Brahma, Siva and 
Indra the fruits of their sacrifices. He 
is the resident of Venkatam hills, 
where 1 wish to be a footpath amid 
the cool enchanting groves. (8) 

Mobana 

O^uMumu GucbcfilcTKOTAGb $0U>nCcu 

O^tunCcsT! Ccun^i-oi^ <£)<ot Co,rtu$!c\5)<OT 

Gua/rcO 

OJ^^LD GUfTG5T€lJ0LI> fj ID CD U IU 0 lb 

Pb&l 23-^ uQi«n«inuj 

0,ncOTCuC<OT. 

O Lord who ends the misery of 

overgrown-like-weed Karma! Eternal 
Lord of Venkatam hills! O, For a 
glimpse of your coral lips constantly, 

I wish to lie on the doorstep at 
the portals of your temple, where 
devotees, celestials and Rambha 
stand and wait. (9) 

&_Lbuf» a G\J0 6£>00CDl. 0><£lb 

SL.0LM i^&CTT 

^ibCli i nfr) (5,67, D l •ifjQfTgyjlb 
.«M,i»,^GutG3T; 

OtflbuGilCTT G)jrTiiin(OT ^^OyGoff^J^i lb CrG-jT^lli) 
GTibQufr^ujfTcn Cu incmncneuCiDGu eiG&GDiib 

l^CiJ G<ot . 
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Even if I am offered the gold-girdled 
hips of Urvasi and the parasoled 
kingship over celestials, I will not 
change my mind. Yet I will settle for 
just anything, if it be on Venkatam 
hills where my lord resides. (10) 

Brindavana Saranga 
iDCtfTGsfluJ tfniJGU CUl_ Ct>IJ fa]<£F>L_£)£>ncjT 

QurTGtfT .'4 UI jyi LD AfTGOTTLJ FTCm 

^u>rr>0^1<K 

O^rrcu o*n. rrCcurr) (^cuG^^rjcn 

Off fTOTTCTT 

ucjrwfluj f^flc ■ - unf^j^friu 

Ui!J»£,rT£J»CcTT. 

This decad of pure Tamil songs were 
sung by sword-as-sharp-as-deaih 
Kulasekara, desirous of seeing 
the Venkatam lord’s golden feet. 
Those who master it will be devotees, 
dear to the lord. (11) 

5 / To the Lord of Vittuvnkkodu 

Tar tit uyuram \ Sbanmttkhapriya \ 
Viruuam (Variant) 

5»(3giJiurjLb £>i rrCmcvj s__cm arjGiOT ^icucuncu 

« 9 IJCTtfl ^cvjcjicm ; 

crfll C3Ti fj (^J^C1|LD meufTU Ql ifTjjilcO "Vl'p 

^jiinDnOcm! 

<£i if Ml cm gjgjacu rr-emro ^mij iq £ni ld 

in ro rr^| ^cuchgjcm 

(^ipefil; ^i^jGsij 

Cijncmrr)i . 

C^) Lord of Vituivakkodu, surrounded 
by iragrance-wafting flower groves! 
It you do not help me overcome the 
obstacles you place in my path, I have 
no refuge but you again; just as, even 
it a mother beats her child in a fit of 
anger, the child cries to be pacified by 
the mother alone. (1) 


<5,fitnjT| fTTT tjp ClJ GXlCcGU GU feii ^ R fell 

O O UJ $ iq fp L£ 

Q^ncumi _ rr cm cm ^c\j cuncu ^rfjlujna 

(<9} G\J LD cn CunGU, 
cSlcum Cfljfiuj i_|cmi_ (<^Lp 

^ LD LDn! 

(alfl,nc3*JU_rTcnniijrr^^jii cm ^cjvjalpGgu 
(!Kt. rpi GviCcm. 

O Lord of Vittuvakkodu, surrounded 
by mansions rising sky-high! If you 
do not protect me, — your devotee, — 
I still have no refuge other than your 
feet; just as even if a husband treats his 
wife badly, the well-bred wife knows 
no lover other than her husband.(2) 

ifJcmGibna^m £cttcijujc\j - . 

c^libion! gtott- 

i.jncuG^niffiAiTijindflgyjLCi 2_cm unnrr)] ^iGucvjfTcu 

L- 1 ji) (@Gc\JG3T; 

^rrcmGrbnfl.Arrgjj GTT^gjujntb CMiu<£liq ct^ild 
A rr nG Cl i 63T 

CtfincuGffjfr#,^ cuniLpii ^tq CurrcjTfrjj 

O Lord of Vittuvakkodu, surrounded 
by tall tields where fish dance in the 
waters! If you do not turn your glance 
on me, I have no refuge other than 
you; just as even if a despotic king 
pays no attention to his subjects, 
they still live respecting the authority 
oi his sceptre. (3) 

GuncnrTCU ^rpi <9t lq gni IQ 

ID j2]| Cl I CB1 LJ fTGU 

ld it cun.9} ^n&cu Gijjnui nenerr Guficu, 

iDnmfljfljncu 

LScnnoj ^)iu i irgjiflgpjii) tofilojjjycu/JiG^fTil^ 

ld to n! r§, 

c^cnii e cm#) ^(n^Gcn Ljirftui icm 

{ 5>j iq G Ui CcM. 

O Lord of Vittuvakkodu, heaping 
endless misery through your Maya! 
I still seek the grace of service to your 
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feet alone; just as even if the surgeon cuts 
and burns the flesh, the patient has 
nothing but boundless love for him. (4) 

0 CD rbl ft OTiJT^l OT3T<5s ffrtl (TtLJ! 

gil «5> C rr tl Q ^ ib ld nG err! 
CIThiQU Guniu 2_UjCA637? a_G5T^Gn€OTTUJiqGuJ 
c^er>t_uj ^ebeuneu 

Gumua, &>or.y ftrrerjmigjj or^^LcijQjmu 

lSg73T(j^ GJlL|lb 

6uf^j&g>$GTT <5^_ibi_| iDfTu ufoeneij 

GurfoTGfriGerr. 

O Lord of Vittuvakkodu, you killed 
the rutted elephant Kuvalayapida! 
Other than falling at your lotus feet, 
where can I go for refuge? I am like 
the osprey on the mast-head of a ship 
in the barren ocean which flies out, 
only to return to the mast, not see¬ 
ing the shore anywhere. (5) 

GsjT>0>LpGcu 6ur|)<£j ^ip6inGO<j Ci<?lIl < fltfl.CT)ILb 
Cl <7 r%j <3) l_D €YJ ih 

fb^bOLD Carr Q^jfbja^lGgrTjp^ 

^ qj ij rrcu rrsu; 

Q<surbgiiujrrggLLL_rTc6lLQ. g)i ixi dil£)g)|6iJ£hC0,nL_O 

^UDLDn - ! 2_GS1 

<5h(5)5)lS1gvj <£rr5,0 ^|Oucua<?u j^<%ib (^criipuj 

id rr il G l. G <£n. 

O Lord of Vittuvakkodu! Even if 
you do not save me from despair, 
my heart melts for your grace alone. 
Alas, I am like the lotus flower that 
opens to the rays of the rising Sun, 
whose very heat in the day makes 
it wither. W 

GTg>0Gn<?5TUJli> crufTGffT <£hrTGU5>gj]U) 

Cfl'i i.j ph fte'i- Op -7s cn 

c*niu<Lgji <rr(igfb£b 'r>r* (ip^Ccu 

^gti<diGl i nc\j 

Q,j>u\»g> ftiojn dJilc "cfliA^jivb 

;,i^ •!,, -i ■‘T - ,i ^ubuirr! gtott 
lbl0> 22_OTTlJfrGoj GiOGlJUUOTT 

iq. G uj G cat, 


O Lord of Vittuvakkodu! Even if you 
do not save me from despair I, this 
devotee-self, will place my heart on you 
alone; just as even if the monsoon fails 
to deliver rain, the withering crops 
ook to the grey clouds alone. (7) 

Clg>nA0 ^cvjr^jdO uunClrncucumb ufjibgd 

ClsjrrCj^t-CGO 

U|A0 ^csrrglu i^fT>ibfgl.0ft iDtrili_rTg,; 

^|«D6D CufTGOj 
(ip.7.1 cu/ 0 fT) 5 ,fi,nuj! 
Gfilgjgjj^CAfTllQ ^LDlDfr! 2-6^ 

Sn «^|GVl 6 \JfT 6 U LIcUGST &>rt£W, 

H Co jt uj G ©I 

O Radiant cloud-hued Lord of 
Vittuvakkodu! O Holy One! See, I 
have no refuge other than your 
benevolent grace; just as rivers flow 
far and wide, but they all finally empty 
into the ocean, never elsewhere. ( 8 ) 

■UcirTGnetfiCuJ £)fTC5T CfiUOTTTiq. §CTT Q^CVClJU) 

Ggu crau- ngj 

g)C3TG^Clf[Cuj §)ITC3tGcuCTOtOl^ QffGUGULbCLJfTffL) , 

ld rr uj gj 5? n cvj 

L0S5TCDG5tGuJ cfilgjgj]CU^GiiJjfTL-^l 

ib id rrG ; 

l£l ffJTCSD CSrG UJ gjfTeS 1 G 6TJ GTJT Lq 10 JT} LJ G3T 

^u^CiuGcar. 

O Lord of Vittuvakkodu wielding 
the radiant discus! Just as the wealth 
renounced by me in my search for 
you keeps coming back to me, I keep 
returning to serve you alone. (9) 

6&g 3 g l i«D«?>G<7irTi_(^l ^ibiDfT! (£, Ccugjjtl rrCiu 
oM,uSl 14 cpih 

^ibEU Ufb©j ^CcucaT cTCTTfT), 

^GiJC^nGjT^j Qruzn 5>ujri>6b 
o'abfTfT)fD jtGVGvtyrrGDGSUh (<SFj6iiC Sfh >7651 

Q nCffrcs 1 

ug^i'i ^jG'jQjtT'T r^cTHTfiLranin 
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This decad of sweet Tamil songs sung 
by Kulasekara, King and Com¬ 
mander, addresses the lord of 
Vittuvakkodu saying, “Even if you do 
not accept me, my heart seeks none 
other than you”. Those who master 
it will never go to Hell. (10) 

6 / A cowherd damsel’s lament 

Ermalar \ Des | Adi 

SJtt LDGUfTu 0 Lp CU ^UJfT LDfTft IT 

CTcncsnj usvjrr 2_ffircrrssHrflcvj £_63TftGlST 

ld rr(T 6 L| ft (ig gv| 0 (^) 

2 _sSt ftOTT OufTiucJuuft 

Oft I -J 

aei n LD6<nLp Guncvi 1 cjflft ftfLftcu 

UJ(LpCinUT lL)fT.lb/^€VJ 
currn ldcottit) (ftesrjn^cu gcuij r - csrCrneirr 
qj rrftGftffu it! 2 _cjt guogh urrrrftCft. 

O Vasudeva! With so many coiffured 
cowherd-dames living in this town, 
I knew full well not to nurture de¬ 
sires for the embrace of your chest. 
Still like a fool, I heard your lies and 
waked for you on the sands of the 
Yamuna all night, shivering in the 
frost and pierced by the wind. (1) 

CftG33T©ni_ 6£>63ST 0 , 03 31 LDi_QJITCn 

Y Y-V '> ftltSlfT ft6<T>l LUft 

ftffnrrQ, jJjiTGjj^jib /*»«*>•_ cudrr ctgctit^i 

ftCTTCTTsfjl l^lfeSUU nU^ftftlU L|ft(ft, 
GTU«TOt(^1 c^uarf ftfTtflJbgi] *L_6UrtGU , 

6unGTT(ipftLD Ccvinuu, CtfCUGijnuj ftii^uu, 
ftgffar ftuSIrr ftcjn r*,$L i Qierarc^rtfTLC 

ftfiCLDn^arr! Olduj ibnCc^i. 

In the Eastside house, where a fish-eyed 
dame sat churning the curds, you 
entered with a furtive look in your 
eyes saying, “Here, let me also churn!”. 
Her coiffured hair unfurled, fell 
and swayed, her bright face glowed 
with beads of sweat, her red lips 


began to twitch as you churned white 
curds with her. O Damodara, I know 
what really happened! (2) 

ft(ffjiDftjrVft &*\ rijftcu ^^ft^ftcneaTGSTft 

<scj>l ftftcnflftftj, ^rbiCft uitcO 

LD((T)6fcl ID63UD enCVIftgj, ID0QJ)^(ft) 
2_«n9ftftJ, ^(J*) Cu6lf12)(5.(5)U ClufTUJ 

IDfhJGTlft 6^(rF)ft^lftS3t€J^63TU 
g 633i rr^l : 0 ii) Cl lduj u j ott . 

in^ftj a_«5T 6 \J 6 TTrrft$ u^Gl 

cu enrr^ ftcvj 2_ (Ttfift cst iGncsn uj 

ft fT G 63T. 

You gave sidelong glances to a flower- 
coiffured dame; at the same time, 
you let your heart wander to another 
dame; you gave word to yet another and 
misled an innocent other one, then 
stood embracing a coiffured maiden 
elsewhere. O Lord who broke the 
Arjuna trees! As you grow, your tricks 
also grow with you, alas! (3) 

ft nuj (^Lp 6D GVJ U UfToSloj 

ftGUiprjjgd ft6TnTff)63^l_LlSlll(5l j Cfl63TfT)J 
GuiL)(Lp6316U GUrriLunnGlJftftj IT30€f)di 2_633T(j^ 
lSI ft ft 63T creirrCn) iSlrrjn ci4 i^l <sirrfo n-uj ; 

ftnftGffonQ njrrcjT @^fT)Uu, 

LU fTS3T g6) L (T 1 J fT, ft 6T63T ft /1 <^jlG LU rrG l — 

G t J IT ft ft 63T ft ft,63T(ft) bftnuLi; 

ftiQ-l ib 2 _63i Cft nrjihgft(ft GjiTi/ftih 

^ cyiGrp. 

When there was milk enough in Yasoda’s 
breasts, you crawled and toddled and 
made your way to the ogress’ poisoned 
breast, earning ignominy from passers- 
by. I sent my girl-friend to you with a 
message, and waited there with rising 
expectation. You kept her back and 
enjoyed her union immensely. All this 
fits well into your evil designs. (4) 
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ifl«rCWfc£ CWcftrQ 

<£&(&) ^^CTTCUfTOJ CT-ejT&OTT 
QurTaTQGnng & 00 »ssi. L g\S)u 0 u 

Curr^cjTrT) Cufrgn, fbfTOTr ej>€ 3 jr@ 

rfp 63T C 0 C3T • 

A^olMjiJfbn^CUC^CTT jg 5,637JTSraTfTG6)L0ft 

CD* Gfilsrflft^lQTrrjgjjiD actotCu rQorCfDss:; 
ffTWTg)j ^0 ^Gucncn sfilil0 g;ri »0 GUibamij? 
^orcmi) ^r^C<9> rbi_, £tf> 6 )! £Cuj. 

I saw you go as you made through the 
street in the cover of darkness with 
your arm over the shoulders of a thin- 
waisted dame, both covered over the 
head with your yellow upper-cloth. 
Seeing another dame, you spoke to 
her with your eyes and made signs 
with your hand. I saw that also. Now, 
you leave her too and come here. 
What for? Continue going that way, 
O Complete Lord! (5) 

LA/n ClufT0 C^fTgTT 9 <£f)l CUfT*Cg)GU ft! 

ffucucfilcTifijTCujeifTgijuSlcu O <9 i<tgotti _cu rrCrr) 

<@/b«n .0 jggcftc*)!. CJLDgigd CTGJTCDCJT 

Jg<lr«rGnor«TCix>cO (10 £|4fcdljpj rg 
Curuu , 

<^ 0 cn(T) ^>rf€^L£i girr L5)/D6n0 

^fflcjn«iUijCorT 0 ib ,*>4«>snmbgx ^uj^rnij- 
C7fT)rr^<ff>0 ctcst Lfl^r^j^cu cui£> 4 brTuj? 
cni)Ciu 0 LDrrciiT! »*. 

O Lord Vasudeva, with arms that took 
on the wrestlers! The moment this 
sinful self fell asleep, you slipped away 
in the middle of the night, leaving me 
alone on the settee. That night and all 
of the next day you spent embracing 
girls. Why have you come to hold my 
waist now? My Dear Sir, would you 
please see your way out and leave?^6) 

OT), jujijcfjloi «*M«nOTtfTu ucrrcifluSlcOTriuj! 

Ctunib < ^CuCc'jrni» f£>m h] K, 

£Y)LDMirfl 9^^ ^ -VGuCgu fTli • 

CrTi g> cTii ciifrcu Aw $ 


0aujuj a -"»-mU> 

Os&Acrflsu^u, c.cot(5 

tlumu a,,,* ul ii_G2, ^cmoujib; 
MCT^cuu, CuanC a Cuftg,, pw,?! 

O Lord who prefers the serpent-couch! 
We are not the girls of those old times, 
nor are we your favoured ones with 
r eyes that match the bumble-bees, 
fray stop coming to our place at 

l l ° UrS ^ n ^ atuate< ^ by your beautiful 
clothes, auspicious face, coral lips and 
dark curls, we were taken in by your 
tes. One day is enough! No more of 
your stories, Sir, please go! ( 7 ) 


CTOTOTOT Oj t2)a STOT& (SjjglajStlQ, 

@row)tviT yjsucncuuSlsjrr utb&ngtpai 
mwtfflfl l _ |nraT|Ju L|A ^ >i 

e>OSi crsiircinsiia, 

1 .1(1 '• *, ‘ Hi'. 

Ouncsrraflp, ^, R r. l _ cnuj0> ^nriiAu 

Qunu*m‘.i4 £ CunjglCuigiJik. 

«‘***4«l -**1© path 
aiCbSCuje u, sran rflssnh ^nCssr. 

Having asked me to come there 
under the cover of the blossoming 
Mullai bower, you made love to that 
other one. Startled on seeing me, you 
picked up your yellow vestures, and 
s ipped away pretending fear. Even 
t en, if ever you fall into my arms 
one day, I shall pour out my anger 
and avenge myself. 








Sum 

*r,£|£ 

’•'"VSj&gicS, ©ipcuirftftCemf® 


W&-^i» .@®%i s®£l o,^nu. : 

^rj.rrpr ajj & 

a <* ©.pojlej. $.«,!>« GunaiurCo,? 
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With an auspicious flower garland 
adorning your chest, wearing the tail- 
feather of a peacock on your head and a 
soft thin cloth on your body, sticking a 
bunch of flowers behind your car, you 
blend with flower-coiffured dames, and 
come here sweetly playing your 
flute. At least one day, will you not come 
and play your flute solely for us? (9) 

L0GVjfl.g) C&CTCu&n 

£>CfTC7>CIT (KUJfbgjl lfinriAGn 

(TrcOoSlu QurTjl^^Gsflcu 25»Ilq 

(JO,#, s>_ « j g u j ^ C¥*tf<fl * 

Cl<9irrpj*n.L_/T)Gfl,rTuDfT6irT 

(^GuG<3^fTCTT €3Tffirflfitfl^uS1fiCj ClOefiU 
Cltf rrcOcvSluj ujnfinw ugjgjiib 

Oansucu cni(T uqj nhkia^ g»cucncu 

nG gti. 

This dccad of sweet songs by 
Kulasekaran, Lord of Kolli city and 
King of Kudal, Madurai, on the 
laments of young cowherd dames 
desirous of blending with the lord 
of lotus-dame-Lakshmi in the dead 
of the night, — those who master 
it shall suffer no misery. (10) 

7 / Devaki’s lament 

Alain il | Yamankaiyani \ Adi 

vbi I r^5jnc3TO;55T ^aCcurr’ 
&\b\-\\L>e> 2>l r^J AGOTTOTjflcjTGtfT 5,nCojfr! 
Gsu^noj ^63T63T€1JC3T ^rrCcun! 

CffUipU GuiT5,dJ,ib ^ssigstguctt ^nGcurr! 
gjcvj eijrrn cn car uds. Gin ^nGcxjn! 

GTGfrT^j (nejr^u «L_*r«aDCP GT63T GurruSl^L 
GJT> fT) LL)g> 

2)f!GU Gp©Si2)^1 (Tjlli ^GVJGUflg, 

0 »er>. ^uSIgst g,rrGijj. 

“Sleep, Little child, sweet as sugarcane, 
Talelo! Sleep, O Lord of lotus-like eyes, 
Talelo! Sleep, O Lord of ocean-hue, 
Talelo! Sleep, my baby-elephant, Talelo! 


Sleep my child with long fragrant 
hair, Talelo!”: Alas, I am not fortunate 
to sing your lullaby thus. Indeed I am 
the lowliest of lowly mothers. (1) 

filllfl 0> Q^fTOT (CT^trSTtb GT(l£g,j Clsii) 

inGUiTA&cwi 

iD^Gfil CiDCu if. * (TfiGcrrnSlcncjT 

GjJjfTA^il , 

G^siJiq uDcuriff .'51(1)1 o>(fryrbg>nGn 
QurT€\SliL(U) <§rr((.p<flrr> {^ipcSlCiu Cufrcu, 
<£4c dlrrjj djlgcJj ^sr>G3T5)gjjib 

<^f!ilG 7 >S>Glun(>^ c^ 63 ^(OTTjbgil. ^CDOTTuSlri) 
<^li_rb 5 ) 

<>.vn(3 <ff>GOTTU}l_U Qu0o51gOG?T, ^f^G^n! 

Cessna! Q^QCgugst, Q&QGguCgjt! 

O Kesava, I must be the worst of all 
mothers. Alas, I do not have the good 
fortune of seeing you lie in the cradle 
like a supine baby elephant, — your sharp 
lotus-eyes lined with collyrium, your intent 
gaze fixed on something in the ceiling, 
your bent knees displaying a dark foot 
and a pmk sole, a fist, full of little pink 
fingers inside it, a radiance like a little 
bundle of rain-cloud. (2) 

(ipfjjcDg) jbcjfT(ip«r>fT> ^uTTui se_CuH_ tn^crflfi 
(ipcinfn (tp^niT) g><i> g,ib 

<*§te44L 

<?Tjb«r>0>Ciu! CTfaji^GifT Cl I ’t£)(£S <9-1 Grj' 

l9^r» Acm/f/v gt^go &G\iir ^jGir) 1 
2 _[b6D0> ujfTQiGjr 2_cnguu, 

Cl & rc»j G <?> ip 

irSlfTC^lG^yib ^nCi_, 

[h(h<9iOTT OLJff)HQtTffcTTJ IT>G0GrSlGIT>Gi5T uSlcUGUn 

ib'biAGiiGajrrGjrTcua.G^aiOTQi irbfftcvjGoi. 

Kind and well-bred ladies take you on 
their lap again and again, fondle you 
saying, “O My Master, O Lamp of our 
chin, more beautiful than the rain-cloud, 
O Lion! Show Father, where is Father?”. 
With your little pink fingers and side 
glances you show blessed Nanda. 
Alas my hapless husband Vasudev does 
not enjoy that good fortune. (3) 
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& sttI ifjlcu it cti^)cu (ip<s>(ipih, 

AoraTcmCfisr! ./Jcraicna mnftctiih, 

^GajiCajfuc^ib, 
gjGrflrruicona &0f^j (gjjpfi) iSiorn^ujgjicnib, 
gjutbjQanch 5»nLDcrrj& AciaTA^ib 

CluncSljTjg, 

g> 5 ncnin^dTu 5 > a> 5 > g)c*gj croTfecn 

S>©njIQS 3 TfTCVJ 

U 00 Cqj ^)0 ^OJCn fljfTUUfflGlT 

•©cncsTn^g, 

^cnefilgu iSlchcncncmc - chug, eng, 

unrcfilCujcsr acirg^j ^c&l fQcucunCft. 

O Krishna! I can only see and enjoy 
your infancy through my mind — 
your moon-like radiant face, your well- 
formed hands, arms and chest, your 

flowers-and-sprig-bedecked-dark-hair, 
your crescent-marked forehead and 
your large lotus-eyes. Alas, within the 
span of thinking that I was your 


gruDenij#, ftcratcrarGcn! 

5> GlJ ‘jP l i>gd 2, CTT *25g>G& fT ^ r 

fFjGDL lurrcvj 

LQcjrnGSjflrr) Q^LoOuni^ <$^14 fiujbgiJ srciiUbfin 
IDfTfTcfilcvj LDC3TC3^i_u QuIT)j5^CCU<STT ] 

^fbC^n! 

cu633TcraT5 ac 61 fjcu ,^«ne3Tg>gi|U> 

Qjmft cufiiijftQ^rroran. 41 c$ cr 

if>U41ev 

a_6EJT€if3Tu Qujbrg'CcuOTT; Qs>n0 

c0«n€snCuj€3T! 

<TTC3TCDC3T (TT«T QgdjlUU Clu<T>0g)J 

CiurrCiu! 

O Krishna, with eyes like the petals of a 
lotus! Alas, I have not enjoyed seeing 
you play in the mud, then come 
crawling and toddling to embrace my 
bosom with red dust all over you, nor 
of eating the remains of sweet-rice 
savoured by you with all your pink 
fingers. O the terrible sinner that I am. 


vji LiimiYiiig inai 1 was your ®-^ ^muicMnaerinauai* 1 ' 

mother, I lost the joy of begetting you. ^ or did my mother beget me?(6) 

O My Karma! I fear I shall not live. (4) 


iL0Ct|ihr9dtT ^^Qr&iblfruSlE) aLi* 
iSrfcr^gj'j, iflsrcflsunuS)«r>i_ 

£>_afTa,65T g>rrGng)Cr>iuu Cungyjii 
eui^eti AcyjTQQAncjsT^i 2 _ cherub 
2_cn 00^0, 

sfilqCDCVjS (ffl^UGUfTuSlcnL^ C 

Clcu06iflujniLi r^ldniru £>_cnrjA0ib 

£_€iDIJU_|lb 

$ 0GfilCcU63T Cl U f/)l C CU fih J 

sicuco nih 

C&ujgu fcfciGNA ujCancng, QuJjirjrrCcn. 

O Hapless me! I have not enjoyed seeing 
your beautiful forehead-jewel sway over 
your face, nor of placing a kiss on your 
beautiful lips, nor of seeing the image of 
your father in your face with a flutter 
in my heart, nor of seeing you put 
your finger into your little red mouth 
and babble in a fit of rage. The godly 
dame Yasoda has received it all! (5) 


©ifftCor' star** Cs,nu>oiu .Slchcnntij' 
Carrion! ctcst (£,,_.ri,crMM]SI«u lodrerfN 
SJ^gjCufr ^OT^iljru aaflnGvjrrsu 

Gn&ujrrcu (ip6^cvj(ip*ib 

^2>(£) u n > 

iDipancu C1 ldc3tgjtgda ^cni_uS1«yM_ 

6unuSlG©u (ipcncu crcisT (ip*w?>Gs> 

CTi^cOQArrsTT (Qcst $0* 

Gir>naftj> 

gjGh^ncaiinio 

O Govinda, adorable tender child of 
mine! With hands of exceeding beauty 
and hue, like freshly sprouted lender 
red leaves, you would have teased the 
teat of my one breast while sucking on 
the other, showing me a sweet tender 
smile in between, seeing my face with 
your soft beautiful eyes while 
I held you in my embrace! Alas, all 
that is lost to me, lost forever! (7) 
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(ip(l§£jjd) Cl<SUC57rCl6?roTUJ ^dDGTIJTj^j 

2_ggJT CgTl lLC 

/I cruft fanyiie&Mj&i 6nftu_|LD, 
ffn^lcuCl^ncTT ^miiq ClftnsOTT0 <^iq.uu2,<b(£) 

CTCTT^ 

j^anGULqib, C16U653T 5>uSl«T Cft,fTLUjfc3) 

Cl^cucunujih , 

& <ip cn ft uj ii , <^^^1 C IT, it ib ^ ^ 

Git, irft^th. 

^craflCl ft itctt Cls(0 <£! £u gu mli 

Qjhc^uugjjeLiibj 
Cl^fT^CDfttLI LD; ^GDGU ftOTJTL_ ^CftfT GT>&, 
Cl^ncucncu @CTTU®gi) a»creTi_frCcn. 

Eating up all the butter with your wee 
lotus-like tender hands, then seeing the 
coir rope being shown for beating, you 
cringed in fear, your red lips and little 
mouth, — smeared with white curd, — 
twisted. The look of terror in your eyes, 
your crying face, your pleading hands, 
— all this the good Yasoda alone sees, to 
the limit of her limitless joy. (8) 

(ftjCsrrfjlarrTcu . Cftncu* 

(2)0OT><su ei|tx>, 

(5>C5Tff)lcjTfTCU g£Igtts 1| 61$LD , ftrT6unc\J 

ftncrflujcaa g,«?iDcu (ipg>curr 

Q«u6bt$ Goa iSlcTT«Dcrt ijjco 6&l«y>«TTiuai_t_d> 
♦ '' /, - ctctt s_cacmi) 

2 _6TT(2)6Tfl <] f 

6p>65T^iii) Clufb$Ccu€5T; ^iqCujGJT, 

<3> acjpjj m a rrjj @csfl l cjfl cu r 

^(OjCctT. 

Holding up a hill for an umbrella, 
dancing the Kuravai with dames, 
dancing on pots turned upside down, 
knocking down the wood-apples by 
throwing a calf against the tree, dancing 
°n Kaliya's hood, — I have not seen 
any of these and the other victorious 
child plays of yours. If there is any way 
that I, this lowly self, can see them now, 
please tell and satisfy' me. (9) 


6U(6Tj<3lD GJcfillLI Cl0,(0* 2_CT1LU C ULUS <41 
6UOCffjT0 rfjfriT Ojijiiui CTipft ” • v ' 2_ftA 
ftifl(ipcr>cvj, <^ihCg)a! 
ftcr>ct/^£i $ ^(frjdrCl^ujgjj 

cucaiTrjj^inij! 

A^ftdrr j^acrr aojii <&(0 )(lP<£1g\j cr^Ojrruj! 

*cnt_uuilGi_da eurftlCoj (ipcncu 

AinjbftiJ, 

^ft GlDGU $GC\j65T S LU(f^fTjGojGIITJ 

^AftGg, 5,cOcv 5>acnuju ClufbfDnCuu! 

As you sucked her poisoned breasts, the 
ogress with deceit in her heart 
shrivelled, her veins and bones popped 
out. O Dark cloud-hued lord, you grew 
up counting Kamsa’s days. Alas, 
carrying these useless breasts, I have 
become the lowliest, with no hope of 
redemption, barely surviving. What a 
good mother you have got! (10) 

iocuc«ncu inn fF,Anft(ft) ^ 6 ^rr)ujcijdag,daGrT 63 T 
GiJircn Clft£^|ft*£l CVibgil ^GTHOTT 

Lonujftjftj 

CTCUOTlAJuSlcU iSlfiTTCIDCTT ClftUJGUSJT ft n 6JKJTITft, 
Clo,uj6u^ GftjGu&l L|Cuiiu 3 uj qcuibucu 
Clftncucfil ftaciic\j<srrr lditcu ^ 14 (ipcq.Gcncu 
GftacuLDaiii (ft>cuGft ftijda Cl ,9 rr da err 
JfoCUcSlcnftg, ft)l_Sljp LD ncncu GDCVJQjaiTftGTT 

OiCnn^jeuim c^gugsigu Ojaijcrorda p cuCa. 

This decad of sweet Tamil songs 
by Kulasekaran, King of Kolli who 
bears the lord’s feet on his crown, sings 
of the lament of the godly dame 
Devaki on not seeing the acts of the 
infinite wonder-child Krishna wdio 
killed the tyrant king Kamsa. Those 
who master it shall quickly reach 
Narayana’s world. (11) 

8 / Lullaby for Rama 

Mannupugal \ Nilambari \ Rupukam 

mc 3 T grn ^fttpft Clfttrrscncuftdrr LDGraflffmjSlqju 
ojaiiiftj^jtniGfia! 

ClftGn . . 6U loJCTJftft GftfTGJT (lpiq.ftC.TT 

ClftthCliiadnCfta 
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Acucsfl iT)Crr ldit i_|cr>i_(5«>Lp «5»cm_|(jg ) g i j 

ctcst 63(fT)incraflCaj! 

crrCTT g)i gni_uj ^csrcsr^Gtf,! ^arT&GuCcjr! 

0 ,nCcuCcun! 

Sleep, my sweet child Raghava, Talelo! 
My Dark-gem-lord of Kannapuram, 
surrounded by high stone walls inlaid 
with gold! You are the jewel of the 
precious womb of world-famous 
Kousalya. You severed the heads of 
Lanka’s kingRavana. (1) 

gorffTi_ifl* iDcuij^oiCioou ncucafl crcucumh 

U O'- L. C CJT! 

$«rr ^lincvjncn gjfTLen&gjGJT 2_<r^GLi s 

^flcnaj cua^CTT^^ruu! 
5)G33Ti_6LII7§)LD iDGSTlD CU LD A£Wfl_|fj&gi] 

CTSTT (5i0LD6i/lClU! 
crcreT ^^cnjcnLiunuj! ^onAcuCcar! 

gj oC go C cur:! 

Sleep, O Lord of the eight Quarters, 
Talelo! My Dark-gcm-lord of 
Kannapuram! You shot an arrow 
that pierced strong Tataka’s chest, 
you created the worlds on a lotus 
flower, you steal the hearts of 
those who see you! (2) 


CtarTlij^ WqS\ A(ri)f^l(2)lprTCt1 O<5jGTl0CdfCu2jC3T 

LD£)CU rriL! 

Sii/g, Ouyvi 0©u>©*" ! 

a, i^cnftuSlwji 

a^idoW'Cuj! 

O) rrCcuCGo fT* 

Sleep, Sweet nectar, our tutelar deity _ 

Raghava, Talelo, my Dark-gem-lord of 
Kannapuram with rivers holier 

than the Gangal You are the son of 

Dasaratha, son-in-law of janaka -- 

king of lasting fame. You are the 
emancipator of the lineage of fragrant 
dark-coiffured Queen Kousalya. (3) 


gjiRDcnnCincu ^uuCTOjenciTu ucnt-gsgjGuG^ 31 ' 

U3rUI>^CU(TUj! cmo gSIC)GST lAGdJTCU fTcnr^ 

GO GS5T 14 GST rbl ^ 

a.rTii3rr(^(«g i €n ( @<5P5ufT0ii) tesreTqOfijjgiJ 
6JlD0GT|UD ^C3YGO GOCOGOrr! ^ 1 } rt« 9 >GU C GTT 1 - ^ 

^nCGoCcvJ” 

Sleep, O Wielder-of-the-terrible-bo^ 
Raghava, Talelo! O Dark-gem-lord ol 
Kannapuram where bumble-bees hum 
songs on Panns! You are the eldest son 
of the illustrious Dasaratha, yon 
created Brahma on a lotus. (**) 

uriT^^ih uLii QflSocuU) ljH5> 
o*y30^4 up 1 • ^anGmuGuCc^nQ ( 

iGTKih Gocng iDfirrun! 

£«-■' W>>* ST “ T , 

^nCsuCeon! 

Sleep, O Illustrious Dasarathi with 
long hair adorned by a Tulasi w real , 
Talelo! O King of Tirukkannapuram 
with a strong mountain-like cries. 

You gave up the wealth of kingship 
to your brother Bharata, and went 
into the forest with your devoted 
brother Lakshmana! P) 


CTGucunib iSlci 1 Cl0> n c- OS 1 ^>'5> nc v 

ihrTGJnb - Mj 2 
^ jjjjo.na.ilt#) aH")VHn)5>Ca>! 

2,a.aa,(5 5 

2>"* “"W* ™ 

Arf^iDGSwCiu! 

2,rTCcoCGuir! 

Sleep, O Srirama, Talelo! My Dark- 
gem-lord of Kannapuram, where 
learned ones live! Obeying your 
stepmother’s command, you w r ent 
into the deep forest followed 
by you kith and kin. O Precious 
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medicine for devotees! You are the 
Emperor of Avodhya city. (6) 

cjr^oKoij ijrTGuAcyrnuj a_GVj«.ih 

2_OTJTl,C1iGc5t! 

gu n ciSl ern uj &> Cl a rr fl)j ^gdgttuj 

cuncaTfjgjgj £>{<?> ^dfl 5 , 5 ,ffuGear! 
&rrc 6 lOTLDCJjrfl £o«na 

6TS3T ^(tTjLQMjflCuj! 

^^lu^IGtu 1 ^Cujn^gliflGen! 

5 ,nGcvjGcon! 

Sleep, O King of Ayodhya, Talelo! 
My dark-gem-lord of Kannapuram by 
the seashore, where winds cause waves 
that wash gems! You are the lord of 
Tiruvali city, you are the child who 
swallowed the Universe and slept on a 
fig leaf. You killed the monkey-king 
Vali and gave the kingdom to the 
younger brother Sugriva! (7) 

LOC!nGvjuj§)CjnfTC\j 4^1 14 UD^tfT^cufiicn.fc 

^1^5,5)G1jG67t! 
^|GT>OJAlCT1GU«5i AOTILIJjgjl < 5 HlDljn 0 ,( 2 )<^l^ipg)| 

.-.4 06 lfl <9 C) 0 UJ .3} GljCesr! 
<9,CT)GUftjG\J£lJlT£,fTLD GVi fl ^ lO CT63T 

^<rv®u 6 U®J 6 ijn! G^siJAGcn! ^griLDn! 

^nGaiGcvjiT! 

Sleep, my brave bow-wielding 
Srirama, Talelo! O Dark-gem-lord 
of Kannapuram, where master- 
craftsmen reside! You made a bridge 
of rocks across the ocean and 
destroyed the tonified Lanka. You 
churned the Milk Ocean and gave 
ambrosia to the gods! (8) 

6 <r*cn'£ 4 c&ti£i 2 > 

0 G \1 LDgQjrTULi! 

CUEDGniij^n-) £ IC3lCVJlU<9)C3TTT6{j 

cSM $ OcJl 1 


0,«nGn,g,^g^iT ,^gu0ld 

GTC 3 T 0 ,(f^tDG 3 oflGlU 1 

^cnGnujGLi iT0,il0 c^i (T^ot cn i_ uj ntiu! 

^grr^ttjGoT! gjirGcuGsun! 

Sleep, O Raghava, benevolent to 
younger brothers, Talelo! My Dark- 
gem-lord of Kannapuram where 
red water-lilies grow everywhere 
in thickets. Your dark fragrant 
coiffure keeps slipping. You are the 
emancipator of Dasaratha’s lineage. 
You destroyed the fortified Lank city 
wielding a matchless bow. (9) 

C«F,Gui£nrjii|ib c^j^rrGnrjuiii) ^cn<90,«nGtTii^ ih 
U «D t_/fe fl»6U G GST ! 
ujrrsijffTjLD «j(j,giJ ^rjrhJ<9,rb0>fT0) 

g,j uSl G3T0) GU G£3t! 

Aacrfilifl (bGu(b^ unujtb ctcst 

a^LDcraflCiij! 

<sj<tij rfl Clcu^^flcnaj GucuGun! ^rjnftGuGsn! 

^jfTGcoGGorr! 

Sleep, O Raghava, wielder of the great 
bow, Talelo! My Dark-gem-lord of 
Kannapuram, where the benevolent 
Kaveri river flows! You created the gods 
and Asuras, devotees and all else. You 
are reclining in Arangam city, giving 
easy access to all for worsh ip. (10) 

*v«Tflfl5><Sr» ion ioj)cn 

G7G3T <9, n Qj O) CiTI 
q Gidgv> s,nCcuG<AjrT Gitaniru SL-Gru)g){b 
5>L^) jypLD rTGDCU 

QAfTGOfhcfil^lvD CffUGU GUOJtruen’ (&)CJ> 1_£ 

^e^!G« 5 . 9 ,oi«n Cl^rTGaicn 
ugttg^u ifyrCLJ u^>gtfib GiiGVJCviniT Linribi^iiTu i 
lj5j55 frGen. 

This decad of Tamil songs by sharp- 
spear-wielding King Kulasekara in 
the literary genre of Talattu was sung 
for the Kakulstha lord Srirama, 
resident of high stone-walled 
Kannapuram. Those who master it will 
be good devotees of the lord. (11) 
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9 / Dasaratha’s Lament 

Vanralin \ Yadukulakamboji \ 
Kbanda Chapu 

cucnfb^rni) 

id 6rrerrin' ^GUfTOTT 

j^QTrrirTSDuj, ^fflujensror Clocu ^(r^fb^fremu, 

^Jb0^> ^fTOTiii ui_rju CufT(£, 
CTSffrrorTGTT: cni) ^grriDnCsurr! 2_cosutu uujibg? 

g>«T Qijrrff) Gs>l10 
fbOTjorr* £, it «sf) cursing, ^GncblftC^OTT, 

rbSHLOftCeyr! 2>_65r^G3T ^Cott. 

I had thought I would offer worship, 
seat you on lion throne and crown 
you King of the city today. Alas your 
mother Kaikeyi made you roam the 
torest instead! O My Rama! Assenting 
to her wishes, well did I bequeath my 
kingdom to you, my good Son! (1) 

Q(?LI€lJGUnCtU63fT G<S)ll0 

Ggusottl. rrC<9), cfilcnrjffjjgj Qcu®rn/)l 

cniDcunuj ftGrflQn^n^lfTjg^ Gg>Q fjfTi^rSgij 

LDrrClcun^l ^gjj gucjtCid GldgSI , 
CljbUJQJfTlu GgugO Off>0fblAC?njT Gfbifl«r>vfiMLi> 
^crrr^jCafTGMib iSicaiq Curr*, 
ctojqj rrnrjj 2>u 2bg>6in63T? CTTLD ^grriDnCGunr! 

cnbClu(|^LDrT55T! gtgtt Q^iuC&Gcrr! 

Heeding the foul words of your foul 
mother, you instantly set out, without 
any desire for this land. You sent back 
the caparisoned elephant and the horse- 
driven chariot and went into the forest 
barefooed with the sharp-eyed jewelled 
Sita and the younger brother 
Lakshmana following. O My Rama! 
How did you walk? O My Lord! 
What can I do? (2) 

O fh nco Ggijcu Guffl Gljb0diGJrar 

QoiffnSGTlGxja- ’ V' -■* G&GVJ ■ v i'J 

LD<.b ^icy ■^fV^GUGittO^b G^neiin! Gycb G,Sl£Fx>;nGujGifl 
aGuj <5>jpfQrr lli! 
Qldcu ^ejnGnnOificG ape® 1 giiuSlcanrr^niij, ^'SSTJt^j 
£i«fVjC» jrruj crfjlinGiJTfljnctfi <utj^)cv ftipCu 
4 C'., ^GnGJTSrGtDCO ftOTS* <^JuSlGVjfl3 <5fciQrr>6u')anGujnV 
<9^1 uj GAnGGi)' 


O Lord, tutelar deity to Kousalya 
with spear-sharp eyes! O Strong-armed 
bow-wielder. O Dark-hued lord, 
scion of the Kakuthstha clan! You 
know to melt this sinner's heart! You 
who always slept on a soft bed must 
now be learning to sleep on a bed 
of rocks under the shade of a deep 
forest tree, Alas! (3) 

GUfT, GufT(£j ; QjfT, ^GTTOTTLD GUJbgjJ ^((TpArTCO 
A<*njT0Curr, iDGugficn &n.rbg>® J 
CcmuGun Gy ni) CTi^GbGojnGTfl ^GTrClufT^L-L^n 
<sbl«j>i_CujfT65T5>6iiT Gfj)cvj(?r>€ua Q^nrijpfTuj! 
iDfT GufT(5j GllT>0rhJ SifTOTTlD GUG\JgS1otG3tCuJ« , 3 t 
LDCTT lb 22_(rT)A(£)li) ljd^Ggtt! 

£> CufTA, GTG 5 T @(3 L^STTGiinuju 

CurTArrG# j00)(gjU>fTGfo! 

O My Son! Come, come and go, come 
once more to me and go, my heart 
melts for you. You broke the great 
Siva’s bow, and won the hand of 
slender-armed flower-coiffured Sita. 
Today you enter the forest where 
wild elephants roam; would you break 
my heart as well? (4) 

QufT^rfjflb^nn or is> Ggucu^j^Gi iriG\j lj<jcu umoj, 

Cl ID GU GUI*}. A GIT (&)((+)$ G^fTiJ, 
CIguuSIgu 2 _Gnff>ut-i, 

Qciiib Lj^TlGibnuj s<tl rj| 

Clu^iiunGSlGujcffr ld^Ggtt 1 Gi i(T^c3 T 0 fri b * 

Cs^ujirC^neSr m^GtTnuju Qurb© 
^URjiDuncft GWntb G*ui ^(^GfilonGarGujcjn 
<tt«st Q^uuG^GjfT 1 ujrrCGTT. 

Son! O the terrible sinner that I am! 
On hearing the sinful words of King 
Kekaya’s daughter, you departed, 
desiring the dreaded forest, walking on 
sharp splinter-rocks as your tender 
feet bled, suffering pangs of hunger 
under the scorching Sun. O Hapless 
me! Alas, what can 1 do? (5) 
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C&cnnGfii, C*rr udhttguid 

ctgst LQt7r7<su^,^<^m_ ^(L§J3b5>5> 

GLDfTGlingiJ Q—Ofa f 
GT)S-i LD LD fTcfil 63T fVjGDL ^tfJTGn O LD 63T6 JT63) t_ LL| LO 
<5i l_D GVI ID CufTGVJ (ip*(ipi£l <5i rTGJSTfTgjJ , 
GTLDLD nGTlGST CTG3T 0)0)631631 ^ipjTj^L-l— 

J@J^lgj6310)GuJG31 6jlGfnG63T' 

No more will I hear you call me, 
“Father” lovingly, no more will I brace 
your jewelled chest to my bosom 
tightly, no more smell your scalp and 
sink into ecstasy, no more see your 
graceful elephant-gait and lotus-like 
face! Having lost you, my Son, my 
Master, I wonder how I am still 
living? Alas, I must be the lowliest 
among men. (6) 

^ LD (fT-| 6VJ IT,lTy L| GST 3 6ff) l_ U.I fT U 

i_l GDffSJfbgii, L^b gjj<^cu Con ^CU^CU 
0) fTlD fT CTL^Iqu 2_0g)g)t]| OiGUfiSl 

^GJaflujrrgiJ , ^^lO.f^JO.GTT <&ip(4) lDfTp\, 
€j LD(f*) C^jfTGtr ffrdri g^GuQjOT ujrrdrr ^csrn^j 
fill (St LD Q, fT 6flT ConOjGVJ 
g,H iDG3)0u5rr! db^CcufT? *u)ib4QgC6JT! 

6U^1lLl.Cg3t! OofTCUctffT igGfj. 

Transforming his fragrant flower- 
coiffure into matted hair, changing 
from soft silk vestures to grass-belt 
and bark-cloth, robbing his limbs of 
their lustre by removing his jewels, 
my able-bodied son went into the forest 
where I should have gone. O Learned 
Seers, O Sumantra! O Vasishta! You 
tell me, is this proper? (7) 

OurTOT Qu0CT)ITfT 6 Tl£1gO GctiOjU l_|g,GU6UfcT>GJTlL|tD 

4>lf)lStOTuJlL|lI> Li,G3>€D GlJfTgyjU) 
i OjjOTTriD^fTjf^^GU QlDGU^SIujCU GTG3T 

Gt_»rr0><£), 

jS'srr l jfnrTjn rglan ibo, 63 t Gidcolk^ , 

GT63TC^Ti(*3TU-lUD J^GTT 61JfTGjflcU Cl./nAA, 
Qurproinu? ^gu5>^>1gvj 

,1 , »..•»..» .'- 5 in)ffGaj! 


O Kaikeyi! You sent away a son who 
was the very essense of the Vedas, 
along with his brother and my slim 
daughter-in-law into the forest. You 
have earned a lasting blame for your 
son. Now you are despatching 
me to my abode in the sky! What 
have you gained? Alas! You still 
live in sweet pleasure! (8) 

(ipcr^(jb<j)ncfr LD^Gurrcrfl ^IcsiGVJGvjfrr^^ 

(ip(f)i^jin O^jpjpmij; 
2_<s3T<Hncnu^ib 2_Gar^0^u)M)UJU_|iD 2_enCu)m]SlG3T 
6)j(nj^2>(ipu) 6j)6irrDrr,3)<5> Ci^rrcTTCTTngj 
6TOTT(Sr>OTTLL|Lb GT £3t(o) LDUJ LL| S3)Q Li^ ID O LDUJ L2J (Tin ft, 
Cl & rT€33T(Jl GlJ GtfTlb L| ITUJ ! 

rf?G3TCD<SinCuj LD<9,G3TfT5)U O U U O U jT}j G 6U G3T 
<rrg)LS)0uL|ib. QrT30fbGg>rTCTr GojibCg,! 

O My Master! Earlier one day, you 
took the bow from the axe-wielder 
and relieved him of his pov/ers. 
Without any consideration for 
yourself, or for your grieving mother 
Kousalya, you have taken me and my 
promises for real, and gone into the 
forest. My Liege! Through seven lives, 
I shall prefer you alone for a son.(9) 

C£>6JTfb(<5> uorrmcoiT* 0<5>cmsGnc\jiL|LD 

enough Cj^ncii 

<961 <?3T2_(n^<^O&r0(bO$n^£d^^^ 
Q«.ai£j.ujGucfT2j63r , ,1§}<3 T|J)j 

0 iIT£3T£>GlD 1 $(£ydil lDl 9 fifrltr)!bg) (SllGn\fy(hSS^(0i 
gd'DJbgiJ, £»fTjg)iiX> 
6UfT63T<9)GlD l6)5>GSl(lTjLblS) LJ CutT^IOTTCpfT)63T J 

, ....... .■! G^nGou’ 

O King of all mankind! Listening to 
the words of the cruel Kaikeyi, ill- 
advised by the notorious hunchback 
maid, you gladly went into the forest 
leaving the flower-coiffured Kousalya 
and Sumitra in grief. Today, 1 too leave 
this city you renounced, and gladly 
enter mv abode in heaven. (10) 


147 









THE Sacred BOOK / Divya Prabandham 


W<$L*Tty2> A0 Q.rF>0LDrTCU gfJfnDOJTTrUj cjg mb 
ljaa ^ibiDfTa, 

i £bi_ajGDfj5> C^ncrr g>iurj^jG?rr 
5>rr65r MCuiBiSliu q culducus, caron gjt 

Cgucu GU60CUC5T C&rri^liunCftfrcsT 

0«T>1_* 06U Gtfftfjgjr ClffrrfT) Q^iijg, 
2>L51ipu)fT«r)su ^esicu cucucurnT ^ 
Qjbr§lftA6wr Qaebcurtrr ^nCin. 

This decad of sweel Tamil songs by 
Kulasekara, spear-wielding parasoled 
King of Uraiyur, expresses the anguish 
of King Dasaratha, lamenting over 
the unbearable loss of his dear son, the 
dark lord Rama, sent into exile. Those 
who master it shall never tread 
the path of evil. (l 1) 

10 / Sopanam - an Odyssey 
Anganedu | Kurinji | Sopanam 

Qff>0 iD^leo qcni_ ^Cuj ng$ 
tfT6BTg)]lb 

S_CU0 _>ii • : : 

Carrel 

Glcur^i < 5^1CorTS3T 0C\J^giJ5i0 ££><T cfilCTTAAmoJ, 

G^fTCsrr^ 

cfilcsai (ipupgjii) £>_uja Q*ncsaTi_ €fiijdHfc<*TC!r>cst« 
Cl^f^jAoraT QfTjQfbi *0 (ip&orco 

: V LD ®JT fh 631 ®Ti 65T 

$Cjer>c\jfv>ftrTg, L.2> gj^gycrT 

cipjj^GTT^asfl ^p5^Qjcn^<^Qu0LDrTOff5)GiiTC!r«yi 
<rr<anrrj] ClAftCcufr! &>cm 0Crf]fi<9> an^yii) 

iTjrrCcn. 

Light of the world shining from the 
good city of Ayodhya surrounded by 
lofty walls! Beacon of the lineage of 
kings of the Solar Race! Hero and 
saviour of all the celestials! Lord of 
lotus eyes and dark frame! Our very 
own lord without a peer! — 
He resides in the good Chitrakuta of 
Tillainagar. When, O When will 
my eyes feast on his form? (1) 


*U5>£jcr£l<irj>2> g,m_Gr><5>g,eirT <£<$ 

cu0 00$ Clumf^g eucno^^cyjT e^carriT)] cjcf 1 
tDfb$fjihGa,ncTT LDGnrp (tpcaflcucjcT G«jgttg£! 

<5, rr<9)<3iJ 

CUOiJCUflAftlT 2_uSln £>_OT3T|_ ®n05ITj£>65T , 

Arfsa'ijl lS ctt: 

Gsfj^crfirrcDrTUj ldojit tf,sna» Gtfft ‘cW^k- r: r 

C5rrcr>cugj 

$<rucy)cufb«,n^ $05il ; 2 ) , J o ^- l -!b 

fT5,6n CJi0 (^JCUfTuS)fT€un CJ&5, 
d^G^jfluDG^fl c^SCJT&gjj §}(£)£>& c^LDLDfTC3T 

<5 rrG GST. 

He killed the ogress Tataka with an 
arrow that split her chest and spewed 
blood, he guarded over the fire sacrifice 
of Viswamitra, killing many Rakshasas. 
See he lives here in the Chitrakuta 
of Tillainagar —surrounded by groves 
that sprout leaves like red lips and 
blossom flowers like pearly smiles, 
three thousand Vedic seers who chant 
his praise, — seated on a jewel-studded 
lion-throne! (2) 

QscijcufAffiTb <9.0Clfb0^ ,5,c ^ T 

rflcsTcfil cni_Giunc5T £1 c*> eu uSI rr>] g> , 

lD(i^cu fieri 

0 cij Qj cij rfl rr> ^Gncu«Jirr<ii<f»l, CIguotj^I 

C)5,nCT3T0 , 

GcucuGcufc^ft utfn* G ^ a ® yT ^° rrcriarr ® 

Cl£ftjcurr^05. a-iunjbfi) 

i_l ITtbl 3i fTg, 

Currans, $0<9<^ ; &O- 5<ri - L -S 5 g,C5TgyGn 
crcijcuiflQcu^ £)en<w£j&'-*« r,A 

5j63T6JTC5T 

^'cjnnrn05.CufTfT C*> C5JJT uj tq. G uj 

g cn fD 0 G OfT G CSJT . 

For the love of the dark-eyed Sita, 
he broke the Siva-Dhanush, then 
victoriously took the bow from the 
axe-wielder and drove away the sworn 
enemy-of-kings Parasurama. The brave 
Rama with strong arms that wield a 
heavy bow resides in Tillainagar 
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Tiruchitrakutam surrounded by high 
masonry walls that enemies 
fear. I worship the feet of those 
who worship him. (3) 

Q&n&g, oft 

Q<5fT6ucorrGu 

Qgjncvj jirA^-b 

ueA <o gy)i_A 0 ft 6 JT (ju Gtnvb GumLiu 

utjO)G£)ie>(&)U ufTg!jA(LpLb rFjbgj. 

gftyji&lfr &,aicr>cn gsimry 

^Icucincufrj5,fr5, 

CTflj^CffiesTujLD drtGfyr^crflgA ArTeffaru Clugjp 
,@(3$cug>^iT<Tefc(<55 ^snu)ujcu(i CfRn 

s^> sli gu nnO) rrG id . 

He renounced kingship by the words 
of the flower-coiffured Kaikeyi, he 
crossed the Ganga with the help of 
the devoted boatman Guha. In the 
deep forest, he gave his sandals and 
the kingdom to Bharata, and lived 
in Chitrakuta; today he resides 
in Tillainagar Tiruchitrakutam. 
Devotees throng to see and 
enjoy him there. Even the gods are 
no match to them. (4) 

cuoSl C7UC3OT0,0 cusnrj QfT,0fT,Cg,fTGn ^Irjnsn^ 

Q <s> (TcjrfjQj 

CVGTiJT ^lGUjp ujFT (tpcsfl QAff0&£, CUffldSlcu 
AGDGU GU6TOT5J0 ^f7S>d£l (\p{hGy>& 

£>6>£l t 

<9>gG63Tfr0 g)fTl^Q?TCTT<J>gjn' 2 _uS1otmT Gurrf^)^, 
dTl^ncv; 6U6TOT<5i<fd LDfiCTt ld^uj fiuj^jfTGjr^jGjrrGinOTt^ 
^«u€?5GOf£,ftrr^ i j, ^argycn 

Guctzr&£\e> GT»A<3tf5.u6) Gj-g^GUGocurrn 
^Irfl^currcu ^gcraflg>nCGJT. 

Wielding his strong bow, he killed the 
strong-armed monster Viradha and 
received the bow given to him by the 
Tamil Muni Agastva; he cut off the 
n °se of the sensous demoness 
Surpanaka, slew Khara and Dushana, 
an d the golden deer. Those who offer 


him worship with bowed heads 
and folded hands in Tillainagar 
Tiruchitrakutam sanctify the Earth- 
space by treading the Earth. (5) 

gjGJTlh lX5(fTjGL| &DGuCg,^l I.SlfflliJOJ S2_rD£Jj, 
0>6YT1TGL| GTliJ^l^ <5LfTugG3^GU £3^ G'J (g) 

cr«bf9, 

QjGHLO ID0G1_| *Gfi1uJiJ5Cafr <&n£)CU G rT<S^T0, 
GunoSlcniu* Clan-63Tn^j, < Jjg6unijGr>>*j>>«9>n 

^rjftftrrG^niDfTGST 
^lsjTib LDrT0^1ujnrr) *0e51j^rTb;nc3T<ii 

^IcucjicoibAn^, i_ffj g.ssTcpicn 

tycsflgiJ LD ^ l£)LD CT€Ti«S5T 

jv gnLDG3T^r)GjTe<ri£3T 

GjfljgjiQjfrn' ^(Sncrrynu Lq.Cm ej^^lCesiGcfT. 

My sweet lord Rama then became 
separated from his fond Vaidchi and 
swooned. He sent Jatayu to heaven 
and made friends with the forest¬ 
dwelling monkey-king Sugriva and 
killed Vali. He countered Ravana’s 
anger by having Hanuman burn the 
Lanka City. He resides in Tillainagar 
Tiruchitrakutam. I offer praise to 
those who praise him. (6) 

0GniJ 0,l_Gfi6U c^L-GU ^ibufTGO LDQJ5, GlUJ&d, 
0SDcu Ailuj innrjjaGjigcmjj ^^GJTncvj fjffi), 

6T(f| Cl5,0 CguGVJ ^^**{^01101X3 

^63TgyuSln Q<g,/T6OTT0, <J^| GU GSIO-, lb l9 «S>(0) 

^gALD nriTjgiJ, 

^0lX35,GciTrr0 c^LDlTf^<5) ClflGUGUCTI 

(SETT bo i C3T A 

on curbing, 

^ (J<5*<^L0IT5>£>n63T (5>® ^ 

c^gugu rt6u, 

gHija -.* • gtcetotGctotott U3fT){DI SiVA 5)nGG3T. 

My sw'eet lord Rama shot an arrows 
that parted the sea. He built a bridge 
and made it to the other shore and 
took the lives of the terrible demons 
and their King Ravana, then gave the 
kingdom to his younger brother 
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Vibhishana and reunited with his 
consort Sita. He resides in Tillainagar 
Tiruchitrakutam. Other than the 
soverign rule of his sacred feet, I do 
not recognise any kingdom. (7) 

<^li) QurT65T ClfTjQ l£)G 5 sflL 0 fT|_ 

CTlLl^l f 

<TlLl/^! . ^Agj^LLieSTGlJfTliJg) <5)IT(SJT I^OT 

Cl Arc carp-) non 

&iGS\ Ou^JTjOgjncu ACTVft Cal-Q, l£l<£)&ncus 

CsGVJGft 

a-iuuj# $0 cuuSlrry GUfTuj^,^, 

LDAA.cn 

Cl^ih ucucng, ^llJdTCUfTlijg, ftcri Arflcnft 

C A L_ L_ fTti)7 

iJaiencujbftir® $,*§),* 

CTiiQ U 0u)treiiT ftraraifloDg, Closflujncu, 

Bi GTOT fotfVfl fT C\J , 

Lj (50^ Curr, ^ ) i ld^ICuj mo 

^crirCp. 

My sweet lord Rama returned to 
Ayodhya, city of tall mansions, and 
took the throne. Sage Agastya 
chronicled the whole story of the 
destruction of Ravana; the lord heard 
his own exploits from the coral lips 
of the twin-children Lava and Kusa 
that Mithila’s daughter bore for the 
emancipation of the worlds. (8) 

Qo$ ihaia OffcsTn)) 

Cl a n to! rr)j , 

\D6inrrjCujnG3T st-U^n Bu(^, 

rrjT,A 

f£)GHfD Ul<2T3flu U,<SWT QAfT«RfT0, 

^'QJ(^J6TOTG5T 2)^JT«nC5TO» 
& ubiSlujrr<^ GiJfTOTT GJlb^, (Lpc(flcu65T CGucrim fr 

LSlffljbgjnsaT 

^IcuCifxwfb*^ ' 5> S>ssr@u<?" 

crmn^cijnc^n OF iDfD^jrrg) a_ Gn«rr!b5><^^'^ T 
Si_6yi. Cujnib; iDfOp 2 _.frygyujrjiD a.Cujnu> 

r^KPnCrQ 


My sweet lord Rama went and slew' 
Jambuka of terrible penance, gave life 
to the dead Vedic seer and wore the 
jewelled garland given by Sage 
Agastya. He sent his brother 
Shatrughna to slay the Asura 
Lavana. By the curse of Durvasa, 
he parted from his valiant brother 
Lakshmana. He resides in Tillainagar 
Tiruchitrakutam. We remember 
him always in our hearts, are we not 
saved from all harm? (9) 

<^cimry ^grr^rjf^jAcn^rr cr>Gu(A>ibA>g>gii 
<£U_CU UCJDAGuJffil , ^ Ann^LDGiTiLD 

Ogijgjtit^, OiTjQfbCgjrTG'iT 

ir)n<ssT(A)iD Cg>nGtftD 
G^GOTT (kp(l§g)]lb CT^fTGUgg, ft OH gjITVDlD ClDgSI j 

Q<3CTlp ( §,'Gfl£j 6fi(b6l0<b^^LDLDnG3T23631G^GST^ 

$cu«ncurc>Anft £l(0fl<!f)5>a<9^L-£b 
GTG3Tir)|\h r9cjrjD oc * T ^cuG3t ^ ctu Cgyrejnry 

Cj(b£ 5,rr^,ii> 
^cnjDigjAifilCGarn trru Q i_i in , 

Cl£,ffcrinLeft! $Gq- 

My sweet lord Rama then elevated all 
creatures, — moving and non- 
moving, — to Vaikunta, mounted 
his Garuda Vahana, destroyed the 
Asuras, took his glorious four-armed 
form, entered his abode in the sky to 
the tumultuous welcome of gods in 
throngs, and ascended his eternal 
throne. He resides in Tillainagar 
Tiruchitrakutam. Devotees come 
to praise and worship him there 
saying “that’s him”. (10) 

^GvanCurkAn#, ujb ASfr cni gH 

iDrT(n^lCujrT(C)! ^uDm^gjnGri 
A <srr GJi Gtfi 

gtcOgiDcu @Cvj £nd) ldA cainuj^ 

C<5>rT Griff? 

(LpfljCunft A)G7T 2_<SuAtb l |AA£oJ fT-fpn, 
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OarTcu u6*ni_5) giircncn-A Q&njnp 

cpcriGii fTcrr 

C^rnPiurrCAacsT (^QjCsihfj^ST G\&nft) 

Qa\u& 

fbC\J ^UJCVJ §\<ZST &> l£\ tpLD fTC^ Gu U£>gtJlb 

<ru gucu rrft 

2)6U(T) £1 &,£ (TjfTfJOT3TG3t 

Jb GS<)1 GfiOTtlGU nC Q . 


This decad of sweet Tamil songs by 
well-armed well-protected Kulasekara, 
Commander and King of Uraiyur, set 
in the good style of Sopanam, sings of 
the lord who resides in Tillainagar 
Tiruchitrakutam with his strong aide 
Maruti, beginning with his Avatara as 
Dasaratha’s son until his return to the 
glorious abode. Those who master 
it will attain the blessed feet of 
Narayana. 


Alvar's Lotus Feet our Refuge 


The Easy Canter Chant 

Tirucchanda Viruttam of 
Tirumalisai Piran 

Invocation 

&nun£ij 

&<S)*•&>& ttopjSftoxb CW 

UfJQ7SU0^pfT 

ub &, rfj<*£) LD <5>tfHp C<!JifTnuQ9j(j> 
tDOTTT lD 

Gu gtt liiu <£!C uj. 

Tirumalisai Piran sang the Tirucchanda 
^ iruttam to rid the Kalpaka-and-Sandal- 
grove-filled Earth of its misery. He was 
or n in the prosperous town of 
Tirumalisai favoured by the goddess Sri, 
w here the dark smoke of the fire-altar 
spreads the fragrance ot Sandal, Akil 
an d Kongu incense-wood. (1) 


£_cu(£jlh ID l£| cn <£T Ltj LD £_ GTT ^ CTJT n J*, g>J 

fi>LDlfilc(j 

1 _| GVJGU fT l_|*ipA CftfTGVJ fTGU g^[<5i<9j 

2_ CU G3T Gffl GTt 

G<T1 QJ 5) O ff) >3)4 U Aflij) ID IP ft ^ ft 

Ifllfl cnaGuj 

6 T>Gu£,G)g,Q)g) 2 > UAAlh CnoSl^J. 

Imagine putting the whole world of 
poets on one side of a fame-weighing 
balance and Tirumalisai alone on the 
other. See, the Tirumalisai-side is 
weightier than the world side! (2) 

The Mystic Poem 

Bilahari / Tisragati / Adi 

4 , i^Igvj(Tuj sgrbgj loituj, l|gist rr )cttot r£lG&irr) 

rrGJT^un nuj , 

fh, 6 V_>trU.I I ^ID^bS) <£hfT 6 VJ 

LDHIU , 

f^cufTtugjI Gp>G3Trr^j ld . h,^, Ccun^j Cgu^ 
AjOTIGSIlD LUfllL) , 

tb r^lcumu GuanjTCSSTijb r^GOTcriGrr ojrm rflwywytrtx's 

gd cu guC n ? 

The five Gunas of dainty Earth, 
the four Gunas of waters all, 
The three Gunas in holy fire, 

the two Gunas in air around, 
The one Guna in space above 
are all thy manifestations. 

The way you stand apart from all, 
who can fathom thee, O Lord ? (1) 

c^nJLD^UJj 6 £>IT 

<5Q!t>gilU>fTUJ , 

Gjrry ^rr ^rjGTOT^ib £pGjT{ryLb GJ^ib ^(rytO 
<Tll(*^LDfTlU , 

Cffunyj Cguit)] ^rrcsriD OiDUJuSICGaTngl 

ClufflLJlLnnrTLLI , 

£25nQ0ff(5 ^j> UJ <rW,U! 

l£> (lu iCg^T 1 

You became the Six, the Six, 

the Six and Five, the Five, the Five; 
O, the Two and Three and Seven 
and the Six and Eight delights. 
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You became the schools of thought 
and truth and untruth all in one. 

O Wonder Lord now you became 
the taste and sound and sensations. 

( 2 ) 

g9£>giJii> gg£bg>Jii> d^G'ucusu'Prpi 

2_CTT rTLL] ID fT lij . 

QpsjrjiJii fp»€77pLb ^£1,' iQc&ni) 

■^^C^GuGeaT! 

g2>gjib 

r^l fcy3T [Hgjl rf^«TIT)J, 
gijfjjLD ^llj ^l^rrcincsT tunGuir &nGm 

qjcuguGit? 

You became the Five, the Five, 

the Five in all, the indweller. 

The Five the Three, the Wonder-lord, 
the origin of all that is; 

Then the Five, the Five, the Five, 

you stand in high Heaven above. 
The Five, the Five that you became, 
who can solve the mystery? (3) 

GPG5TCQJ (ipuugjj c^^GesTn-Q «^rr ggjbgjjib 
©Jbgjl* gJ/bgjjuifTiu, 
QpC9ffT)| QpAp Qpfflnp OP £3™}] 

QpG3T2)JLDrTlU , 

Gg>ncntTj] Gan$ ^pGjrjTjjLDrruj, g>jGrT0i<9>ii> ,£jcv> 

cfilGnft&ajndj, 

rj(.7l(^jGTCjT GTfriflO & nGG\J fT ? 

ffTLblTdGcST? 

The three and thirty consonants, 

the five and six and five vowels, 
The five diphthongs and twelve letters 
of Rig, Yajur and Sanian, O! 
The three-syllable AUM that shines, 
a spotless, source of all the light. 
The way it mixes in my soul 

and makes me sing thy glory', l^ord! 

(4) 

igidigj giuJfW(ff,tb £>OTT£>J 

■ IT' 1 £>„ G<TAGVJ(i)giJ ifjQPGtt g>(?PG!DLD 

OP C3P GT OP (Jj i 


CTcnfpjib ujrrft&^ih ctgtot 

<£)g3t 

^«T(T)j fF>nsirT(ipA® uiug>£> «5 w^0G£>cug*i 

^GOGtHGuGuJ ? 

The Soul of all the sentient 

and Form of all the transient, 
Blending into each and every 
body in the world around! 
Eternally evading all the 

sages and the seekers, O! 

You bore the four-head Maker on your 
lotus-navel in the past. (3) 

jbitoti) GJJbgiJ CuD(ftj ClGutDCnu r^n&iii cjib&A 
LD OT37 GTlfl CD G& 

fb^aib cjjjgjjib uirrojib iDffatb gj 

<rUfT(TL|G3TG^ 

inriftih GjjVjgj $ cpir suniq cgjjjg^j 

dicniojbgi, o,n&{h'* 
GT&ib Gjr &£>1 <9c3tg) i^crcnifi r£l gst^Gotd 

^}ujG3TIT)G£>- 

The mountain Meru on the serpent 
and the Earth on elephant-heads,- 
My Lord on serpent couch, Aho! — 
the waters from the sky so high! 
The clouds above the world and fire, 
the winds that animate all life! 
You alone support them all 

and you alone can do this feat! (6) 

<g>OTTJ)j gjgGWTQ Qpn$£lujlTlfcj | 2_fp&0>Gl£irT(5 
2_£3TJn«5,»fl ujnu^, 
C«iw«nco 

(OjrrGV) ld ^iiSloflfriiJ- 

$£C5TIT)J g)lJGS8T0 <KuMvb ^ujOTT^Ui 

innujCc^T 1 

Gp<Arj)| g]rj6OT0 ACW»odOarng^iX) 

2- G3TG«T>G5TGJflj23 Gil 6\J GVjGgJT? 

You became the One and Two, 

then you became the sleep and sense. 
You became the past, present and 
future in the Ocean-Earth. 

You became the three fires 

and took a birth in Gokulam. 
W'ords of praise do fail for even 

Lord Siva who has three eyes.(7) 


152 











EASY canter CHANT / Tirucchanda Viruttam 


<TU ITGTI Qj ,T A (0y (i) LD<^jUJ 

^Cji.|rT)S>gu 

c^ 9^1,<S3T GjjfTOTQirr^^Li) <£&4?5l 

OlHOT ClJfTG^Ta ^ 5 

®-«naa4>L 

.qq^Q^cjr s,fTC\JU) j9-G3Tcn«n ujnojnflinc^ 

QjcucuCg! 

The first of all celestials, 

the world and all that lies 
beyond, The cause of all celestials, 

the cause ot cause is you my Lord! 
The lord of all celestials 

is bound by time that you decree. 
O Lord of time of timelessness, 

now who atn claim tc fathom thee? 

( 8 ) 

ojitctli Cl^rr^jrGjnrrjLDnfincu <p3i<£fT@i 

3 tfo'> I O Al J 63T 

1 [ LLI fTGV! UfT£,! ciniDGU n! 

)£lcvj (TUJ ^fT 

Ggii#,«* trt(>«3Tn Ccucncfl uj rrcjT 

C'5»6»I«£)tL,n(T 

£<£)uj|toj Sii rsnni, a. Clcj-Ti rt” 'vo ^ : * 

•*^l sjT irj(( . 

The pollen-dusted Konrai garland- 
wearing mat-hair lord Siva, 
Docs offer worship at thy feet, 

O Lord of spotless, lasting fame! 
The Veda-learned Saman songs 

and sacrifice of proper chants, 
Do go to thee and thee alone, 

O Lord of worship-worthy feet 1 

, ^ (V 

^gsig^iGgtt £l£ino,3,giOT(v£U) fljijrii* Qgugtot 

?)Llhl5,L 6V. 

3>tr*T£T)]Cen Alcno*£» -fbi ‘ > '• i rr, 

-g,6afTGiniD CtJ'TGO, 

i^lfTTgjlQcn ^rr)tT,g;| A,] ri} dG inn 

SKfluCijih 

£^£pC<sn rL,{ rSi ^j^lcamtD HwHD f£j 

cJt fo Cp ^2) * 

"f he tide that rises in the deep 

amid the foam and lashing waves, 
L tide that subsides in the deep 

amid the foam and lashing waves. 


The standing and the moving ones 
are born and live and die in you, 

The way you keep them all wdthin 
your corpus, O The Only God! 

( 10 ) 

QjfTGVJGC^GSTrrGU J&, Ci^fTGU LJU LD 

o 

^]3fKuc6)G3Tnc\j CUfTGULJULngjj G^rtGtfTTJjAl Cairo 

G<9H^1 r£~i | 

OflnGUoflGJTfTGU UGOI_Aa U^L &>£h GUjbgjj 
CfljrTGirrt^GSTiTff 

ClflnG\JG0lG5Tacu '• Qi agtt 

Q^neuGu GDOjcuCn ^ 

The sweet delight of Vedic chants, 
the substance of the Vedas too; 

The radiance beyond the word 
are all thy manifestations. 

The great creator, lotus-born, — 

the four-head faced Brahma too, 

Can hardly speak a word or two 

in praise of all thy glory-ways. (11) 

J ft; A i?,LJGJ>L <^<£l , - 

2 CV>^g5t^]Cgtt l9fl>A>$. 

^u' GSf*' LU rt gxj ; 

sl gu(< 9- ’iCM j 

^ aCv 

S_GO«<Qgu j£l 63T GST> GtfT S^GirGn^J^GV lUrtQjIT 

2_GTT£TT Gl)GOCV)Crj? 

You created all the worlds, 

then you did swallow all the worlds. 

Then you did permeate the worlds 
without a place of exception. 

Now all the worlds are borne in you, 
yet you remain alool ot them. 

The way you hold the worlds around, 
who can contemplate this all? (12) 

.^rrirrCDGffT CTCTTfTJj QtflTGUGVJGXJ ^GUGTTWU 

u-irr<pjnb, ^L iqG3H_u 

iS) sin smear C^GnciiGjr cTcjnurra_«T rii.wKO,^ 
a cmTrrrhib Qu^j^Cuiiift; 
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6163T65J 637^11 J G<S>rTGuClOfT(Jl Gu(fr)li> 

<94,$ ii> 

f^QTCDCJTUjmT f£)<Kr>GJTA<5>6LJ60GV>n ^l7«r>LDUjn'Cu 
j^GDGJrifciQGeu? 

Nothing can be spoken of 

as “this is you”, and yet you are 
The slender waisted Pinnai’s spouse, 
so all the knowing ones do say. 
Then all the temples beautiful, 

with name and place and origin, 

Do speak in easy terms about 

your glory on this Earth, Aho! 

(13) 

gjlujcniD CujfTAub ^uSls^rruj! g 1 jiprTiu c ^6Vjf^j < g,6u 

id ncifiGu llj nuj! 

^CT>ID 0|u5lG3TfT) ., /• ' *'•- ’ 

(£l cn 

r^nmCoiiuLb CTOTTCrrr sugogood <^coCu; 

.*u,£' gyi u> 

<5fTiX) Ggu^j ^5,Gjrnuj aAijurrcaafl 

cSHGu&ncuCuj 9 

O Lord w’ith sacred Basil wreath, 

O Lord of Yogic purity! 

O Lord-in-ocean deep asleep, 

O Lord who came as turtle here! 
Altough we cannot call you by 

a name as all the mortals have, 
We know you as the discus-lord 

as spoken of in Sama-Ved. (14) 

Cgu£>u> fbfrerin^d) Qdstir# 

^ 6u i£j G cn 

I .. . n | ID fcAfifUJJUJffflj! {h'- ';*- b 

l 1 (73372, 

Qefhi&csft rb(T^>6in6OTT^ 4.1 > 2,a, OacucuiL 

incu(^>) ^iflcurruj! 

wo, eu«ftr«®nii> ^<*<=n CiDsrfl 

CO 637 «uG UJ ! 

The truth in all the Vedas-four, 

the truth in all the six Angas! 
Q, Truth hidden, you chose to live 
in ocean-deep in Yoga-sleep. 


The hooded snake with ruby eyes 

is couch for you, O Lord of wealth! 
Your frame is white as conch at first, 
when Sarnga bow is held by you. 

(I 5 ) 

2)6376oAAGJ3Tii) 5jja>Grc 9n & Gtfrr^ 

G£>n(T}iT) 
ftfTGTOT 6 ii fbgj r£lfT)ff)lGm6y|iO, 
£0 

5>«D6u5x5,6OTTnij&6n Cl<3nrbQurT(^cn o>^dii^^ nGO 
f£) 637 C7T 3i O o> fT633T n 
iDCDCuA AGffSntkJtfjCiT GuHGvj iDfTC-^ 

j£!63T2>63T LDfTll^GaJ. 

The Devas and the sentient, 

the transient and all the forms 
On Earth in all the beings here, 
you dwell as a radiant spirit. 
The substance of the permanent, 
the Vedas cannot say it all, — 
The heaps of glory mountain-like, 

the glories of thy holy feet.(lb) 


(Tja^Lpria,^, QpsSTrry Qprrg,^, fbffgu 

jboramo Ca* 

GufTffiQpn^^ • (^pn5>^l, 6765^ 

,@GVJ Qipn^^lujrruJ , 

-5uj 6JTinn uj , go oij A i_ n> 

GlQCW 

iQ/i* r^LU 61J 6771 633T(.}) 6T63 tG AnGO 9 

^j^CftcuCffliT! 

O Single-form, the Three-fold form, 
the Four-fold form, benevolent! 
The joyous form, the holy form, 

the countless forms, O First cause lord! 
The serpent form in foaming seas 
is couch for you to lie and be. 
The way you come for all to see 

as forms in temples, Glory-he! (17) 

cfil i..< 2)55 «vnuj @qtrrjS)aib <5i63dl , 

GlffU 60 

. efnpGn ^'Gvina, Ci m<5>uj i S\&><h 

QgjnAA 

Gldgo efil^ncniDrruj OuffnGijf^n 

f) fT6U 637 fcCiH L J 

ufTujffu i icnerflQAfTGTiGijgj] 6i63iGlAn6o 
G 67J 63) GO 61J 63717 6337 G 63T ! 
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The poison-spitting thousand hoods 
with fire-emitting eyes on each, 
In endless joy of union, 

the radiance so beautiful! 

The hoods do form a canopy, 

the body forms a couch to lie, 

O Lord of ocean-hue, do tell, 

why do you lie thus in the sea?(18) 

t_|6TTsng)j , 

<5m&i 

L|Gn€TflcijTQiaiLi iSlcnrtjg)] i.jil Cl<5)fTLqu 

lSltfyTGST0O) 

gdnw 2snft$; <**$, GrejtCWcu, 

L^lgjn Clinch C{b‘^ lijrTt ^ J - 
^ OTcrfl sjtCI lO uj u u«n«5»<9>^i-cu <^1i_5>5)CVJ 

You became the Hamsa bird 

and gave the world the Vedas- 
four, You did kill the demon bird, 

then you did hold a banner bird. 
You did drive a Gamda bird 

and you do lie on foe-to-bird, 
But why the love to lie alone 

in ocean-deep, O Discus-lord? (19) 

&&L a lD c^>ot 7 rr^j ld LD IT <0i (TJtJT 1.0 l J f 

G LJ 510 6ST ft) CgiGUft QjfTjgj] UflL (lp<sjr 

l_ ld , 

uiTOLhiglQTn) fgrflcu ^CJncuiru^r 

(IfhSGu rr 1 

5 C^Cgu. 

Without a care you lie alone 

on Serpent-bed in Ocean-deep, 
Where gods in hordes do come to thee 
with praise and lasting Glory-be. 
O Kesava, the lord of all, 

vou came as turtle in the deep. 
Pray make it clear to us the way, 

you rose without a blame to thee? 

( 20 ) 

^AdlC^U', iDirrf^coib I OfTflrcranb 

^O-'fTai 


a>cr>i_.iT35>GurTg]j, jQot«> {S^tjh 
ctgjt 

<rrj)^i<5,! C&ro 

Ccurpi C§Gg>. 

O, Ranga Lord pray tell me how 

the ocean-deep was churned about, 

With Vasuki the snake around 

the mountain Meru Mandaram. 

The ocean turned and all the Earth 
was shaking, breaking trees around. 

O Monkey-lord, the brave that stood 
were watching you without a role! (21) 

Cu>£y|Lf>rruj ufTOue^rrr^ 

(GTjfTCULD cjijp 

g GT3T(7 j 1 LD£y5Tiq. &S) CVJ g,] LlSl 63T0 

^j^G^jGIiGcst! 

UICT9T0£)c77T@ Qydw $jiprtuj<£»€V>ni»ACVmUj! 

iff, GVJ ^'nu 

u|6Hii utopia i Gfl^ii) ld/titu! 

O Past, Present and Future tense, 

O child who took the seven worlds, 

Who swallowed all and tell asleep 

on fig leaf, O The Primal Lord! 

O Wearer-of-tlie-Tulasi-wreath 

with bumble bees that sip the sap! 

O Lord with lotus-lady on 

the chest, O Husband of Dame 
Earth! (22) 

currcurQn^gjj ^(i ^unonuj cucr><nij>^ 

<^i(T6ncTu9fb<ncmJJT 

e« n 65Tf£ln’)0,0j) 2j__<£lcT,?i)<g)<ajiii 

2 _cvjnu i St\ 

rv,*TGvjr^lfT5^>^> Gcijfl)<iittGijrT jjjGucvi Cujn^lfOTrrcvj 

C\J <OTT f'ij (^) 

t ifTCui£lrr)<g, 0,1 ci*/£V (b^i LirpLj^m 

<X>| CO GlH GuC ILJ ? 

O Lord who took the form of white 
lion and caught the wicked king. 

And tore his chest with claws alone, 
that all the world did rave about! 

O Lord who wins the praise of all 

and worship ot the Vedic seers! 

O Lord with lotus in the navel, 

O sleeping-in-the-Milkv-Deep! (23) 
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|utu ffoff) unc^ur^i&uj3)g,i sni 

<$«€sna3TC<^' 

&\thiGna> ^£1 5jCWt 0 Gfilcug^iib 

sufT(0ub cjjj^lCTTndj! 
rflrhi& ld rr lu C^GuCftcn! Gojcv a_cuncvi 

QtDCCT IDGUff 

iDeraafl curr^ub rnrifru! Glhg 3?1 
LorrujCcaT! 

O my Lord with lotus feet, 
the origin of the Ganga-ji! 

The mace and conch and dagger and 
the bow and discus are your Five. 

O Lord of gods, you came as mighty 
lion to save the wicked’s son. 

The lotus dame with bees around 

does live forever on your chest! (24) 

6unchcii£l(T) jy 1 

ID JT) JD €11 63T 

: ' * '' j . •_ a. ir^cu^cnSj 

ae»rcjrrr§)63irTLu ; 

@*Afi $ <@gti crcjicar Qumu? ggvfbtb ia ** 2 ' I 

6u ufil ffi <pi C cn 
2_caT g)f n frjzr>fy> ujnojn cucucon? 

<ff,Gy3r6fl3lGc3T! 

The great Asura Hiranya 

was puffed with pride of boons 
he had. 

You placed your hands on his bowels 
and sank your hard nails into him. 
You came to beg for three land steps 
and took the worlds in two by tnck! 
You ate the worlds and hid them all, 
now who can fathom this by 
mind? (25) 

m(5» O* j«*n@l<h <S>y 4) ^cusuCsi.n© 

tfcCUCUQi fTLU , 

acClcwn© V et ' n 

^cortgj torrenuj ui fuu , 

xi pJX\x *S«A GlumimSlCram0 

ClimL'mifinuj, 

^nareflC' J«$)j»b 0>nrb& Qv&qj 

CnGcJn 1 


The male, female and genderless 
the gentle beings all, in all. 

The taste, the sound and all the five 
the sensations in sentients! 

You came as grazing cowherd lad, 
a blend of truth and falsity. 

To save the lotus world, you took 

the form of stealthy manikin! (26) 

g£1gt3t&l_ jag) CflfT^lujntij! gtt nij 

Qpn^^tujnuj! 

u6jy7TAi_i>fl) C<3><?ib Gincti ufTSUfjifra (T>ngjG£F. 

CT6jjT<fcL_fb§i GujfTiQGs7Tn0 \ !}!&£} 

LDHG^fluJ fTUJ , 

LOSm'fcLlbg, CUCTUlGSTTlil f^nOTGDCUT UJlTIT 

CUCUGvjG r) ? 

O Lord effulgent way beyond 

the sky, O Form of consciousness! 

A radiance beyond all words 

of praise, O Hell-destroyer-lord! 
With qualities uncountable 

you came to beg as manikin, 

The way you took the Earth and all - 
now who can fathom thee, 
O Lord! (27) 

2>_crz3T0 

S2_ L0ip, Qugttqj 

N«ni >L Q>&, 

*Grn_ij>g> GuJjjSlCujmL! 
iScriL^g, iDireSl lonG^iinncaT ci9 cu nil ^ 

fh n gw cin vsn * M * ^ 

uGTn_ <3>tfiGVJtb u<I>L 

mnu iGcrr 1 

You made the Earth, you lifted it, 

then ate and brought it out again. 
You made the ocean, churned the ocean, 
lay on it, and made a bridge. 
You made the angry Mali and 
Sumali go to Hell below, 

O Lord with arms of strength and build, 
that wield the mighty live 
weapons! (28) 
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ufjgjGDg, Guottgu 

c^gjj ^C3T^llL(ir) 

5?[F5>$c^jLb i5ln>.®$; fbflgj, 

t^uSIciTfrdj! 
l§lc3nTg)| g>63T£r>LD ^GJTCn^) CTG^<rr 
GU G\JG\jCfJ? 


You became the seniient O 

Lord, you lie on water bed! 

You bear the lady-of-the-lotus 

on your manly chest always. 

You came in mortal form O Lord 

and showed the world the path 
of love. 

There’s no one who can speak about 
your qualities as ‘‘this and this”. 

(29) 


CUfTGn<!>.(ipib |Xl6<j3TG3JT^(»pLb Cl«uri)LJlD CJtp 

Ot L GY 1 Oi tGff) LD 

Cuncar^ib Glfliugji. AlcSI cmcu5) ^u9cn«) 
UlGJiHl f^<9»CGoi! 

C-jiGST 5 iCtot Ibrrjilb tncun^j dtyipnuj 

fbdrr mncincuujnuj! 
t |0.4tClg > '$)&2» Oo,rrnr)rr)Gfi1cuoS1 
^ GVJ 6tT G\J C UJ ? 

The Earth and sky and all seven — 
the oceans and the mountains high, 
You swallowed all and lay asleep 
a-float on fig leaf, Lotus-lord! 
You wear a garland of the nectar¬ 
laden sacred Basil leaf, 

You shot an arrow toyfully, 

bending Kami's humpy back! (30) 

«9>fTGuCl?,th) ftrTGuCGTT? /hGtfflfr(0y ^GUfTg, 

^aa^ujrriu! 

<£)"©»,£> cj(Lgib a gottQ i ictotQ gan uncuffjr 

I.I6S3TJ jCott! 

^Guc^ncuCiijQj efilcu Gojcu<?ft£5T<5j0> 

UfTGuiT^UJ I (Lpg>$ OflUJlL|li> 

fip 1 


O Lord of countless qualities, 

O Kalanemi-killer Lord! 

O Lord who swallowed all the worlds, 
O Child asleep on Banyan leaf! 

In anger, Lord, you shot the bow 

wdiose arrow dried the ocean-deep. 

You make devotees come to you 

with love and sing your praise 
in joy! (31) 

VhT^^OcJTU » >CT»L O<9,n0 t (2)G»Pri 0 >(_g51g 3T 
i£gjj Cuniu, 
Oeu^ffija) £jjpjb2> 
«skjf) £; 

LDGOT Qdfcnglgj^GUfn^ JgffA^MO 

escarp ib c @<arf$Cuj, 

i_ip<9x9» Oaitotoil. Ljrbuurr^drr 

^CVJ€^G\>Ctl»? 

You took the monkey-army over 
foaming sea to battle-field, 

Lord you fought with arrows and you 
put the Rakshasas to flight. 

You sought a gift of land and then 
you mercilessly took the Earth. 

O Lord of locus feet, you grew' 

and straddled over all the 
worlds. (32) 


t£)«Tf^frj5,^j <nuSlrr>n}i <dup Gcu^apth 

^1*1!^^) 

i9drT63i<ajri)(£) ^(rrynT qfflflbgji 

Ou£)f£lCiunuj! 
rbfTTGsfld)®^ cpn G7<nrup l9g3TGct>G7t 

CftGTTCU* U5G3T@) ^LJ 
ClLmdrr i£)o) 2>2> GUdrarcyaTGir <34,111 Ljejran ff^dfr 

,5mcugdcuCuj 9 

The demon-king with flashing teeth, 

— you 

felled him with your dart and bow, 
Then gave the kingdom to his owrn, 
the younger kin benevolent. 
The fair and lovely Pinnai Dame 

is bride to you, she’s soft of speech. 
O Lord v/iih lasting radiance 

and hue of lotus everywhere! (33) 
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4b& *^8 <£*>$ £; <$n ^cnr L (i, 

c$i<g)CUncu, 

<SJT^liulT,g, C<5n^l £; ^QOTGruDuSlcu 

S^lCTTf^J ^Icjinuj ; 

Csu^iL <^£1 Ccucncfil ^£1 d\dauMamQ 

U5€ff3T£pniLDITiij 

<£H,UJS3T c^jUJ LDfTuj LD 6T<S!JTC3T 

li> n QJ C LD ? 

The Cause-of-causes lord above, 
you became the Earth and all. 

The hght-of-light revealed in all 

the Vedas of the truthful word! 

You became the Vedic Earth 
and Vedic Sacrifice above. 

Then you became the cowherd-lord, 
the wonder-child of Gokulam! (34) 

<^d>L| 2_5UfTQ_| l%yir, 

ai0L9grr^jni, 4 ^) &4kn \ if 

_ c£jOTTj£jltL|li> 

a ftrniq rSHrjrTQ_| i^jcrorLD^ri^eu ( ^ujnLDrT^ ) rr 

1 Si crTcnCTTuj rriu , 

ffruJiSlgrr^ju) ^lu GuejrrOTJTLb <rrdnO<5>rrCcvjrT? 

ffni> rr^COTr! 

You became the fish at first 

and turtle in the water next. 

You became the wielder of 

a discus and a conch so dear. 

You became the son of serpent- 

slender-waisted cowherd-dame. 

You became my lord as well, 

and master over all the world! (35) 

r^t,< fc{b& kV 5 * 3l (SP criai uiC/jnGr>g> fyxuAA I 
£\ gti erven lu n uu t 
e_6y>g>0>£,i, -^cnen 

4 >nuj Ci juj in acti 
O o;iijui f *\6.rrih€f'+ g>ui un& 

s^, rub, cx>th .nno>n s of* 1 * &j 

<rr«rrCl ^rrOoj n? 

You became the child of golden¬ 
breasted cowherd-lady, O! 

You broke a cart and caughi the 

flight)' 

ogress Pm ana the foe: 


You set your lips on both her breasts and 
sucked her milk and sucked her 
life. O Wonder-lord you took a kiss, 
a sweetheart of the bangled dames. 

(36) 

i§gtt dil£TTnjj ( fh<£ifl S_^pn&5,j, 

&mLi&)g)\, LDfT tSlcrrjV^ ctaA QGofy&y 

Gusnufjncui 

urT«ncu 2_6m0, LDdnc^craT *'?_GTnrr0. 
Clffij gtttCI c^inuj jiSlcji 

CuiLJfl^ 1JiTCiDCG 2_Sff3T0, U6tf310 GJOOnib 

^ijUJ Qj tTl_DG3 Trr ! 

You shook the apples on the tree; 

you felled the two-some Arjunas. 
You tore the iaws of Kesin horse, 

they call you Krishna, lord of all. 
You drank the milk of cowherdess, 
you ate the earth, and ate butter! 
You drank the breast of Putana, 

O Manikin, O Roar, my Lord! (37) 

ALflj SiCujbg) cuOTAifl lO^uq 

OurTuuGn«s>CYiniu 

<sfi1 <_ l£> AGvifTjg} umx>iS)ffln Cldcu f^uib uuSlfityl) 

f^rfgjCGST’ 

(A)i lD0jG\J<bA> Acv^y» -.r .'»yuCls>nCT5T1 CvjCUOT^GffS 1 ! 

§)63\rgjjipn-iij 

€m_ih Lnncncu ujanu! AncviCrb 1 ^ 

^hcuCcst! 

You plucked a tusk of rutted male 
elephant in a rage, O Lord! 

You trampled and you danced on 

hoods of 

five-head snake in water deep. 
You dance with pots above your head, 
O Lord of pleasing cloudy-hue! 
You wear a fragrant Tulasi wreath, 

O Death-to-Kalanemi-kmg! (38) 

Ogu£>i I C«Jflncu$iT ftGv.A^Gjrrruj; 

^GTTrfilu-lO}, 

^cb«r>co<5iT ftfltill | 

GiU GJ] Gi> (A,Lp 

| frft)l5,«i) i*,ip 

AlL 1 . ij)l <£• 
j t' r * *9 j rjnrfl GLDAOjcsrarOTJTGiP 

4d<£'GT'A»Cu / ? 
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You pulled a rocky mountain high 
to churn the Milky Ocean-deep. 

You built a rocky moutain bridge 
across the Lanka, ocean-deep. 

You crossed a rocky mountain wall 
surrounded by the ocean-deep. 

You held a rocky mountain high 

O Lord of hue like ocean-deep! (39) 

gHGflrjSl, t^MjUUfTL^GTTgjncnaifTuj 

CldiU(D>^9; 

I'Sooi n}iD fpanrftannoj 

c^irtq- &fTg,gjj, thCST 1 iDrt^fJfTIT 

c^CDCJT LDrru -i 

ffTCTTCJT in rr uu C» LD! 

You saved an elephant in distress, 

you killed an elephant in the rut. 

You came as grazing cowherd lad 

and ate the stolen white butter. 

You lifted high the mountain and 

you stopped the foaming rains 
above. 

\ ou killed the bulls in contest tor 

the dark-eyed lady Nappinnai! (40) 

^iugjt ^£1 ^tuniDfhJGindfe Cguuj 

C?b)(fT)lOlSl<J3Tniu ; 
ft)G7Tcn6^ mnoifi qjcoco.t ^ldl irj^Cl^rr^ 

LOfTlLj' LDfTUJ LDnc^nuj QftfrcO? i% 

LDfTUJ U3I7UJLD ^^£lcrrrrLij; a_<rin inaaiib 

(iprn^jii, mmuCiD,' 

^ ou came as cowherd-lad and sought 
the bamboo-shoulder-Nappinnai, 

O Lord now who can fathom you 
on Earth, in all the sky above? 

^ Maya Lord, O Wonder-lord 

O Wonder of the wonderous! 

The world you made and tilled in it, 
is Maya-filled and Maya-made! 

(41) 


GQjfTji^sntffr^ QaA&rrCiixiGaf) «£*6tfjflfh<2) 

l.| WfT G 6<T> I_<5i 

£ IT)i *1 I CIT u) <»U £ (K€U CH fee l fh £Tl Cli Qy A GLI CJT 

AUfTGU l6lGn<9 
ujrrcu {£lcmr0g>0) 

><sn. 

CJipiQsGSTnrjj _n£^b IT*! Cu<3», <^lD 

^ciwfjlGuj. 

The Lord Siva has countenance 

of red hue, ashes and the mat; 
He wears a crescent-moon and bears 
a skull for begging bowl in hand. 
You filled the skull with lotus blood 
and rid him of his long despair. 
O Lord who battled seven bulls, 

pray tell me why you did this 
act? (42) 

Q6U^£l63T<5><3j CcuipQc^JtJrai ID^UL| v , 

(TF^tfjiDn 

<fJ>(GV)<fT<OT63T<9> <SiQ.fV.jJn, lDOTJT ^cnt^gjlO^nOTTlL- 

fTGuCdT! 

Gufb^ GuLutf^fl ufrcyiGn 

GD (TfbJ £1 (rtHTruj ! 
(G^)<9G7T£<f>) GUG77TOT3TG51 ^LiJ Gtl6** 

<J^G\jG?TGuCuJ ? 

O Lord with feet that took the Earth, 
O Lord who broke the tusker 
tooth! 

O Lord who killed the angry king, — 
the Kamsa-lord who meant you 
harm! 

O Lord who sucked the poison breast 
of Putana and took her life! 

O Lord w ho came as cowherd lad, 

O Lord of gods of darkest hue! 

(43) 

l inGiSlcji jhiTsnio. Cl^uhWlLinGTrr f^nt^no, un*)liiSl«r 

LJAihi jimo 

CufT^iii j^rrcmD, Clunjni | (h &u 

gugot(^ GfiUyat^a Gvinib 
f^rremo; £1 Ginrr)AncuLD 

r^ndjT^'MnrTiu , 

mncilOTT f?,rTGtfHD GnGuuiAiD i_n6nfn<9)£);9>j 
gtg5T(^ji 
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The white colour of milk at first, 
the red colour of glowing gold, 

The yellow hue of glossy moss, 

the dark colour of Kaya hue, 

The four Yugas are filled with all 

the four colours aforesaid, Lord! 

Your form and features lie hidden 

in all the lasting world you made. 

(44) 

LDttBiWCJJOTTnUJ CtafTGU? gfil GTJ T £g g)(OTmj'j Cl&ITGU? 

ID6OTTG2£jCgtt LDUJftJffn] JpUifTQQl 

CTCrd^jjlh GT673T <£<dujiji_fT»L/ ClftnCU? CTGSTG3T 
iDffGniu! jQctt a,iDn 

ACraT^)jCnriLJ ClAfTCU?C^G^UJ ClftITGU? 

CTc b 

qc3^5>CsjT! 

Are you here on Earth, O Lord 
or are you in the sky so far? 

Are you in the countless counts 

of earthy mortals’ wonder-fare? 

Are you in the eyes of all 

the dear devoted holy ones? 

Are you far from all of this, 

O Lord reclining in the sea? (45) 

^S>n0OufbfD £d‘p niJ u •'*& 

O fi U l n ill 1 

C&nQuroif) 1 B GJ?>6 

= r n^l lli ncvi; 

5^00 UjblD fTj GST GSTi n» (T, GS3T Gff3T U5 

^ci)Gir>GuCui^jib , rj>^uSlCGST gjt 

Q/iffCcu. 

O Lord who wears the Tulasi wreath 
with nectar-flowing floral beads! 

O Lord who holds a conch and discus. 
Lord who rides the king of birds! 

O Lord, what though this lowly self 
has not the gain of worldly wealth. 
Pray tell me how to reach your feet 
and cut the bonds of birth and 
death. (46) 


anClfjngl £>£>£ Cuicafl ibfhi0,Gn ftWSTG^n! 

GfilcTSTCnflcijT jV,n£,C CT 1 
!%rr £\\-£> 6 ) crcjiLjn; 

^ G5T rf)l UU| lb 
j£ifT L <2HQJGT>GV . CHGuCTiCu ^CUGSTCU 

error un; ^gy^cvjrrci;, 
CanGXi^L-flbCTiaj ^nuSICcuGjn Ogiifljjgji, 

CWCcu. 

O Lord the hue of laden cloud, 

O Lord of gods and dear to us! 
Though they say you lie in there 
on snake in ocean-deep alone. 

You defy the thoughts of all 

and all the bounds of space and 
time. So tell me where I am to see 

you, Lord so dear as eyes to me! 

(47) 

J0G3T25), GU"<37 £)(*)*b&J r At-JD 
*Qi_0>0>i, incjjr 
Gpcjrnjj CWfrnjj, GpX&GTwn 

G^GCTn}] @*-5^' u«i|fltufuu 

n>G3T^J C^5G3T<D fb^CTTGurr) IT)]GTT 
UCHL 

^ GO CD C\j C U.J ? 

You stand on hill, you sit in sky, 

you sleep in sea and walk t he Eart h, 
O Lord who came as boar in time 

and lifted Dame Earth like a clod! 
O Lord who swallowed all the Earth 
and brings them all out once again. 
O Lord who made the Maker too 

and watches over all the gods! (48) 

Q^fTcjsronL OAfTCTOTu C^ncm#, iSfri 

£2. _ C\J fTCl_] <0«\ d ,, l <3«Y GflT 
S>_G$3TGff>l Cl^OGSm® t? 1 '4 i? GTT 

iD^tlypn^g, rv,n^,OT c^n. 
ttjCijiTGrji- f^nGinij Lug, cuncncn i t f 

^GuClfl 

^GVutcni Ofl>rrafor(TJI CIacwtctji Cimijih 

«)Gff3T f^n^lJfbJftGLD. 

Delighting in the dame who wore 

a bee-humming flower-set hair, — 
She gave him sandal paste and got him 
straight her curve-d humpy- 
hack, — 
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He resides in Rangam-oor 

where waters of the Ponni flow. 

With crane and crab and Kayal-fish 
and Kendai, with the lotus blue. 

(49) 

(ipssT «£><? f^ncfi 

flsisiftjDjb /n«jicuAcn/K6ijrT<41 cfilili cSrj<T 
Cs 0 ib 2 ££n: 

cTfeOTr ^lsr>«9A 

frncyff, 

cucafj» 0 £. my&jb C^fT^PCuCwcxSl , u 

The white ot foam and black of sea 
became the red of arrows hot; 

The mighty bow that he did wield, 
did make him hero of the world. 

He resides in Rangam-oor 

where pilgrims take a holy dip, 

In waters of the Kaveri which 

flow r s through groves and fertile 
fields. (50) 

0qriuo,GT)GTTd] gjlOjfcgj GUGnGn&g,!, 

,* V GU I'll 6tn UD G3TOTTGU GTI 

/flrjr^AGTT uijgNj £>{£il * $"<£;£» O^GUGiiri 

IDG3T^)I QunGJT^L.d) J 

LjQITjgjClunCTT rQfJlijgn GUITjgjJ ^CTIGVjA^li 

Gil (TIT I JC3TCO 

^ 5^lftLDGT€!ITLin £,nGaT(ip LI JGST 

CahijSICoj. 

The wealthy lord so dear to us, 

through rain of arrows from 
the bow-. 

He cut the heads of Ravana 

the king of Lanka demon-haunt. 

He resides amid the stream 

that lashes waves of gold in heaps. 

In Brahma-w'orshipped temple of 

the famous town of Rangam-oor. (51) 

QufTjoG^jp si.gjrr) ^ip 00 <»u amcDCJi Gunn 
GT^lrr^gu GLUTi&cngjU 

jfbrfil lD0©J ld0Ul_| 

i w*: 


(9,00^ (^pcanrQJ 

2iG«n_n' G^QTr^GariT, 
^0.0 u(D®n, *•0'$ GUfT^ih v T 

^ qrbJ^Ca). 

When the rutted battle-cry- 

elephant came against the lord, 
He held it tightly in his clasp 

and quickly pulled a tasker-tooth. 
The pure, devoted, passion-free, — 

die three-staff-holding mendicants,- 
Do live w r ith him in Rangam-oor, 
the island in the Kaveri. (52) 

GlftfTlQCuJfT@ ^GUSGaTffUJfTUl anuii) GTlij$, 

(ip A5>«i<WlfT6JT 

lO<5»5iGoTfT0 QaTKOTiQ LDGTiJT^ 
Q6u05\i>5)giJ 

^>l_GU HOTPOT < 5>l,uS)fJlb Afjr^l 

iDfTcCi 

tS0CAnuSlci>, crara) 

CucrC&. 

The curse of shame, the three-eyed lord 
had given to goddess Parvati, — 
She took her sons and host-of-gods 
and ran against calamity!, — 
They ran w'hile all the thousand arms 
of Bana fell on all the sides. 

The lord who w'ields a discus lives 

in cool Arangam-oor today. (53) 

^'GnCUgj&GTiCUtf oq\b gjlCTJbgjJ jgtw**^* 
AilL-ip 2 > < 2 ) 

a>ancvjg,g)6mcvju i5f0£j|h} cujbg>J 

£jn>g><xnb 

<316,9*0* (9ipibaC«T«T0 

AfT€filrfl C ^ U ' 

c £NGJ! 1 TmoTvpCU . 

The lord who rained his arrows on 

the Lanka fort and broke it down, 
— He lives in Rangam-oor amid 
the lashing weaves of Kaveri: 
Her course begins in hills above, 

she falls with fury down the slopes, 
And washes Sandal trees along 

the path with red and lawny soil. 
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LDQTGni IDfT LDCUfTA cmciiyj LDftu 671,9, 

gut rriij i 

iSWgjid) c^tLin 61 git cn got Cg,rrCTT in«rriL 

H^ranTJ^gjjj ^GTr^u^iii. 

2-CTTC3T ungjlh STCOTG5T lDCJtGOT 

oncu«5,gj) rrjCo<£)G3rfTuj; 
Clurrarcjfl Ciduj qcran_if&6jr 

c^cucdcuGuj? 

You became the Lord of Sri 

and you became the Lord of 
Bhu, 

You became the bridegroom of 
the cowherd-Pinnai lady too! 

You did place your lotus-feet 

forever in my thoughts, O Lord! 
You reside in Ponni-fed 

Arangam-oor, O Lotus-lord! 

(55) 

^cuniicn* ld cot cot on 

^Ufbgjcncu £> Aj , 

AcufbJA ^CTinry Ooos rrrjj Q+nenyi, Qcvanfi 
C<3,fTG3OTL_ cSgGcjr! 

cfilsu^g) gjicuir Ctuo, «,*«,» J^ UJ n«n 

C&cncfil uj rrn 

cucufhi QftfTCTTii (fljuijjongjiticn iuncjyiii) 

GV) CD C\J C UJ ? 

The five and five the heads of Lanka- 
King of Raksliasas did roll, 

When you did wage a battle there 
and came away with victory. 

The learned Vedic chanters and 

the truthful Vedic worshippers, 
They come around with folded hands 
around Kudandai temple, O! (56) 

(ipcsr^a fbfhjcna, CltfifTfhjcmA 
ftlblASVJ »_£)*)«] GOT, 
rSnni]0,ib oifbJiffj, rjMkt’rrji Qacjnrr^j irg^gj 

crr^l rfjg, uj ncOT; 

Oa>n(i(5j £)**>}(&) oj mi >Xh 

£)C*>1- «b25 S n 
&><*> 

i 4 oral i _ (fn.Ccr 

The Rakshasa King Ravana — 

he sought the breast of Sita- 
dame !, — 


Was killed in battle by the Lord 

who hit an arrow with his bow. 

O Lotus-lord reclining in 

the waters of Kudandai-oor, 

Where fragrant long-hair coiffure-dames 
do bathe and frolic in the stream! 

(57) 

IDfJlb ClftL JbL-ib^J iDfli&y UJfTGPGfl 

QftLU UlCDL_<3)gj], ^>CT Cl<9,mi) 
gjonjftib suniu iSlcnt^gjj ldcjot ung>! 

Ccu^luj fr 

«ugihOe»fTCTT5> ^Lm.c^^ugcTr <£li rp,£ iDrTcyjLD 
c^cucncuCiu? 

You crawled between the Arjunas and 
felled them like two blades of grass. 

You hit the rutted tusker on 

the head and broke his tusk with 
ease. 

You ripped the jaws of Ilesin-horse, 
you took the Earth in single stride. 
You lie in cool repose, — a boon 

to Vedic seers in Kudandai. (58) 

anoSl GcuoSl £,crai ernucu iv£h 

i^ibQuni[il 6 vj 

Cs»ncvj iom_ih *♦,' gjcwn Glduj 

G<5i rroj cvj n! 

AncoCrbifl a)<9>a>iJCOT OpO** 

a.n^COTn© ~v.- ^ 

o Cowherd-lord reclining in 

Kudandai over cool waters, 
Surrounded by the fields and groves 
and richly laid-out mansion-homes. 
You rolled the head of Kalanemi, 

sent him down the path of Hell. 
You felled the heads of Vakradanta, 
and the horrible Mura. (59) 
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Q^rr^ii) Qu^ibucsf) C!uffi£lrb^i-_ 

s*_ujnr|j)2> Ccuiu 

^^§5^ S-Curm^gj crjtg<££l cSIott u|CDi_<5>(^|ti) 
Ccuf^iAi—gjgiiciT 
CgjCJT Qun0fbgii L^ioQurriflcu 
g>cnipA QafTn^ii) 
n^i^ns, gji^fhi (£ji_ jjcy>iJ)U-|GTT £\\_rh>g, u>fTgyjii> 
^ cvj ctn cvi G uj ? 

You stand in Venkatam the hill where 
bamboo shoots know how to pray: 
They drop to ground by dew of night 
and rise again by heat of Sun. 
You lie in cool Kudandai plains where 
bees in blossoms fill the bower; 
They fly so high and drop again 

to drink the nectar of the Lord. 

(60) 

!M-Jb£) AfTCua.cn GnjrrrbgjCcurr? 

(CTpfTCULC CJCSTirimu 
At Gifliu (A,£yjnii aGcuh? 

ldhcu cucnga Afjib 
aiA fTfiu unfbO) Anwflifla, AtimTA 

^L-2j<r*^3 ILj CTT 

■^l fb^cunjry Glja; cutup. 

Ca^Cot 1 

Is it because your feet are hurt, 

is it because your body aches, — 
Through feat of lifting Lady Earth, 
through feat of traversing the 
Earth, 

You lie amid the Kaveri 

that fans out in Kudandai plains? 
Pray rise O Lord and speak a word, 

O Kesava, mv Wonder Boar! 

(hi) 

Ancrm. ub GurtujcjiAu-jcn A(fVjib ucaicsn’i 

i J^pih 

• I*JCT3t(v^ cfnp cijnancn unoj (£)(tjj r^j(A)iq 

Ojb(*)inb£>AiTiij! 

^ncreu CaifTcn^gtsrafluidrr .f cs»n* G act err 

4H,ALn 6p) dTC<n ITj U_J IT) 

j^nc33T(*y Gaujgjj a. a r^j aod 

CT C3T L 1 <3}] a {sCff uJ i GSlC Ll-1! 


O Lord in old Kurungudi 

beside a lake with Valai-fish! 

The water-birds do stand-on-one, . 
the Palmyra does roll its fruit. 

The strongly built Hiraniya with 
rage that filled up all his frame, 

Was torn to two by Man-lion, 

O Lord do tell me, wasn’t it you? 

(62) 

2>«Tnjj <®0!bgjl GujfTA r^gTOT CTTii ctinrTAgn 

^lr>>cn2)LUj6n 

ClsGjrn}] ^(3»bgjlj ^cftlejTGTTAcn 

GaqiG^giiGcjt! 

(^^EU LD fT L_ ID • i U fTt_ LD 

f^lcTTfpi • Gcu/oACSnCTOTA 

CTC3TC3T ^rrcmnGiij 9 

You reside in thoughts of all 

who take the Yoga path to you. 

O Lord of gods, you go to them 

and clear the path to come to 

you. 

O Lord you stand in Padakam, 
you sit in ancient Urakam, 

You recline in Vehkanai 

with mansions all around, 
O Lord! (63) 

©c^fD&J rrfbcr>0) 2£!fl0>e>£3 1 * ®05>5>gJ 

CT(jhC»n<5) UHL AAjgjj, 

^63TlT)| GcUn^AGnCTOTA <£l U £,£)giJ , &<& 

^curtg, I'tpcjrrQcjTcunLb; 

cQi cjr0j UjHoti iSl0ib<£lCcuGirT; i^(Dfb4b 

id05>^Gc\)C3t; 

f^G3T0g^lib <@0fb5igiJ lD <^L_rb3>g)lu> 

G<j,^AGcn. 

When I was naught in days of yore, 
the lord reclined in Vehkanai, — 

The lord who stands in Padakam, 
the lord who sits in Urakam. 

Then the Self was not yet born, 

but once it was, it ne’er forget; 

His standing, sitting, reclining — 

all the acts are in my heart.(64) 
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— 1 T g) 0 umi> sfilcysr; 

<^li_uugiub 

[b|i)Clu 02 ) $«nrj& ^norr gcunsj 

(9€3TQc3Tcurrib; 

^®i3aj<5ujaTCTT 

LDrT^jSUOT 

£lrr)U$lcb jg^UUgjilD dpLUU^Ili) CT63T 

His standing on the hill so high, 
his sitting in the sky above, 

His sleeping in the ocean-deep, 

was all before the Self was born. 
The wonder-lord the first-cause lord, 
the lord who sleeps eternally, 

His standing, sitting, reclining — 
all the acts are in my heart. (65) 

«T#CV, f£)«5TjT}i ujrT0UD 

Gr>cutu6iO,g}i 

tfJ»C5rf§) fQ6STfT)j 6Ump5,C\; <3>OTST©LD, 

gtcstOa nCsua 
un ” 'SM en $>Cb un^Cuncn^) *_orctfl 
GurruflcnGu). ■ 

QflOTrrjj G^cuijfTuj 

QjOT5TCimGu3? 

Perhaps today or not today 

but some day, yes, we all must die. 
No one here is permanent 

on Earth, it is a certainty. 

The lord who strode the Earth in yore, 
his lotus feet are company. 

To those who go and worship him 
with gods and all celestials. (66) 

0OT5Tt_ lijcjjTl cu<3,<£lG5T 2SH© ^aGSTfDJ, «£© 

rpj, GiDCu 

ftofer© cS© ^Gu"g> *njbW@*u»b 

ffTUJgjjcSrr! 

i |stfUTi if&Ljrr a> i_|«*tin£n&$l &<* 

CD©^>g)l 

aglib s ■_.< S iMen™ib £*»« 

■ g_u-i ii) if>l C n. 

Coursing through the Sun above 

and entering the highest state, — 
Those of you who wish to love 
and live in joy eternally, — 


Drink with ears the nectar of 

the holy praise of lotus-feet. 

Then rid yourself of Karmas old 

and find a levate of spirit. (67) 

QP^fDSb&J Gunsrafliu^g*] ^;<36W»u*cv 

u}g>£>gfTiu iDuir^0<;Qc7Tfr)gjj, ,@l.© &1 

GT&^fr^guii) 2_uj^jg>j -*>n & i immh ^ebcnGU, 

@£)j£5> SjCftTgjipmij ijjdfT inirsncv; 

cuaijpfl)^ ^jrTipi£)GG5Tn- 

Of three Gunas, the one of two 

that lowly men do take to live, 

It makes them love the life of pain 
till death alone is saviour. 

There is no easy way to cross 

the sea of Karma; cross you must. 
Then praise the lord who wears a wreath 
of Tulasi on his radiant chest. (68) 


SjfTGfsftjeyiih 2_(fT)U Qurrcunrr 

@65Tng> 

Gu«raflgi)LB GuQfb<9><3 

Cfc«i<^ n 

^Gc^Tui CTC3in)i ^cJiL_|bgji «jn(tg>b 

GHD lj rr g\j 

Gljg^ ld lS\0)uju; l9gwt<9>(£) 

rr^j 6> <&> /Q j) rfr G n • 

O People of the world you seek 

a lowly godling for refuge, — 
Whose form and fame have no repute, 
who has no power to give the fruits. 
But if you wish to bOHa the cords 
of birth and death repeatedly. 
Then come to worship Adi Lord, 

he gives a life in hereafter. (69) 

(^rb&Gion© ^coiL 'cutibfec” Gg>iTLnij 

p,c*P© Gnnun 

' jrTjfljiBrTCJT G0>61JfT<g,(rn S)MGFA<b 2. ft), 

O6ijfT«nrfC3T Frcyirj^g^nrTji Qg^nGnatCSiGnOi 

OyQ, fynGK 

r?nfb£, ^iDgGa ^{SlcuGu- 
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The godlmgs wielding lancet, axe, 
trident, spear and dagger, club, 

Ran away from battle scene 

and sought refuge in sky above. 

The thousand-handed Bana had 

to lose his arms and shoulders then. 

The havoc that the discus played, — 
the gods above were witness to! (70) 

- Qifr?TTTG!n t- sy>rni n'Gn^tcncTr/j, 

^pCSl tTi. cjr Og)JLJI| ClDfTiq. 

• §>•*» A 

Gua6OTT€^)(fl7(<fJ) ^}firi^l537ni3T 
(TUD LD fTuj CgJT . 

For the sake of bee-hovering- 

garland-daughter’s safety keep, 

The angry Bana came to war with 

thousand arms that laid from scene. 

The mat-hair ash-ridden Siva, 

the children and his wife, and Fire, 

They all escaped the discus’ wrath 

of cowherd-lord who showed 
mercy. (71) 

Cun^cv Lnrb)er>0, ij^t>cu<h CjKbiil; 

GffTff)! U_| LD 

^* urr !&J ffjfTOTfipOiOT LD^CJr; 

'OAO» '~\ono')\9j, 

b&tf) **'-<!)& sjrrjj&j S5!in^); oTfltrjji, 
Cojgj rpjiuo 

2_^J3TtfTUD, 

i) 0 ^y 

The lotus-ladv on his chest 

and Earthy lady at his feet, 

Are spouses for the lotus-lord 

whose navel bears the Maker-lord. 

T lie lord with lady-half-his-self, — 
rider of the bull, — Siva 

Is son of Brahma, Vedas quoth, 

now all the rest is falsity. (72) 


LDOO) Clufr^i <?CJih oiroSl (LpGF 

tfpn (jjnfirr 

_HfLD Gun^a jg-Jj gjjgiijjg) s_ ihun^Gifl 

CTLbiSlonGin 

AjgiL (£5 r§l LJ '5 OJ 6T)6O^>2)GIHT<9i0 6 U n &J j 

go rrcTTub ^crfl^yj 

r^niiiLj Ci JfTAir crr^^rQg^Lb LuniTA^ih 
©gvj^dgoCuj - 

The lord of gods my lord, in yore, 

he pierced an arrow through 
the trees 

And sent an arrow through the chest 
of Vali, king of monkey clan. 
For those who do not set their aim 
on him alone, who rules the sky, 
The joy of fullness can be known 

bv no one and by no me.ins here. 

(73) 

» M CliniDG3163T uS)6tf>633T 

GnJGSJlfbl^lGJTfTGu , 

0 (L^rF,^, (G^nGTiCi.orr^ G<fl600 

Q^cssi .T.-r.., u LDGyrgr)i 
lUnG^DGV) G)J fTljp^J^lGTJ ITGU , 

1 ^(L^fbgij j£<*fil«n6!n0jcn i irbrQj ^EJjgiGvj 

u fTC^TGT' loC U i . 

For those who woi*s!iip Vamana through 
knowledge and through learning 
him. 

The wisdom of a wakened one 

and wealth of all the world betide. 
For those who praise the lord above 
who lies reclining in the sea, 
The bondage of the Karmic past will 
break with ease and leave the 
soul. (74) 

G^cnr^lrfjlc^Tfni ► fbrnroGiiLD G £ uj <9ji asui^l 

&<?tti£lC 2 ,nn}| gtgu ff LD i 

r£)«nq}ji£]GiTTfr)) ^cuGJV ^Gtt ©_Gncrfl, 

92—GTl GTT if) ^ITLLiniuLd 

G^GjrrfryG.^Gcng], CftGijGjfb^ 10 s_tbuit&_uiufl 

2_ lD U I] n ILJ 

.GTfbjadfi Gjf^j^samxifTGinGo it j aeon <9, norcri 
GUGOGoCq ? 
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Steady the heart and set the mind 
on him through time and time 
again. 

Contemplate his qualities who 

lives through age and countless age. 
Repeat his name again, again, 

and reach the lord, the god-of-gods. 
Aside from this there is no way 

to see the lord our Senkanmal. 

(75) 

L(C5n_|©j 

£>OTL|CU I 

<5-L_ aQ 5) (TGT?^ , 

cr«m i@c kj cr(h£\ t 

^aniSlcvj^cjrfi^, ^i^lujrTtfDcn tuncii rr&rT&jUT 

GucocuCn? 

Subdue the senses, seal the paths 
with sealing wax and branding seals. 
Throw the portal doors of open 
heart and light a lamp in it. 

With shaking body, melting heart 
and quaking voice of ripe wisdom. 
The love that surging rises high, 
alone is way to see the lord. (76) 

CTilQtb <rrii0ib cril0iDrTuj, ^>n nii^ih 
<»TiI0ii> (op<sjnrrji ixj .©«nir) 

C pi GU CD C31 

* ^UJ CiJfi)Gu>n( 

iXtfGidP Quujtr 

CTl. 0 fl'l QtbQjl'to ^>g)l<S)jnP«j6TT C1J6VJCVJ*! 

ciirrsTuij ,£HjCnG6Li. 

The twenty four — the Principles, 
the twenty one — the Principals, 
The first cause lord is all of these 
and twelve, — the Adityas as well. 
The dear devoted worshippers 
who prostrate at his lotus feel, 
And learn his name in eight letters 
are rulers of the sky above. (77) 


C<3nfTCt| ^cung, An^currcO <^£> n 

LD<rrrg)<fb ( jr TlJ ‘ J » 

fgrr ^fincuGnfarara «£)u<b0> <£lcjr»i>cuG3T 

^PGuGlDrrQ ^€3^00^1 cglG3Tfp| , 

Gun CTL.01 

<TU IT #3 t_D ^£h g)gjJ GU rrtT^GTT GTlOOGVjrr G^jmssub 

^gttGgd- 

A steadfast love that fills the heart, 
a tireless heart that fills with love. 

For lotus feet of lord reclining 
on a serpent bed at sea. 

By those who stand and chant aloud 
the name of his with eight letters. 
The lord he grants security 

and rule of all the sky as well. (78) 

Uj3)^lCcinT0 ug>gjjiDCTuj, tpfr cjj^GotctQ 

Lj 2>g*J'b nGo r£l6SfT0 0)^(9 Clu'DJD 

<b€3t«ir>u>uj rTvij, 

u5>$6in ^uu G^rrrb^GmfrQ 

i rrc\- 

u0>p>O"ix> ^icungj, c i P5>^ (iPE 5 !^' 

The lord who rules the Quarters eight, 
above, below and sixteen too, 

He rules the cosmos all around 

the four directions of the space. 
His ten Avataras on Earth 

are symbols of his love for us. 
The service to his feet above 

will surely set the spirit free. (79) 

Cfcr$nibs> 

jtjttaib jr>nffn e_ Giiu i, n^ffijTCTDifj Gflrr 

i j Gyi njj & 1 &i (&) 

<&*\ G LGVJ Q b'iyjfr G^>ntlfl€3T 

*>^ r * h ^cuncvj c^'.DOn 

.g^Cio? 
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The loveless hated Dhenukan, 

the ass who came against a hill, — 

You swirled and let him hit against 
a tree with fruiting Palmyra. 

O Lord with golden lotus feet, 

you killed the Asuras in hordes. 

By pouring heart with love to you, 
a mortal too can be a god! (80) 

l—HTp&L. 6 L> 

ii 

G>;nc5l £><an £_£>£■> i GiJjigiJi 

rj ftiDCsifruj 

li.7 f <*** tola, CTtijgj], 

Coj^ai-ib 

<£lCF*u LDfTGVJ UfTgjGtT) IT)>T(C T 5'-D 

fi>_ II11 h I fi) C CTT IT. 

O Lord in Milky Ocean-white, 

O Kalanemi-vanquisher! 

You came on Earth as Bow-Rama, 
you gave your word to Sugriva, 

And shot an arrow through the trees, 
O Lord who lives in Venkatam! 

O People of the dainty Earth! 

Come, love the lord and live 
again. (81) 

CT 5><£lfDi$gbJ'i C—ujni^^j 

2_ujnrV,<2, C)LJfT)f^)GujrTuj! 

guuSl<jjnr) 
r£lcirrny unaifc 
g£jI< 1 l _ 6 U n 3s Ajk 
v jld j$ 4 f(£l 2 > <i - 
<rrrb3 0U5 

O Lord present in all the forms, 

O Lord transcending all the forms! 

O Lord who sleeps in ocean-deep 
on serpent-bed in Yogic ease! 

For those who count on you alone 
and sacrifice their fixations, 

A life of jov untold awaits them 

here and there and hereafter. (82) 


IDlL 0 2-CUfTG^ ^jipniij^GU^JACUnuj! 

O lj rrcu sn - <ftLpou 
<flC0 djCTTGL) ^CVjng, Gun^LD cfilGJOTGJaflcvj 

CTffil g)i m. 

GTil^CtJTn0 cttctTiild 

LD fv> ^ fc31 A 

AL-iq, diQ @Gongii cr>Gug,5, <9>rr<5>GvJ 

O Lord of nectar-Tulasi wreath, 

O Lord of lovely lotus-feet! 
What though the joy of permanence 
in high heaven betide the soul, 
The joy that only Bhakti brings 

through thinking of you 
constantly, 

Tlirough binding heart with cords of love 
is far superior for me. (83) 

6)cat iSlro^A (sn67j^>5>G5T63i G&rrcu? < ^«rrrf>t 

g»cjr 

^(^TLl 2_6y>fT)5,(FTi C37GTJgjg, rb*7fiTT .^if>ln,g,CJTCy» 
G^acu? -^i^lujrTOTT 
g,G3T ^ir)5,g3i ^djTiSlcoiT ,3|i$6t| ^cung, 

jfcrTuSlCGsrdr 

gtsst GTCJftQftrrcu crib lSI nrr 

(2)lf>luiSlGU GTXSUgjgjCg)? 

The lord who holds the wheel of Time, - 
does he intend another birth 
For me to go through in this world, 
a loveless lowly dog-begone? 

Or does the lord intend for me 
the sendee to his lotus feet 
In Vaikuntha his radiant home? 

I wonder what he has in store. 

( 84 ) 

^CDctfji.£>><£$ l_ fb£> Jb^! 

lj n fh C lj n $ <afl cu 

OTGJ)£>£> 41<bO>& 

ClLf>ujg)§,cy» CiiGVGnco; ^sh^gvmtgu , 

r^C3T iDfTUjClD 

v «9<»T lX>tu^»^<73^GV IDUJ<Sm9>GV 

gtcttch)'>ctt, innujGGJT 1 

O Lord reclining on a snake, 

O Lord with lotus-flowery feet! 
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You have the power to make my 
thoughts, 

you have the power to break my 
thoughts. 

You are above my consciousness, 

I know you now, O Maya Lord! 
Pray do not trap me once again 

in web of sense-illusion, O! (85) 

<9ir0 UfTfcCfiBr! 0CUII) ACU'TjG 

Cl u rr uj cn &> cu rub 

«5Hfjffcfiltf5t GusruSli_rr jjjuD uuSlciTg) 
jofTgjCeyr! 

ctk&uj! Qsujoj urr^ih ^fT^ib 
CTTfflfl CITiTCb 

COl_CJTrTA ClLDluCl^LUfT^, <^CTOTCTmhcT63TQ&fTCU? 

<h CjffTCiJiJI C 63T! 

O Lord, you broke the laden cart, 

O Lord you went into the lake, 

O Lord, you put your lotus-feet 

and danced on hoods of snake in it! 

O Lord you hold a conch in hand, 

I think about you constantly, 

And yet you do not make me free, 
now how come this O Kanna- 
lord! (86) 

QuirjfD £h€WTfWT(PJT cfilcsjjTGatflc^r 

jjjrrgjCCTTn-^ Curr<£l©p Cisco 
fblDfDQJgigg fbn£)CGJT"0 IX){T)EU»D £_cttctt 

ci i nan 6D n 

AffiS) QufDlSIuJITCU «I6WTW(2) un ^- &"&• 

Ccufijl <0cn 

urirjjrjj Cjin uibSU 

CX)tJA^»lCcu. 

O Lord of Vedas, feet adored 

by Lord Siva with extra eye, 
The king-celestial Indra and 

the lotus-seated Brahma too, 
And all the gods in high Heaven 

who bow and offer praise to you! 
To tell the truth I have no Love 

apart from you to touch my heart. 

(87) 


C)<ni6iia“>cnGcLicncD OcuirjurTjniliq Ocucir 

firruSljbdii 

^cncncuirSiAGni-fb^b 

s_sttctt CrFjnuj*€n ^rr LO0jbgiJ currcsicLHTff^ 

QjOTcncuffGna ^cr^, lditjqj c^»n Q^ojcuU) 
gjfTcin m^luuCt^ - 

I praise the lord benevolent, — 

he came as turtle in the yore 
To bear the burden of a rock, 

to churn an ocean full of milk. 
With Vasuki the serpent as 

a churning rope on Mem mount. 
He gave ambrosia to the gods, — 

now how can I, another god? (88) 

LJlTa l£lg)££> UfTIJlb (ipe&T l£l .3 <9. 6\J fTSP 

C&rT iDfTUJLD fgloTp ClArT63TfpJ 

Ocuczruf)^^ 

torrrjgjiTA^ cnrrcjT OArrQg^, cdcululD 

urTGOgj 71 ^ 

$r rQgjjT ^cvjfTcu CpifT Clftlijcuib f^rra 1 

^uuG^? 

To rid the world of tyrant kings, 
you came as chariot-driver 
For Arjuna the valiant, 

and fought a war of wondrous 
deeds. 

You gave the sky to Hundred sons, 
and kingdom of the Earth to Five. 
Apart from you, O Glory-god, 

now how to praise another one? 

(89) 

(flijcu nii^cnnuj rr- ifl (j evsr u* cO cjt rf>l gyj vi) 

i5l<D<3b$CcoGT ; 

«bc\jfbidjicrmuj J thlc&GjA&i rr^noSlcyj ld 

2h 63T ff)) C 60 C3T | 

jCuGn&G* fp&giti) Qcu<jff*6ICajcn, 

ClufrrSluSlCcodn, i |ca^l^! 't-jOT 
j^cur*ii(<9) Ljngjib ^4CV r ^ 1 ld nrj rr i 

^Ccucst cub n-dCcfl! 
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Alas, I am not fortunate 

to hail from well-bred families. 
O Lord, I am not well-read in 

the culture of the Vedas-four 
I have not won over my Five, 

the sense-pleasures, O Holy One! 
The only source of life I have 

is life of sen.'ice to your feet! (90) 

UST5T 0L_ 0(1)637 QlOfTl^U IJOTM 

jw g •>}* :rr 

A* t»3l fTUJ J 

Sh kjjiTT ‘ T A-33^ . 

*ii)35ih xibju ^,'Ccoot; 

^*'£\jrrflFj LDrruj! rQcyrcrvoJT crcffTg^cn 

CTCsrn^j Cm. 

For love of Sita, sweet-of-speech, 
with looks of sharpened battle- 
sword, 

You killed the Rakshasas by score 
with shots of fiery arrow-heads. 
You alone are in my thoughts. 

I have no kith or kin besides. 

O Lord of countless wonder deeds, 
now swear vou will not forsake me! 

(91) 

(^)Curhj^CTT cjtp rr^g^j Qfiucrr^l 

CcujDftcftrr mrr^rjrrn 
ftiqA «5,C^fb5, C&fTCTT mCTOTrTft,«5) 0,fTc61 r .< ! 

C £U CD ff, fT 

uCDLftgjj £g>i GV) ,£li (ipcin 

ftcriLjbg, ifilcaTgjCBTA^ 
^IWlOiA! • CTCSTOTWSn 

6T63T63T CguG73T0ClD. 

O Cowherd-lord, you fought the bulls 
in contest for the Pinnai-dame, 
You came along with victory 

and took the lady in your brace. 
O Lord you made and churned the ocean, 
slept on it and made a bridge! 

[ seek refuge in you alone, 

assure me safety, sav “No fear”. 

(92) 


*0iDi| t jftjipmij gx! OT i&JbgJ 

^GufTrjjgb un^Gm 

t£\^ibS rQeirrjji) 

n ni Gy cu n crn C car 1 

£fc(fKU>M AtliqCtu! fti_cu 

A<afa*3lC63r! 

^rjfTmCcJT! 

O Lord with lovely lotus-feet 

and fragrant nectar-Tulasi wreath, 
O Sweetness of the cane-sugar, 
Dear-to-eyes in ocean-deep! 

O The mighty bow-wielder 

who fired a rain of speeding dans! 
O Lord of Rangani-oor, I pray 

you heed the call of devotees. (93) 

asncaflcuGmuj 2_rr)0><9iCiDrT0 

2_OT3Trr^ifl (£; 

^caflcuCmuj <SDji>gdibi£; f§ltfirrrr> 

gjAiucruD 

«jfTtfsflC63TfT0 Lpgftn<ggmbfc>: cucni^i 5>t_rb 
uuj^jld j£; 

ujfTf^|ih«6; cnbiSlgugyib »£; 

^rjfrmCoT! 

You are the sleep and waking states, 
the life within the body-case, 
The five-delights of cow is you, 
the purity in them is you. 

The Earth and sky and ocean-deep 
are you and all their wealth is you. 
My soul is you, my Master too 

is you my Lord O Sit a-Ram. (94) 

c^0lb l_l6\J<3T0>Gn 

^ct^uj nib 

Qg>fn_*(2) Qirr,^ » ! ;■ ’ •> 

rfj 637 (T) (*TC1fT&J>63T 

QtnuiOaaingj i 6)*(£5 «£>n 

*u nr) £li rv^, fg)e 3 T ipfr ftcraicsaflCsueai, 

CTlb .^<p Ji>>COTt(Tc\' ! 

I tamed the senses, haughty five, — 

my heart was full of base desires. 
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I weeded out them by the root, 

and came to serve your feet alone. 

If you decide to let me go, 

and fill my heart with more 
desires, 

O Lord who lies in ocean-deep, 

I have no one to seek, but you. (95) 

iliplbu LDnuj LDfTuj GtHOJUJU) 

GlDUJti)6<nioGlU 

9J QJfJlDLj @6UrTg, 

<£rf0>(£)ujrriu! 
(©Gung, ucu iS1o)ulj Gijfbgj 

(§ C3T 0, ^ SU 

^ uff 0Jb&JLDfT <§> GugibCl<?uj, 

LjCTSTL-i^AGcyr! 

O Wonder-lord of endless feats, 

O Lord in all, above, below! 

O Lord of endless glory meet, through 
endless ages praised in yore! 

Cutting the pall of endless births, 

O Lotus-lord do take to me, 

And bind me to your holy feet, 

I pray to you for this alone.(96) 

QfiUUJUJ atiiQ 0>OT5T0 G^CUgULD QjrrtctTjib 

gdalu! Qaujiy Guit^Qgu aDfTgjj G<5(Tf)ih ififfnu! 

jyjn^jGcn! 

guSlcu ^UJ ^ftOT^Cfbrtoj 

r£loT ^(CfH jjbfei 

2—UJffkJgJ 2>_Urtiu rn /£, ‘ ' ■' 

G<aj<ann®GiD. 

O Lord with hands that wield the bow, 
the discus, dagger, conch and mace. 

With Lady-on-the-lotus-Peeth, 

a perfect match to manly chest! 

Pray tell me how to break the cords 
of birth and death in body-flesh, 

And come to you with folded hands 
to serve your lotus feet alone. (97) 

hnjil 3>}fD!£>£J -hrrfbf# %>/*>' iC\JG5T0>Gn 

gjl.'tjSbgjlr >" ^yw>oGujCI*ni 

th " uSl G G3T G3T ; 


^rrjfbgiJ Cuir^t_n<5 

£lbl(£)lj>ft 

ldjd nr>j LDnuj! £»C04> 

Gg>jgt3t0Gld- 

Forsaking anger and deceit 

and weaning from the senses five, 

I seek to see your feet alone, 

I have no vaulting ambitions. 

This life of cyclic birth-and-death, you 
must remove me from the snare, 

And take me to your lotus feet, 

O Lord of countless wonder deeds! 

(98) 

Amluq. rjjrreijT Cl<£juj CYJCucfilcDCjnij uiucirrgjG-JTnoj 
lOCTTjjj&ftffX* 

/bnil cncujbgti, r^Guco^cvicu CIjujuj 

G"T C33TOTT IT IT GT CJI 0) 
G<5>l1l £,) GTGJTGST^I , lSl<!3TCff>«T 

CjjGTTCu! <9 OT GlG3TIT0lb 
t |^|_^ yp &> fa(b CTOJTCiDOJT fijlfiinCTI J?j050jCU 

LjjOn di gij wool wot G cm ^ 

O Lord of Kaya blossom-hue 
and spouse of Lady Nappinnai! 

By grace of showing me my Self, 
you made my heart to come to you. 
The things I heard the lord of Death 
will do to damage me are wrong, 
For you do hold me in your heart, 

I pray you do not leave me now. (99) 

iS)0ui9Ci£jTrT0 Gurr^t_rra 

fglcffTirjjLb (£<*(2)iA c^-ogj] 
^fOuu G^ojg^b (C^ncsT £»«pniv»» 0,Gnij0,Cl0,iT0 

GJJD 5>j in n 

Cl»-»JDjbc®> <9 651OTT ufr^uft^ ,-^c.v 

uittjasnh 

CkjjT)it)(<ib uDrru iCctt 1 ns<M0, 

G GU 63ifT ( ►jKji lD ■ 

Standing in the vortex of 

a painful life of birth and death. 
The feeble minded suffering souls 

can find a way to reach the shore. 
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By holding on to Holy Feet 

with cords of faith unshakeable. 
O Lord in high and hard to get, 

you must begin to help me now. 

( 100 ) 

2_GT>0ULJ£J cump! 6JUJ £>" 

CUriLD 

rjM/flcu, LDg7Tg)l ffh 
I tfp>G3Tn5lf5)c7TQI f9c37OTT 

Lirr^uibJALuiii 

i^l ij jb^oiD $ fcOfitnu up, nth &) r£) 6y)SJT0>0> 

CQi«nrr0CuD. 

Hail to you, O Lord of hue like 
ocean-deep, pray hear me speak! 

If you intend to grant a boon, 
then here is what I seek of thee: 
My thoughts are scattered all around, pray 
gather them and make them one. 
Direct them to thy lotus feet, 

eternally adorable. (101) 

cfilcncv) 0 >fl 05 CVJ ncvj 

ufTftCun^ltu emcLigjgji 
©_ 2 CIGJT Cl2>nuj c *4 ■ 

GjhlflAfr f£rru 

Uwevfl iDrruj! Ljriri^l cffa! 

( 05 <jjfTf^ 6 tsTnCu 

glJCn;CTT;^fr Cuniim .l/»u \}0. C^)fTC3T0CVj! 

GarrcuoSlGi . 

Eternally adoring you, my 

thoughts are on your lotus-feet. 

O Lord in sea-of-turbulence, 

O Boar who came to lift the Earth! 
O Lord who built a bridge across 
the mighty ocean deep, and how! 
Pray speak a word to me about 

your saving me from life-in-flesh. (102) 

4>\° 1 flicvxb^jj iDrmu! 

C{b6uG«9p 

<9>6urtvf, Caidj if>$ r^ldnnr) 

rQ Gfl in Co n 1 


0>(2)0> fb«?> 0,rr<rnCLD0> Gincifl ^uj! rQgjr 

QuujfT 

22_00» AGVJlT>^jJ 6^lp<si51c\J(Tg)| 2_6^r}0>0LDanjJ 
^^yjrjQ^Guj. 

O Lord with Lady-Sri on chest, 

O Lord of gods, O god of gods! 

O Lord of spotless hue that is 
bespoken of in Vedas-four! 

O Lord with hue the dark of cloud 
and aura of the golden sky! 

Pray make me prate your name and form 
without an end for all my life. (103) 

Qt nbJ ACU <TU i9>0i0€3T (iprjCTf 

Gtfli-lg, U6VJ 1_JGTH_0, 0jl^0j(J310) 

ld nujCor 1 
^ lAJIbJ © Cun-ajiii, 

l06ffT63T Clurr^JflilpCV) 
Clg,fTi_ niTj^j dslcnaj ,@Cvjn-g,g,j . c .it Q^itl hoS\ 
rp,cu0> GoiC3»n0Gio. 

O Wonder-lord with mighty arms 
that bear weapons in many forms! 
You killed and rolled the heads of all 
Kabanda, Vakradant, Mura. 

Your golden lotus feet I see 

in standing, sitting, sleeping pose. 
Pray make my thoughts to flow without 
a break on thee and thee alone! 

(104) 

ncnftTG<r>tnnri iiUpf^igu, ».SI«fT 

Q0,rT6rin0 IDGffiJT 

0iCJ7i€jajicn ^ajcugjj @gu6<n6Vj crtrjrnrjj Gt^jf.jrrr) 

0 >rrc\jih ^ffMjuSlCTrrroj! 
<^ran<^nOT3T G<ni«Tm v (^Q^fTcru infiiiffnfl, 
Q^nniicn^ uftiAinA 

OtCjOToircr! QiGswcjimb ^cucu^i 

Cl(jJBKTOIli) CU CtfiJTCJT iItCp l n. 

You made the Earth and ate the Earth, 
you sought the Earth and strode 
the Earth. 

Then seeing that the Earth cannot 
exist without, you came as Time. 
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O Lotus-lord with dainty-breasted- 
lady sweet-of-speech with you! 

To see your form in mind’s image 
alone is way to think of you. (105) 

ArTCoCfbifl &rrc\jC»nn0 

etbiQ £GmQ, cfilcujjyjib 

curr^ib cjjj^oTffuj! 

00)WZ)}6> 2£S6imi) 

cH&KfTjj, (2)«rrrpu3 (ipcar 

^ufTQ.rfjar Lj&jpA^ ^cuncu,. ^rr Cir,<5U3 
jg-cvicrau, Qjb^Cm! 

To kill the angry Kalanemi 

you did wield your discus sharp. 

You bear the good weapons —the conch, 
the discus, dagger, mace and bow. 

To save the cows in dire distress, 

you held a mountain lofty-high. 

My heart is only hankering 

to hear the wonders of your 
ways. (106) 

0#Ouj LD63TOTTG3T, vt/0»0.<lC51, 

U CtlCWTtq QCTT, 

^/TlC.9^2, lilfTCiS), IDfTCfT «!Mi5nc^l t , 

GfljCTH fh 63T: 

VbWih a_/hirij eSip J r^nor acur#,#, jQcct 

0jlp«b<2) ^ICVJfTCU, 

C..* IJfffllL CTijj, «DC 1 < 5 )^Gl 6 BT cnb 

rroCcin! 

The terrible angry Kasiraja, 

Vakradanta, Poundraka, 

The raging ones Sumali-Mali, 

Kesin and one Dhenuka, — 

You took their lives and rid the world 
of fear and formidabilitv. 

My heart is set on you alone, 

your feet the only Love 1 know! 

(107) 

fir* 5>C3mib4. G0>0U> 

.♦HUJC8T 

can'll Cg5T(t 0 lentil tbff0 


CurT&ih CTiij^l 

Gurr^'.^yr* • 
^cjcugii ^wjrrftj GanchcuCcFn? 

The w'orld ol wealthy Brahma or 

the wiped-out world of Lord Siva, 
The kingdom of the thousand eyes 
that India rules in sky above, — 

If all this and the joy of life 

in free Heaven be granted me, 

I still will crave for thee alone, — 

my only aim, to be with you. (108) 

df>{ff)A06^ fT CT)a ,@toCT(£lCuj ^^f^lu-airiuu. 

o> (H)nil /Cl in *0 

Qu(n^(<3)GuriGnn Qu^n^b Cliaiugji 

Cl^^A^QjrrirACTT $A(2ja3Tnii0,<sTT f,fuhO 

Cg>61(Cg,«liC5ff CT<S5T<pi 
Cliff iii tip ,3>COTTo£)AciT 
UJfTg)|LO 

Without a means of growing small 

you shrunk yourself to manikin. 
Without a means of growing tall, you 
blew yourself beyond the world. 
The evil of oppressors all, — 

you rid the world,O Lord of gods- 
Since Vcdic seers are full of praise, 

I too did sing in praise of you. 

(109) 

gj/lU-icsiffiMib ^40rj5W|t&, <h<njii5L.| SL_cvj rTOj 
0,Gijai j^jtpffuj 

iDffuj! r£lcin<»(r)C5T (TjnuSlCctficff cijcnnffijJil 

cumpa^ 

*^ujib $ 0 * (tfjf$i'iiS)<ntl0) Ot irrrgi^gj] 

Gffu cir (tu 

uffn»Ccun0 ' 'Ap-jff Cinui Cciicncv 

dicta tint Cun' 

O Lord who wears a Tulasi wreath, 

O Lord of hue like ocean-deep! 
O Lord who lies in Ocean and 

the hearts of all the serving meek! 
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O Lord the service, good or bad, 

by lowly-self this dog-begone, — 
Pray take a note through gaze of love 
for those who seek your feet 
alone. (110) 

cyr<y>cTT cucOcusuff 

Lorri^cu Cun'll 

OaiuftiJ rfJatfflffOtfjb/Pii <£u5c\j Glcu!*<7)C>ji><!*(2)ib. 

ffTUJ^GVJ <^U5)LD CTCTIUIT; ^ty&CUlTAJj ffnb 1 /JfTui 1 
^nu51Ci3T£3T 

Claujg, jbibiDUjnACeu Otf>n<ri, 

iCijncvi^n^CciT! 

Even those who called you names, 
and even those who fought with you. 
Were fortunate to find in you 
a lord of grace and forgiveness. 
And so the faults that I have made 
this lowly-self, the dog-begone, 
Now you must take as quality, 
as praise uttered in purity. (Ill) 

GunCTT( 3 idT ( ^H 1 ,£l fVjrtGTlASn OtfCOGU CfbntUGJHD 
(IpULl iniLfl 

U3fT<Gti 3 m ibfTC” 

C1J , CT63T Qlb(£>tfClfl! 

(pAictmu CTCtfiajj 

^4C31i5^u|U' 

ifichciii^fluna, Cunjfcib rpjCuA CajciraT0ib 

u)rrG\j unrein. 

Our days are passing like a saw 
with illness and infirmity. 

The day of death is hanging low, 

so offer praise and bow, O Heart! 
Know the only good there is, 
is service to the holy feet. 

The Lord will grant the permanent — 
a life on Earth without return. 

( 112 ) 

0© iDAGIfTjfl, 1,1 1 ‘K A6T3TI 651 

OcilG3i)1§,GncUU 

i^GvjsinACuribj^ s_ otsti ungjA&flsrirT gijgttt 

•‘hJUJIT 0#,| , 


uin/rsfittfo cuna i§a CtalT0£>2,'7tJv*T 
<^02><3> & 

<»><.Orhj(fll 5 ifTGiT lGfT6inC\J InfeaslftT^IlD Gu 6tf31£3.J7li> 
6iciraT@ji; cunifl, Qfb{g,djCto ! 

The Ganga-bearing matted-hair 

Siva with blue throat and a skull, 
The senses-tamed mendicant, — 
he came to rid himself of ills. 
The Lord of fragrant-Tulasi chest, —he 
filled the skull with sap-of-heart. 
Now think, O Heart the way to 
seek the feet of Lord who’s 
god in deeds. (113) 

fTOTUJfTUJ GTU0LD , 6Jg)lb 

i^gjjCi jruu 

Giin«nib cSh^it GucbcDcoCiuco, cutnnvrr&j/ft 

tfTQT Q/Tj^j^Cu)! 

0ITCJTU5 ^nuSlnji i^rrcu 

CiPJDC[iJ*i>^ fp'tf tmiSIrT)2X1 

cpoiinauj Vfc'i <b(bOP 

ffTciincsraflCu i. 

11 you wish to cut the cords and 
reach the sky to rule the Earth, 
Then come to worship him O Heart, 
and offer praise to Holy Feet. 

The Lord he canre as knowIedge-Sun 
and took the Earth on tusker-teeth, 
In form of Boar that all could see 
and contemplate in deep-of-heart. 

(114) 

^icnciDCTT g*,£\, ^(^ib enn 
iSlorrgjnnrrui . 
uGv 6)nr)ui_j 2>ii>«3>u) 

Q«9ifT(?T5MnffiT , 

0i*5>g>«»TfTii (ipwh4>2><Bnirft 

Cto^cnn-n: 

ci^^lcsnnwj Alt iiffi *7^14. 

Q(b(ffT>/>Cto? 

Like father and like mother too, the 
lord who lives in all our hearts,— 
He cuts the cords of countless births 
and takes us into his reserve. 
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He is free, he makes us free, 

he enters us and fills our soul, 
The One by which, O Lowly heart, 
we cross the ocean-misery. (115) 

iDrr/ryGaiLig, ftfrcn o culiu, 

iSjr^jG^iugj, ClaeCT-rry Q^ncaijru, Gcucurf)) 
G^rrcOTTL cSqcsTnn 
C GLl rQJ Cl <3 UJ ^ LD(ipGTT £T Gfi\ CD GZTT 

or)cu5)^lLfTcmDujncu, jfjtijcn 
**• Cl<3,n6?3T0 ,@.05)23 (^>*b ld 

CTCJalCffaT OjCUCuCcst? 

For the wrong of separating 
the consort Sita from her lord, 

The terrible mighty Ravana 
did face the wrath of Rama-brave. 
He lost his kingdom and his life, 
now let the lord of death, Yama 
Think what may befall on him 
if he does take my life away! (116) 

Cr^rrCliufrQ ^Gucucu ucu iSln)UL| 
^CbfTUJ OpUL| @6mcuj 
«ncudj2> ^r^cn/k, iDnir)rf)), 

currcsflcu «J3)(^|Currcjr; 
&\0*2iQi T AiOn&o, <$«4>j8>U> 


. CVJ CVJ C\J C5T * 


5>0<w 5>rr0>tfr>OTTJT0. >Cli_jb<b fbn/j,C5T; Ccug, 

£<2,0^. 

Fear, disease and despondence, 

birth and death and infirm age, 

The bonds of body and of heart, 

he cuts and takes us in the sky. 

The faultless one of endless fame 
without an end or origin, 

The Lord on poison serpent-bed 

is sung in all the Vedas-four. (117) 

C\onA«6i®ni Cl ® m 

c 2M£> n S> A)** 

Lja.6aC«mn(i,td> At,**' iDncmcv, 
u_| ih 


^c\jc\S) njncnLDGurr^ jfcfrg,! untfj 

Cu cmc3Tu 
LjCuciSls_cncnii) cSlcrrcu @cun^j ^ckjtQ 

c?CT!ni_gy ^gcuancvCiu. 

In every deed and every word, 

in every thought of constant 
love, 

The morning after every night 
and evening after every day, 
Worship the lord of lotus feet 

with Lady-on-the-lotus chest. 
When heart is set on him alone, 

there’s no return-to on this 
Earth. (118) 

Ouncsroft^ijp u& Ciouj ^cncusuOTyr^- 

Lomu! • 

ffTffSTCJTgjJ^tr^ CTCTTghllD QjCVJ6fi)ffiT>(afTuSl^J^ 

CTT€5TLJfT<£J)ID GTCSlfll 'I ICJT0 faodl<9rl_fT /h 

Clt3,fTlLJ) if) CV fT 

tacsTC3T6u<b$) Qimli_ub @}cW)l 

j9«8T{I}C£* 

O Wonder-lord of Kaya-hue of 

Rangam-oor, pray hear this tale: 
From the dirt of my spirit 

a creeper called devotion sprouts, 
It winds and climbs a tree of strength, 
— your holy feet of radiance. 
It’s found a place to spread and form 
a canopy above your head! (119) 

,@ujs>(<3j .SMTD^^b LJftVJ iS^uiS^GO crein**’** 1 

uimpiSh g^® 1 

uj^Cl^ncn Cm<?»ciJ«T» 1CTraT ® n ' 

CT Gti\ csfl CVJ IT ID (h CJTC3}| C CTT 

lOiuft^onncjT 5 >«n iD«n^p) Con£l; ^^cvjncvj, 

ocii 2>fTCJT 

\6,(/y y €m +b »5MQj4»0j> e^fDfra, Ctfiini . afity 
QufbiDGg,. 

Pursuing through my countless births, 
the lord has caught up with me now. 
The lotus-lord of cloud-like hue 
has come to stay within my heart. 
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He revealed his glory form, 
so now my soul indeed is blest. 

Tlie Karmic bonds are cut away, 
the soul has found its joyous home. 

( 120 ) 

Alvar's Lotus Feet our Refuge 

The Song-Garland 

Tirumalai of Tondaradip- 
Podi 

Invocation 

LD0)Q CaJCSytUfT LDOTtClX) 

ld errr rj fhi <3 i it 

Arodjlcnib Glduj<0j<9j ^Lp-a-fr)^ 

<0 IjD fT OT) oj u»T@ibA5) Q A n ctot l_ (j 14 u 

Cluffiq. Climb 

Clu^rvjLDrrcncjT cruQurT^gjjiD Cufl.. 

Seek nothing else, O Heart! Always 
speak of our Master Tondaradippodi, 
who sang the glorious Tirumalai, 
at the feet of Tiruvarangan the lord, 
who came to graze the cows. 

Natakurinji \ Adi 

eh ncijoSl rj) qcuonen tASlfuanarten* 

<5F>l_<5)fliU unujffjgjj, 
ibncuoSlil0 aL_i^lfl>(f^^l65TGrr)nLi) Jt,U>OTTg>LDfT 

lSG«5; 

£p6l]CU(fl, 22_OT310 B-tfllpjbgt (y^CUG\j! I0OTT 

fbfTimb 0>o)or) 

C^CLIUL4 £_OT>L_6CniD ftOTJTi_rTUJ , 

inn fb^0,€nnCcyt’ 

O First-lord who makes and swallows 
the three worlds! By the impetus of 
learning your names, freed of senses, 
overcoming the pall, we exult, stepping 
on the heads of Yama’s agents. (1) 

I l&Gna LDH IQ6J1GO Gl iFTCu Gint^fl, I IQjCTTQj flUJ , 
.1) c^LDOrT <.lGnJ! ^tjiun 6,LD .hv 

G"T S3T 6?pl lD 


^.sfaotisii ujnssT Curtuj ^^j^gCcorr^ib 

^,(65 lb 

gnO AOTJSU Cl l_! r^l$ 3 pI LD GsiJGOTlGl_63T, c£(OPi>0> 

iflfT fTj^^snnGOTT! 

“O Lord of Arangama-nagar, with 
the hue of a huge green mountain! 
Lord of coral lips, lotus-red eyes, 
Achyuta! Lord of Eternals, 
O Cowherd-lord”, — denying the joy 
of praising you thus, if I were given to 
rule Indra’s kingdom, — even if you 
gave it, — I shall not want it. (2) 

Csug, ^a<t) iSlamuib ^fTQ) irxiaflarr ^nib 

H(£)G>jCa£iJib, 

urr^ligib £2 _it) niidQu Curr^m; iLlOTifr)0tb 

u 0 otj s jt lu a soti 0 

Cuot>< 3) urreoaOTT ^(c^in; iSIcrafl u.'fl 

(^pULj^b g|]C3TLJli); 

r^y^cunco, lSIidgSI GgijotjiGj gift; .JMQftiirtt turr 
jji a cn n G tin! 

O Lord of Arangama-nagar! Even if 
one were to attain the lifespan of one 
hundred years granted by the Vedas, 
half of that is spent in sleeping. The 
remaining fifty years are frittered 
away in childhood, disease, hunger 
and old age, and so I do not desire 
another birth. (3) 

* itimiuftg) CDGUcfilOT1GUTIL)CTT r0OTirpj, QPQTITJI 
c\H,'P—OTH- uj Gunrroii 
‘ 9 »ft40!Ji-J , bg)|ib uannij.5,0 <5>sabT0 

to 1 fh FT 6JF3TI_FT OTT J 

^iq.ojfT 'b^b 

suni'v/M.b ^H,ui 

»5l^<5)OTicunj Cl 1 nrjir^jib. LSlmefiliqsn 

10 saw ri)(<5}iD rrCno ■ 

Standing in deep sin, singing the three 
syllabled name ‘Govinda’, the fabled 
Khattirabandu attained the highest state. 
Despite the easy reach of a mad lord 
called Ranga who melts for his devotees, 
how people suffer rebirth! (4) 
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Qucwn^rjncu a^ujuuncji Qurflujgj 

c80ib«nu ^OTjrgl, 
2_crc:0 ^7'T<5> ^uCungj 

2_l-^jaG^, acsnrjr^gs] syjjbffjgjj, 
&G33T £jl£mijU)ITOT>CU U3fT(TUG3T «3,lfllT0>CTTmuu 
urT 4 <5M>U* 

O^>nOT3T0 ^,67510 a-OTffTCT^TfT^, 

Q&n^uiunCtfrrfijj lonCro! 

Lowly ones take birth in misery hoping to 
enjoy the pleasures of women, and go to 
sleep after supper, lamenting for their 
bodies. Become devotees of the lord of 
Tulasi-chest, sing and dance in ecstasy, 
enjoy the nectar of service. Wonder 
how the others enjoy food? (5) 

lDfl)lb<*6UIT U>£IgO 6702^ lOpCTHD&Ca 

ClcurrycmD ^<^0, 
«£ilcr>L_ LDrrub Gurrgj 

d^.C$w LDfTCierr; 

c^fDlDftffUIT Qfi f0OTTfO ^rrf^^OTrrfTft^ 
Cl^LUUjrrC^,, 

M£D0«5-6xirrii C5>rreu0 0<5iijg>] ncrrQfl,cnGi|^ 

i© i_ ih iQ ottj^G n. 

You build a facade of illusion, airways worry 
about the next act, live in a frail shell-like 
body, and never realise it will give way. 
Instead of serving the lord Ranga, the 
fortress of Dharma, you tend to dress this 
outer wall, then fall prey to vultures. (6) 

qcncu^tnub j9®njo M2)Cn£> rT 0 <9iD«nnu> 

<n cu cu mb 

thc<r> g\j 5><T)fD < 9 ,ncraruCgn? 

C^MluCan 5,mb? 
2 jCT)Gu ^g)]UL| 9 . c»<n0ib djnC&GirT, 

AfTcjTntWcwi ggiun' 

rflsffJCUuStcSTrTCV O*'''' 1 GgjCuGcn 

r.^Glidn ^GUfTOTT. 

The tenets of all the lowly, heretic cults 

_will the learned men of Sastras 

hear or see these? See, O Sirs! Even if 
you cut my head, I will not die, I swear. 


The lord who destroyed Lanka with 
a bow, alone is lord of all. (7) 

Cl€*JfT}]uQun0 tfiDGSTTfT (y)G3m_IT 

rbJSjfTT 

Clurrpuq ^rrluJOTr^cn Curley, Gu frcuGg) 
GfbrujSj] ;'>} A ■ 

(5j^ul| cren^v^) u_|ib <£>^<£160. 

<5iSY 0GLC G'J , j^CDGUCTHU 
-surrjjuuCgj A^iAtb 0iGrcn_rTuj, «$49flb»A »B n 

O Lord in Arangama-nagar! The 
hate-filled hereties, Mundas, and the 
godless Sakhyas speak irresponsibly 
about you, that itself will be their 
doom. If the opportunity arises, 
chopping off their heads right there 
is the rDHa Karma for me. (8) 

uDjj}^]ib«^(V Q^ujcuib 2 _g7jtGi_? ld$ ( J§£v |T 
m ncjft i_ fa fh nG* 1 

2_QO0Currfljj r^fa&cn . i, 

2_6OTTIJ 

^irjrnib Cidcu «£>Gjrrru ^rtyiffir; ^gugst 
c^IGVJGU nco Cl UJ <S111£5 
a, 0 rfjl cmh GimijO)^ criTjGDfl) <o>ip©S^cnffinjT 

ucraft l/jIott £Ca- 

Can there be another god? O Foolish 
men on Earth! Unless there is a 
calamity, you will never realise the 
truth. Nor do you know the Sastras, — 
other than him, there is no god. 
Worship the feet of my lord who 
walked on Earth grazing cows! (9) 

Ibn Linesmen Q^ujcuib /r^GuGvjgij 

^ 1 ( 0 )cn ^)Cr©inGc'j 

Amliq^Ginncn $(<*)£*» , e_ ujugu it#,^ 

a_uju_,ib Gucrarcrarvi); 
Cs>L_tqGg rbU)i9iKn,9,rT6TT! A(nji g>j< r^6trr^T|i 1 b» 

G*l cj;i # u in Q^gviqjlo urrn&fr} 

§}(*-, c5ft rj ^ 

He planted gods everywhere, then 
out of goodness and grace, he revealed 
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himself in Tiru-Arangam, as a means 
for those who seek devotion. Listen 
to me, O Gracious People! When the 
lord with Garuda-mount is here, 
you go and seek the lowly gods, for 
favours and fortunes! (10) 

S._CUA^J<fhOT 2_UJUJfl 
Q<9(rp6filCGu — uTT a Qflff)n) 5>th 

CflGUfliGfTfTa 

LD^djlliJ Qufluj CdbnuSlCO lO$Oj 

CT oil CF fT « 

0i0g£IGcu *£l(TT) f §jG\JfT,^|T fl,rTGUfl>Gr)fl,fl, 

fl,i£lfl>J3<SJTn()Gr7. 

With a mighty bow he parted the 
ocean. For the world’s relief he killed 
the Rakshasa chief in battle. He is 
our Saviour. The fortressed temple 
of Tiru-Arangam is the place he has 
chosen to live in. O ill-fortuned- 
birth-ones! You idle your time without 
chanting his names. (11) 

rb'fls^jiijb (ip «b*cuGpj ld Gufl, jf,rT^eu 

(Qcyr^rTrr^-sin Cal^, 
rb(Jfl>Cio ifWDiTAftib fh(Tinfbifl.cn S2__cm_uu 

(TjLDlSl ; 

aern 

cffipiTjgjj innrh^rr 

fl.cijcncvju.jsn u(^<£l<S5Tn)niT; ctcrjTiTu aCa 

fl*C1J GVJ iLt 67Tc rr)C63T . 

The inmates of Hell overheard the 
words exchanged by Yama and 
Mudgala, and immediately Hell became 
Heaven, — such is the power of your 
name, O Lord. Learned men fail and 
fell ter, forget that you reside in 
A ran gam, and iall into deep worries. 
Thai worries me immensely. (12) 

CTfMujLh^n Q6>jif)K 0 lfl>rTGTT CcncDGO u>rrr£lG\)fl,.*i 5 i 
2_u9aj>6n ci cvj ffu n i_b 
valGUjfjl^lfljnsTT sncn in nenevj 

6nl«raicnnGunCflin«>cn (Tj^fl, 


id of) an sTcucumb, < ^ar*ufl.ib 

crciniT^ ^smyiuLMin^cu 
Clunr^luSlcu curryp i^rjaib cnc\j£\jmii l_|G\j 
spifilu_|ib 

All the creatures on the Earth 
surrounded by the fragrant ocean 
worship the lord of celestials who wears 
a fragrant Tulasi garland. If only the 
foolish men here were to call “Aranga!”, 
the Hell of life-in-body will grow 
weeds and disappear. (13) 

CU 6OTT LQ. CST lD Gfl fTCDGVJ , lil U?l GlSl C3UD 

^gyjtb CflricnGu, 

Qfl,ricrsiL_c\j t-figj ^csyrcL|iQ CflfTcncu, 

(fljuSI Gulcsub Atficijii Cfl nssicvj, 
.^csuTLrrCoAnv^ft ^jiXJ^TjLL GflrTcncu, ^esafl 
^Jl(^)Gunibjfl>ii) ci<rincurn 
(iicjat* nu(TULj rT,gjj ELcyjrogujb Gflrrn‘)Gnr[) 

cijlcu0.<£l ^J0Lblc3T £>C(j. 

The beautiful Tiru-Arangam lies amid 
groves where bumble bees hum songs, 
— groves where peacocks dance, groves 
where clouds gather in embrace, groves 
where cuckoos coo with love! Remove 
the food from the gorging ungrateful 
ones and throw it to the dogs. (14) 

OlOujujITaGa 01£)UL!UJCJT 

£T (av5"l 61 IP 63T L_J C u n CU LJ 
Qumuu iftfliCfli OufTiu ll iwji i _| tl 0 a, nri^ 

2 _csil uj Ga run near 
2 _ujLjCurTLD e_OTSTfr.afilcarniTfljL-^j ^^Ojcvcai 

CTf 2 flnrj| 2 CTOT 1 1 < 2 _j C55T C71C31 

^ujULjnytjl ifljguflj C^j^GTrg^ibj ^ipAcai 

2 «?rr ^gfb, s >ld ^iGirrCn:), 

For the truthful ones he is the truth, 
for the false ones he is a falsity. For 
the lowly ones like me, he is the king 
who bears a Garuda crest. For those 
who seek the elevation through 
consciousness, he dispels doubts 
and reveals himself. He is the beautiful 
lord of Tiru-Arangam. (13) 
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(* ) g,camiJLi5> <^GTTG\j<s7rn-^lvj g^rr^CrrirQ 

ggenai bg> arrcuib 

LDrT^rjan s,uj0s>GraT gTcinGrnib eucncui^crt 

UL0 <^<^5>gijCcil«nG3TLJ 
CufTgjCrj 0<ffnGuc61u qtb^litjOT C|0j!b£/, 

5j63TlJ ITGU 

Qu0ft 6D6Il4>flb c^lpACST gxTff fl 

^grbJALD ^onCrt). 

O, the days when I was a thief and 
rogue, keeping company with wicked 
ones! Alas, I was caught in the net of 
fish-eyed beautiful dames! The beautiful 
lord of Arangam entered into my heart 
and said, “Come to me”, and made my 
heart surge with love for him. (16) 

iSciTp cja>5, mrnlGi_«T f gfi1£l 
g)Ccvjdn f id$ fp>OTn£|^©v>«y><o; 
^0Lbl_|GufTCVJ 6 Ug51uj Clrb^<3LD ^CTXD^CffMT) 
2_00ih ojanHcrenb 
A0lfll_l CarTGDGU A irsfT 

Co^nilSl C\J O <9> rT<JTJTl_ 

5)0ii)i5lcnOTT* AGraTQQAnOTsrQ, cTcin 

AGOTiisrafleinGinjT AcrflA^iDfrCrr)! 

I never bowed in worship, never 
contemplated, never served. My heart 
was hard as steel, but slowly, bit by 
bit, he made me melt. The lord lives 
in the temple of Arangam surrounded 
by bee-humming groves. On seeing 
my sweet-as-sugarcane lord, O how 


my eyes rejoice! 


(17) 


$GT>fJ0> <£|QJGT>6U Gujn<£b CTf6!lMli) 0>GS31 

UfJCTiCU lBC<5) 

<£li (bgji *«^uiu.|ib aiiTiD«r)qo> 

G3TT 65T CT ID l/> H CffT i 
&0<LiA < * m4,u - 1 ( ol<5GUffDnuj«3> As.JlfGr.ncflnGaiA 
AOTtfli 0jOT>n0,<iT! 

jc&&(ryi>U » £l0U>«C«u n - Cl^ujGftffjn. 

u rrsfilGujGcjr? 

Tn the waves of the cool Kaveri 
tvhich lashes sprays of sweet nectar, 
my Krishna reclines without a peer in 


Arangam, with lotus eyes and coral 
lips ripe like a berry. O, What can 
1 do? On seeing him thus, my eyes 
rains tears, alas! (18) 

0Ld£)sn«5 (ipmCuULi Gn 

ungjib ia 

6Dt^$GD«9 iSlcifTLI 

Ac.CujSlrrj.'j, Ai 6 i|en ^7Cucnc3^TA 

gjubl^j IDIT 

_GU GIGS TA 0 2_00lD nGcvj rr! mein 

OaujGftcsr s5_cvjft2>^Cn? 

The lord of ocean hue, my master, 
reclines on a serpent in Arangam, 
with his crown resting in the East, 
his feet stretched to the West, his 
back to the North, his eyes looking 
South towards Lanka. O People ol 
the world! What can I do? Alas, my 
body melts to see him. (19) 

i jniL|ib ^nnj/yn-, AGn^)icn 

u cn erf) Cl &> n l- 
l£)<tu ic?Tnr ^0 fj)€3T LnnfT 6 i|iD 0 Cl|ld 

gjHLU o>niijanqA g^ctirr^^ipLJ 

UGlJCTT«lfTU.|li> 

t^ui An (Lpiq u |id G^ald ^ iq ujGijfTrr<5,0 

^ <5, Cu CU ffC LD ? 

In the flowing waters of Arangam, 
the cowherd-lord reclines on a snake. 
Can devotees afford to lose sight of 
his auspicious Sri-chesi, his emerald 
frame and arms, his pure lotus eyes, 
his red petal-like lips, his radiance and 
his ancient crown? (20) 

ijOTaflcnlGsinffu ldgctld;^ ljOjctigiihuj 

gjciuflCTlOTTncvj eun^ mniiL.n^ Clgjacucneu 
Clfbi&Ca 1 Oancuftjffiii 
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<^it QaihQuncarr ^uu ^(f^GifGnrj 
^cnGiSTuj C^nuSlcL 
■nessfl ^OTnir iflOT^JIffinncu 

<£lcnC3l&0>C<U ^GlO? 

Pray cell, O Faithful heart of mine! 
Without a life of service, without a 
heart of devotion, is it possible to 
contemplate the coral-lipped lord of 
Arangam? The beautilul gold-plated 
temple rises like a mountain, with a 
gem-hued form reclining in it. (21) 

Cu^lrbCcD CuflGVJ ^GVJCU fT€U , Qu0CT>LD 
2_crsirje\J 

0(T)fTn ^lblftL(5) GUGVJfTGVJ , $ IDG\J 

^GumSpiLh e^cucusn; 
LDrr^n^^rrn iDC3T<5)g)]Crr n ^^ 

jg^uugji ^cucvjncu, 
GiJ0«£bg>n<sn ^.111^1 c_c3inGi_rT9 GljcdjO, 

Qfbl^jGa! <£ ClflficuGunuj. 

Talking the same things again and 
again, nobody realises the truly 
worthy. The lord does not reveal 
himself except to those of desire-free 
heart. Other than worshipping him, 
— who resides in the hearts of the 
pure, — what use talking, O Frail heart? 
You tell me. (22) 

qcafl^ib ^H,uj Ancflifl 

ib®€t|«-im* 00 
uniqib y^tbOuat^Gu 

c 2Nnnij ( «KfF, ^CTICTJiGTT 
<rif^jo,GTT mfTaj g>c«nnr)CiJ5^ rr/7dfT f.) 

^>n .Cl, -9i«nA5>CTn(K\ib 

(nr^rrusmb irurjfbgji O)mpG0>63T? nejHpGuidn. 

cr^nipGu Gcai! 

Our lord and master reclines in 
the midst of the Kaveri, holier than 
the Ganga, whose gushing waters 
flow over fragrant bowers in 
Arangam. Having seen his beautiful 
form, how can I forget him and live? 
O Powerless, hopeless me! (23) 


OfflJGrTGni^fT UQJTjgd UfTtLjlij gSI ifl Cl U fl lj)l CU 

^idsTcrgi dr 

5 5 cnajLym,T^,'li_5i5j6unQjir, &ldg\j r*>CT7 (ipa>(i£ih 

A CS3I 0U5 

2_CTTGTtGlD ! GUoSlemU CurrcyiLb! 6£(<T)G1l63T 

6T«J5Tn)j £2_ GStfTfJ ID ml I_ITLU J 

AGTTCTtG\0 £>i G\J C <5 LU<5iI S2_6ST (TfTGTT<ijiC<5, 

<3,j^l<ftAldrT0frCuj! 

The lord with lotus eyes that steal the 
heart reclines in Arangam where the 
waters of the river Kaveri flow wide in 
fragrant blossoming bowers. O Heart, 
you are indeed hard, you do not realise 
the lord. Playing false love games, 
you pass your life in falsity. (24) 

(npdfTrru ^ffilCl^rTeir? 

<^| 6D1G G3IGiTiG3T 

I/V,//, C.Gl—CUT, ClfiJiTAOT hJCO<SiT>(VJ j 

fff OT7 bcfjjl lD C S^| GU G 6V» <J3T ] 

^>«4luUgilCTOTTClAfT€OTT0? fT,ii)u?| fti_G\J<>L)G7JTGff»nn! 

fh fly (t^j b3TGjt)C3T j 

u .. - \ • "S ^l^GnQ^UJ , fh Cj33Tl_fTUJ , 

^fjr^^Lorr rp,d>(n)6TrnC£CT. 

I have forfeited the rights of priesthood; 
the acts of feeding the three fires arc no 
more mine. Nor am I your devoted 
Bhakta. Alas, what do I have to rave 
about? Ocean-hued Lord, O Lord of 
Arangama-nagar, I can only scream, 
pray grant me your grace. (25) 

Gi inClgjGUGvjfTub Cungd Cla,fTGjtfT0 2 _oti 

OundfTGJTiL} q«r>G5Tui LomlGi_63T; 

<£5$eun Clmm^la,^ GIaucA^I a_cii£i 

Qfluu infillCi_dfr; 

AnfljGiinco ClfTjfGTjdJib ^gsii j AGufb$CGU63T; 

,^l , r f- i i 4b drr rrCn go 

Q^lGGodn ^ijriia>nA(^j; crcuCaj! <rrdn 

Cl a uj Gu n tin C n sn G tsi ( D gst ? 

I do not worship your golden feet 
thrice a day with flowers. I do not sing 
your glories with faultless words of 
praise. I do not melt with over-flowing 
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love for you in my heart. I do not 
have anything for you, Ranga! Alas, 
I wonder why I was born! (26) 


Loc?<i\j6nuj 

£>fTii qrjewTiatl0£5*i4£ 
{SVtiiA&rt S-fbro 5Cui b §}Qdfi 

CuftCeuesr; 

-V^STT Carrel QjoSllU Q%>\Qd SU00CgJT 65T, 
Cl^) 0 jA ^ 3 CTrC3T(TCU 
^<7Kift€JTrmft0^'l Q-juuujnQ- ^nfku^C^Gjr 

&\ ID fra & 63tC tf) C CJT. 


Nor am I like the humble squirrel which 
rolled in the sand and helped, when the 
monkeys pushed big rocks to build a 
bridge in the ocean. With a heart full of 
vice, a heart as hard as wood, infamously 
I labour, without a single service to 
the Arangam Lord. (27) 


a_ii>ugncO ^jglujcu c^frfliqctrrrrr, 

<*^U 

Qsii) LjCUITfiu 2_GJJT0 61)0^10 (Lp^GDCuClXiCV 
/fP sujb^rTfT; 

2>u> urji£> 2_OT5 tGl? ibnujaGcTTfTtb 

ilrrjjCffUD g>gn 

CTibiS)fjfTJT)0 Cl^iuujnC# CTGJT d^FUjCUITfiiJT 

C g) a C5T(51 G cstC C3T ? 

Even gods cannot understand the 
radiant lord. Heeding an elephant, he 
came rushing against a flesh-eating 
crocodile. Need we carry our burden! 
Meaner than dogs, yet we are cared 
for by him. If I am not to serve him, 

for what was I born? ( 28 ) 


g/CcuGW, Amaufl @cO«ncu, 
unfflcvj i^lcirr urrg> 

QP*M>' 

*rr Qqn<M cucnramCo'! 

A?..rrji^cjiCngc?*; 

cffft? ^snuTAcnn ^iD'dit! oin 

r^Afn^ctTnCCTr! 


O Great lord, I have no town to call 
mine, no rights to claim, no relatives 
or friends in this wide world. O Dark 
Radiant One, I have not secured 
your feet. My Krishna, I scream and 
call. Who is there to protect me? 

O Lord of Arangama-nagar! (29) 

LDGJTA^CV) Cf5(T gJui-lGDlX) {gcOCDCU, Cl.’'Tu9cu 
6£>rr (gdrrCUncu &CSjCr\Qi’. 
^lOTTg^OTTflCU ClcF/TJOja) Gf^fTA^A 

cfilciflcueST: C5J«TOTfT 

M CJT fij^Jipn , uj ifincncuujnCcsT! Oufrartfafl '4^? 

CTC5TA0 geft* A^l CI63T Qancucvjmu? 

eni uj CahCaj* 

O Fresh Tulasi-garland lord. Lord of 

Ponni-surrounded-Tiru-Arangam- 

O King whom I serve! I have no 
purity in my heart, no sweetness in 
my speech. With impotent rage 
and anxious looks, I have uttered 
fiery words. What is going to be my 
fate now? (30) 

g>CUg,gllCTTfTtT gjLDlfilfiVJ «^GuCcvjG3T; &GS11D 

u<ani-£b5j^cuCcucaflj 
S_eiirrg,3) £* GufTCU CTC 31 g,€TT 2_IT)0<ajnA0 
c^fcTTfT^LD ^cuCeucrt j 
QscijGijmi^OTnnAGA gpcuA0 
if I sot* 

^1cug>g>GiC iSlnjcft gjfbgjruij, inn 

^^(TVjG^nCcaT! 

O Lord of Arangama-nagar! I am not 
among the austere ones; I am not 
among the wealthy ones. To my 
friends and wellwishers I am as useless 
as seawater. For the red-lipped dames, 
I have become wicked and unreliable. 
Alas, you have given me a useless 
life indeed! (31) 

cucwtQ ^cuibnib CtffTOrtcu 

AHITg, *£lrj6TT ^CinCSTUJ GlDCJjflA 

Si_ GJJTCinCTT A th nyy>>i> 
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tflfTiiA&'i} c^CTrg^iiij ^r^Luirmli_ fT iDcaflsfflGu 

gjJ ffl & CTTfTUJ 

(npri&ftGGrTGTr Gurk^j <QotC2)wT»; ^pn/fcACcpCTT, 
£P <T&^JjG'S3tG GH . 

O Gathered-cloud-hue Lord, my 
Krishna, in the temple of Arangam 
surrounded by bee-humming groves! 
I know not how to realise you. 
Most lowly among men, I foolishly 
come and stand before you. O Foolish, 
foolish me! (32) 

GlifiLLiCicuconii) Gurrs, cfilifl(gjipcumflrT) 

ulL(^u 

Ounuj CTfiV*CufTii> QurT^lffjgji GtaiT£tf3Ti_ 

Gunijp^AGcn-birT curbg,i $k3 T (?(r)65T; 
spujCcyr’ ^fjr^i^Ccnri! s_<arr GiGirgnuh 

cg^ano gj^GJTfTcu 
Cli jfTumjGcyTciTCuii'g 1 i r£)cnG0dr: CiLjmLiuGcaT^, 
Cl Ljnuj uuGcttGcst. 

O Lord, Aranga! I am a vagabond 
full of vice, I have no integrity. I was 
caught in the net of coiffured dames. 
Desirous of your grace, I have come 
to you now. O False, false me! I stand 
before you shamelessly. (33) 

a—Crren^G^ 2_Gn0ujib LDfiGncvj s__jrrcrr 

2_Grrrrr<sv| ^coGvjrra, 

(h GfTfff Gifri faiiT 0 n G)V LD Cl fh ITGf3T i_ n LLl £h 

Q& rrc^jT0ftGa G^rTcvjLQ l^GHitQ 

2LGTTj^ii’unn 2_<JTT 6lf) 0} 0J GTCUCVJfTLD 2>__ i an 

tfTfiiTiijj 

valGliOT^IuGufTLU CTGffTCT)l€nGGn fJ,fTGJT gf)]G\J6V| 

!D O A §>& L. G t_ OTT. 

O Lord, you reside in every heart. You 
are witness to every thought that 
passes in ever)- mind. I have no means 
to realise you. I am false, I pretend to 
serve you. I stand without shame and 
laugh till mv ribs break. (34) 

0,rttfjl <: S463T0| 2_GU<tf,Lb ffTCVJCUfTih 

fh 6tP G\J cfil GT1 fT<3}Cl fT (lOOi L fclffj^nuj! 
G^6filGliJ53T S5TCT163T ^GuCU fTG\j 4I Cl <9,631,3 

xji^r^'AOTtn ldhCcu 1 


^cfilGiu! &\Qp,Cjb\ ^(^juSlrr 

criij^nuj 

1 inefflCujc&r s_cjrcnc3T ^cuGuneuj LjncfilCujGtfT, 

i_j ncfal CluGgjt . 

O Lord my Senkanmal! I worship 
none but you. Then you leapt over 
the heads of all the world. My Soul, 
my Ambrosia, my Lord sweet as 
my own life-breath! Other than 
you, I certainly have none, O Woeful, 
woeful me! (35) 

uiKnipfl.0 <^^{nj cuGinrr (ipcsr tfjFJb^iiJLb 

cnLOiij^GcTr! iflgjiO ^Cn}! 
C_«Xp (he-.oA ^r, Gurrcvj C^rr^^LD 2_GDi_LU6un 

QJ6T>6VJl^GtT CU1(^ 

2 _uii i tp £h »jTl GftG 0 0 i . C^GPfclTJGST G 5} f ?£h <5i rr 

e^l^SliG^! 2_631CDCTI ijJCrGf!) 

^GTup*<^63^0631, 

rrCa gjt . 

O Prince who lifted a mountain against 
a storm! O River of sweetness! 1 was 
caught in the net of fawn-eyed 
damsels and struggled. Is this fair on 
you not to take notice? I have none 
to call but you! O First lord, Lord 
of Arangama-nagar! (36) 

oj rri *gu< 5>6tT i£rr 

i»£j<nflu_j6TTrrn SjnGm ujfcinGiT) 5>.0GD5)iL|UD g>mLjLb 

c^CKfTn 

crcnLigj) s^rr ^dnGjj) ctcst 

CuhiSl nfTGJTnn 

^GrflluGJT ITjLfi GPULUCU GTGflGSTfTn, ^ LDIbGgIJ fT? 

OsiOiq u.i63JnGirj! 

The lord of Tiru-Arangam in the 
midst of turbulent waters is the radiant 
lord himself; he is mother and father 
to all, with simplicity and grace. Alas, 
he does not look at me and say, tt Aho, 
This is our ward, we must protect 
him”. O, The terrible ways! (37) 
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CmibGurt(jCTCijir»c£lu.0 l OuHiwanaKniu 

ifi* 2_5WIn jjgj, 

GWent®, Sl b 4CUS5I 

r , ®©2>g)l sunaniii 

'■*"*“*» Cungni ^ qOT50 

<=N 0 fbJ A 0, ft rrC CUT | 

O Lord surrounded by waters! There 
are those who subdue the senses, 
cut attachments, concentrate on the 
spirit, and realise the truth. There are 
others who shave their heads, and live 
at your portals as idlers. Are you not 
pleased with both? ^ 

SKoamouSI® mtr> w @Acun 

tf&juCu^iDniflcu 
osninuSI* a,em.cn id uCl _ 

iSirjuuCfjaijLh 

w>cu4ftn| j i! 

•_*** Cun^, ^ 

fb A (rtj cn rC cut ! 

OTulasi-wreathed Lord with lotus feet! 
Rather than a life of high birth and Vedic 
proficiency bereft of the spirit of service 
you are pleased with a life 

bl fu 0n ,’” eVenifit befromone 

* 0 ** U>W *** Uln 

®_uS)n0,CTT mctjcorub 

^S&^oacw,**.(5 

«OdWi uu.en * ' 66lW,OTUjC '>^' i 

’ u ' a ' SnuiiKtnj 

f w T fbAff^cnnCcur! 

Those wh * 1 S [‘ vatsa on y° ur chest! 

.^. rith se.iit 


the world with fire, — they will not 
bear the burden of their acts, such is your 
grace. O Lord of Tiru-Aran gam! (40) 

cun^jenmi <£h$ujcu cuncsreurt <nt^ Ljn 

^^^JCunub g^jcTTu iDfToncu^ O^curcsfl u_intu 
CTGUlLlfT 

acOTuh ^uSlcar&cn Cauj^ib 

&SH car < 5 , n q < 9 , rr &> G cn <sy l U> 

Cua<3T Al b Q*uj& Couii g^ffliCijcu, 

11caf12)io 

What though they be terrible ones, 
e ngaging others in terrible acts, if they 
only call “O Lord-whom-even- 
gods-can’t comprehend!” and “O Lord- 

wit h-bee-humming-Tulasi-garland- 
wreath!”, if they give the leftovers 
of what they cat, that becomes 
sanctified food for me. (4 l) 


U LJCU 

Ogy juCu^LDfTfTifh^- 

^t^^Cvj^^cijrrACcTT^j ii) err ld 

Oj^fr^t^lcvT £4, CWghflcut, 

CTCTTrr^j r^cjrrCcarnQib 
r^4(<T)Cfl C3TITUJ CliHCOJ 

U)$ cu <9 0 flu n C 65,1 ■ 

Faultless well-bred ones, well versed in 
the four Vedas, — even if born in pool 
families, — if they are your 
you treat them on par with 
worthy of worship, sayings ^ 
them, give them, take to them ■ 

Lord of walled Arangama-nagar!(42) 

r?HLDa n ^iniiihLb c^nrjiih if*" 

rbrt«t{5)ib 

^iDir^Giflcu §)C<nc\jCiin n cLi *»n^,! 

^ fa, a, <ar n &> ^ cn gyii 

rbJinn^c^GnLj lil^Iui irr (Jir^niq uuiW 

«^4<TTcflCu 

^6Tjns,GTT<£,nib i_|cy>c\jujn 

Lf> IT [^^(fVjCTTnCG^ 


devotees, 

y outsell, 

‘Revere 
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What though they study the six 
Angas, and the four Vedas, rank 
ahead of all, and pride themselves 
in their Andanar lineage, if they but 
speak ill of your devotees, that very 
moment, right there, they become 
worse than the Pulaiyar. O Lord of 
Arangama-nagar! (43) 

CluOTtf 0Gm_iiSlQTiT|pib iSIrjiDGJjjiD 

fL_C9TC?»<9r4> *fTG53TLJncin 
CTCT31 ^C\jn stsaifii |2fi3Cl<3 LU^rTH 

-clGucnd.l j£)i 0u, 

sfilcjjr trfTnn cfiliuuu 

<£H«rrn)i ^(3«r>cn ffijbjb 
0 ,gott 6 oti 0 <t! s»_GSi«nGJi <n<rinC<snn? 

A^gijinnC0! 

The Ganga mat-haired Siva and 
Brahma vie to see you. They perform 
penance, age after age, and stand 
disappointed. Surprising the gods 
above, you came with concern and 
showered your grace on an elephant. 
No wonder the world seeks you for 
benign protection. (44) 

«u«TTCT(igib £,<nicn inm_ mgj]<anrj Lnnrf^ijfj) 

(5, (jjl GDI CT 

gttld n£u LurrcnOTT Cl 0,€3*T*jftcr>«r 

,£M 9 nil 6% u> n or* tit.) fa 

gjicTTciig, Cl^fTfiraTQ ^uj OgjfTOu ^ndi 

CIgjncaTU Qiqu Ournq Qarrcvj 
^■ffincrtuii jQT AGfrl^ajCmgynb <rrub lSI fjnft>(^> 
^'Cjflu.iQi nCfr>! 

Krishna, the killer of the rutted 
elephant in the great city of Mathura, 
is the lord of Arangam where beautiful 
mansions rise high. These words 
of the trusted Tulasi-garland-weaver 
Tondaradippodi, even if puerile as 
poetry, are sweet to the Lord. (45) 

Alvar's Loins Feel our Refuge 


The Sacred Revellie 

Tiruppalli Elucchi of 
Tondaradip-Podi 

Invocation 

gjCinGu LDfljGijn uOGiJfTGnj'°Gg,cuii 



ufirTCufT5,dSib ClU (I£h(ft)£h cn>€*0».4,’ LDfTCurub 
Cngymih tj<&oj£>£) i£Cl 

Thinking constantly of Vasudeva 
alone as his king, the Alvar 
Tondaradipodi sang a revellie for 
the lord of Srirangam. (1) 

id OT 3 T ni iq Cl uj cir u n lo rr Lfi 0 G ai n ri 

LDcn&^ri iu<!fn 

Cl Oj n dsr i_f)iq.LJ ClufTii^. Cl G) fT6STT(JTT fh fjID * 

CJlfiTJfl •,! 

guujcO ClinrrcmcOTLli 

t iCTTCTm 

£2_LDlSI anc3T esuri. 

They say Mandangudi was blessed 
with many Vedic seers living in it. It is 
the birth place of Tondaradippodi, 
the Alvar who woke the lord of fertile 
Srirangam with his revellie. (2) 

Kadiravan \ Boult \ Adi 

/K$ncii01 (£)<33T$GTi0/i ^AQtX> , 

w’i 4 mJ\jT IV, j 2) n 63T | 

,@0CTT c^i^5310gji ftnonAj ^ld 

Clun^ajfTiu; 

iDgd g{TI IT->0j| 6^)(Lp^lG31 ion lOCOH CTlGYJGuniD; 
GlifTc-JIGll 11 ^(JflfTAGTI Glir^jM GlJlC-ftl rr-CTJTiq 

fgl«3r)fr)(j)ahG3in; ^GuClrifTQub 

i 

AcrflnjrQi m » (ipib l 9»q.O iu n(ijl 

(IpIJAUJ 

^^lfr^c^lou Cuntfsirrycngbi 

nij (a) tb ; 

iJfbj^,<0j«D5iiifin! i icrictfl Gi^igib5)(n^GnnCui. 

The Sun has risen over the Eastern 
peak, dispelling darkness, ushering in 
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the morning. Flowers in profusion 
everywhere have blossomed. Kings 
and celestials push their way before 
your sanctum. Their elephants and 
kettledrums sound like thunder and 
the rolling sea. Pray wake up, O Lord 
ofArangam! (1) 


Q&rr^i^jQ&fTta incuir 

ffst(galena UDrT05,ih, ^gjiGcun! 

CTfij^HfiftCWTU U^lrflOfiifTOT 

S7TC3UD 

fTCTTUG^ $l£j ilfD0 

61; 

(<p2)CTiG\JU?C3T iSIgulX) hGF>U 

Gui^cu mu 

Ocucit ctu9q] £4g>ciT 

^HjCncriSar jbg>]iijff 

^^rja^gjLDtDrr! ucnsifl 2 * 1 ^;^^Gui. 

The Eastern wind blows softly over 
blossoms of Mullai wafting their 
fragrance everywhere. The swan pair 
nestling among lotus blossoms have 
woken up flapping their wings wet with 
dew. O Lord of Arangam who saved 
the mighty elephant Gajendra from 
the death-like jaws of the crocodile! 
Pray w'ake up. (2) 

Bilahari/Adi 


4M-n6y>6lfl UIJjkgjGJT 6)ctu J cTGvcunii>; 

gjiSTTCi^iu $ngo>4» iS«^nOcrPcrfl g.(i*)fCi£tu 
uun <rpc£\ ussfl ii>$, gjGuCcarn! 

unu&r^GTT />,cr.r) ; <jt>i jL h Qurn^j) 

Uaucftcffu & nCliffy urTe^GTT^sh jr>nir>, 

«r)Gij0><2nrn iDfT^^u), ^gjiGeijn 

<■*1. ^ 

uenctfl cT^jy^^cntTCaj 


Twilight spreads all over the horizon. 

The little stars disappear. The tender d 
Moon is fading. Darkness is dispelled- 
Areca fronds burst spilling they golden 
inflorescence, blown by the wind. O Lord 
of Arangam, pray wake up. 

ClDl_® g« Cid£*>* ■“G* . 

n i n 

C«m,*C>iP* 4610,1 ““ 

WUI4UI ga>« OJ ^ jel ' 

©nijac!! a.0ii>i9«W'i; J>«uA«>sxuft 

sunu-uvui suM®" s > <: ® ! . 

usn cpcA Cudwawiu*- *>"$>{!» 

£<o* ™ »f- 

The sounds of the cowherd's flute 

and the bells of the can e c 
and spread everywheie. In the ie 
the bumble bees are swarming. O Lo. 
of celestials who destrovec 
Lanka clan with a bow and sto 
guard over the seers’ sacrifice 
O Lord, Avodhya’s coronated r 
O Lord of Arangam, my Lieg^- 
1 pray wake up. 


Saveri/Adi 

L|GuaJUllG?1 y?^ 0 


guiuIj; 




• a. A A i |£Li rt 
GumfljTj£|0» *fci(gjfiu» s[{ - 5V, 

5>Gurba>gb! tg)* t * x $**' 

-*© ■»***■■ 


^wnlio.ct. ^1U> 


Clib'TCW® 

uofleun^ 






JTvfiO* l’» f lP 


oil' 


,Ciu- 
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The birds in rhe groves are chirping, night 
has passed, day has broken, the sea has 
begun to roar with waves. The bumble 
bees are humming. The gods have entered 
with Kadamba garlands to serve you. O 
Lord of Arangam worshipped by Lanka 
King Vibhishana, pray wake up. (5) 

ft }*majfl 

^AiCorr! 

u^Qorrr0 djlc7)i_UJ0ii), 

HjcuGfjn! 

LD0cSluJ U>uS)©SWc3T ^GuCOTTa! 

LDC^gj^ii) cuiTjgjj cufbftt rrcjsii4 

u|fi<?6lQ ujnQ io uai_cyjd) C^^ld 

^crnc-ib rr65fBTi4iiJ Offufitrcnii 

<$40£UC7)9 fQs&i G&nuSleu (ipcin, 

^cuGrjrr! 

na' ucncrfl cni£ib5»0cnrrCuj. 

This here is the Sun god, rider of the 
jewelled chariot. This here is the lord 
of the eleven Adityas. This here is the 
six, faced Subramanya, rider of the 
peacock. These here are the Maruts and 
the Vasus in throngs, dancing and 
singing in delight crowding the great 
hall in front of your sanctum. O, 
Lord of Arangam, pray wake up.(6) 

Malaya Marti tarn/Adi 

<3MtDGrtA.cn .d i_ fhj&ch, 

^JccdgijGuj r» 

^0'£>5> c ^ tDf uj , ^guGijit! 

JBAdPf# ^k,cn«Ta4.r 5,ngj^ii) 

,(§j<?ijGfifT! 

cmCU i(fr 1 tnncjr! G^auSlc^)^ 

1 1 ' , '^fils-nn^na rrjHAiA . 

LDujrhJ^loirn: 

h i ian ic (Sc’jCT'O'. ma)a)j 

. (ijj*! ua 1 

V ■ i cWcrtfl crT|i^a,flj0etrnGiii. 


This here is a throng of celestials. These 
here are the great Munis and Maruts. 
This here is Indra come riding on his 
elephant in front of your temple. With 
Sundaras crowding and Vidyadharas 
cramping, the Yakshas are lost in 
contemplation of your feet. There is 
no place to stand. O Lord of Arangam, 
pray wake up. (7) 

cuuDudilij) GDrfG*r«uiT tfitnujcnn) cmpr^jA, 
u>fTf£,M) ftiSlcncu c^crirt tf.CTCTbinmnq (tp^cun 
CTlX>Ou0ir>rr63T Ul^LDAACUlO 5>frOT3Ti_fl)0 
Gjrr)U67T ^uSJsjt Q5>acwr0, fbCST (ipoflcurr 
gjiii)H0 f£>mj<£F)IT L|(£)iT) J 2>GjTrr; ^GuCrja! 
G<£frOTT/51c3TOTT @rr<jSliL|ib gycur &0 

urjui9; 

^IDUIJ 2;6U^,^l€3fl63T2iJ 

<@0«n Gunuj; 

lhu>n! U 6 TT<rrfl GT^glT,g)06TTfTClU. 

With celestials reciting sonorously, the 
great cow Kapila in front and a 
beautiful mirror held aloft the good 
sages stand on their toes for a glimpse 
of your frame. The celestial bards 
Tumburu and Narada have entered. 
The Sun has made his appearance 
with radiant rays. The darkness of 
the hall has disappeared. O Lord of 
Arangam, pray wake up. (8) 

Madhya mava 1 1 /Khan da Chapa 

GJgilD 3)Ca3T^)]<JCr>ifi iPAAU) 

wrtyi 0 jpcu (ipLp<njGu>fi(£l ggJcJVJ $«r><3 

CIa^lSI 

>C^rvAcn uniq.fi3Tfr Gjr<T3Ti)rr OA0».n,*»,tfi 
■’ ^l<njn An'u 0 ^yjCr tricuCufrib; 
iDn^cun (^jfrcKTQjrr snncmfr 
^5jAj 0.^ u lti£4MA $0 A><jr 

^O^iA^/bujmn u«strcttl 6 i^tp<h^ 0 crrnGui. 

The air is rent with the music ot 
beautiful one-stringed instruments, 
dm ms, lyres, flutes and cymbals. AlJ 
night long the Kinnaras. the Gamete and 
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the Gandharvas have been singing 
songs. The great sages and celestials, 
the Yakshas, the Charanas and the 
Siddhas have been yearning to worship 
your feet. Now to grant them audience, 
O Lord of Arangam, wake up. (9) 


Aiq-iocuna 3 * U)cvj f*iiacn iDcortjb^ciTj 

*$(7<eusin' actigjtal-Cvj (ipcncTTg^esTGrr, 

^cuCcjrrr! 

gj]iqu9cm-ujnrt (Sjtpco a-2>i$g> 

gil^cu a_@5)gjl q^«yrn, i_)S5T©j 

Ofl)n€7)t_ gjicnsu(tpib <5SLcm_u.|ib 

Quit oSi rbg*l 

CfljfTeJTf^UJ C^fTSTT Q5)ncrjTl_gm.uQurTl^ 

cicn^i \h 

^i^ujCDcin ^crflujdn cicinri^] .cn 

<2# t 4 nj n fr* 

UCTTffifl CT^^>5,(TfjCnnGuJ. 

See the lotus blooms in profusion. 
The Sun has risen from the sea. 
Slender-hipped dames with curly 
locks come out of the river drying 
their hair and squeeze-drying their 
clothes. O Lord of Arangam surrounded 
by Kaveri waters, you have graced this 
lowly serf, Tondaradippodi - bearer of 
flower-basket, with service to devotees. 

O Lord wake up! (10) 

Alvar's Lotus Feet our Refuge 

The Perfect-First-Lord 

Amalanadipiran of 
Tiruppan-Alvar 
Invocation 

^ )Un ^ l 6 L ^ <3)Jy,UJ WDifliijaiurTrtjib 

U>ft£uj *Ceug gjcMfJIgjft 

ibujibCiunir 

1 ' € 1 ^, uj rr g, g n oth tub 
(LpG^currjiQrTjib 


I bow to Tiruppanalvar, who rode on 
the shoulders of Lokasaranga Muni, 
and enjoyed the vision of the lord who 
reclines in Arangam between the 
loins of Kavera’s daughter, the river 
Kaveri. He sang of the lord from 
foot to head and declared that his 
eyes will see naught else. V 1 ' 


AfTUt-Ccu <9>GffTTl_ uag, AIDCU Jb60CV)ftL. 

iq£>$ 

Cg)Cl_(5/jb £_<2>a Ufbgjlb ^(nptDtTrTL-|*6^ L ^ 

Q56UCtl nUJ 

CUfTl_t_ lSIcu ACTOTACTT ClDCafl (ipcflCuJ ^ 

2>6S^u|0 , ibS> J 

Uftl_UvC3TfTGb A653T0 Gun|tgli> UttG^n^fTCTT 

u g 6 $GG 3 TnG U 5 ■ 

We praise the feet of the Panar who 
saw the lord through song. He entere 
the sanctum on the Muni’s shoulder 5 
and sang of the feet, vestures, nave , 
cummerbund, chest, neck, lotus hp s » 
eyes and face. 

Amalanadipiran \ Devagandbari \ Adi 

^LDGucin ^i^61gng3T ^i^unn<5,(2) 

c£)u)GuC3t G^a^^wnC^ncjr ^cngujrKT 

Q lj it ip w Cl,tf5T 

igiiccu^yr v & surrOTSuG^ 

f^CTT ID^CVJ ^ 

0,lDCV> UCT^VL, GUlbgJ ' 


■ ****** •-.+*** 


& 




i ht TjjaSbi'JiSs 

k vX‘:»-.o-aed ty f T .« 
erovcs. His golden rule is just and 
bletnishless. He made me a slave of 
his devotees. He is the lord o* 

Arangam surrounded by lofl y wa 
O, his auspicious lotus feet 
come to stay in my eyes. 
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2_GU2>5) 2_GTT<5?G3TfTLLi S_6\JAlb ^GTTIbgil 

^CToTi_ii 2_rQ 
j^cn (ipuq ujG 3 t ^cjrrfr^j GjT)ir 

iQatiGijGnfjo, 

AGurriv,ft ClGurij^OTcraTft AfT0(2)5)«T A14- 
iumr Clum£lcu ^LDLorrcTf ^Gmfj.9 

(^liSUjTjg) l— uSICTt GlDCU , Cl<S£3T(T)|§i l j 

G7G3T A (mS^gqtGLL)! 

With glee in his heart, he measured the 
Earth, his crown touched the roof of 
the Universe. He is the Kakuthstha 
lord Rama, who rained arrows and killed 
the Rakshasa clan. He is the lord of 
Aran gam surrounded by fragrant groves. 
My mind hovers over the red vestures 
on his dark frame! (2) 

lDjL^I u huj ajl Cfti <7y a »- iDn lDGTT>CU 

OJ nCTJTGU rt ACTT 

**>£) C<3uulu i£)G3Tn}ncijT ^ \ ' ■: - 

GTD €33T U I |T G3T 

^2>^J GurtGV ^CTK-UJlb ^0)C3T- 

Gldcvj (^ujgdg^tu wj)fT cti^Icvj 

» *>$ ClDGUAj ^GTrCrDa 1 ,£HtQGui63T 

2_CTT6TTg ) gj| VlSl Gr?! 

He stands in the monkey forest of 
Venkatam hills over the North, 
worshipped by the celestials. He 
reclines on a serpent in Arangam. 
Over his sunset-red vesture, the 
beautiful lotus-seat of Brahma rises 
from his navel, obsessing my heart 
and spirit! (3) 

agijrj LOrt in$Gu ^'cunijGinAA^ 

^<Sn0Gljtf3T <55<3 T>G\j 1 

&_$0 14 «£>ri Cojfh)^<?^>Gajr 2_Lu4)<!>)«J<sin 

Gp> A, Gil 600' G3J1 GUT 

ingjig mn gug33t(TJI uni loa lchjSIcu 

St *,0 &Q l *6 >£>&I t^lDUilTGil GUuSlq)inj 

ft— A>n LJ lO . GT (SH £L 6TT£fTA6TT frjl G3T 0| 

a_ G^n^GjrirjCff, 1 

He shot arrows and felled the ten heads 
of Ravana, the king of fortified Lanka. 


He is the ocean-hued lord reclining 
in Arangam where peacocks dance to 
the song of bumble-bees. Aho, the 
cummerbund over his belly remains in 
my heart and haunts me! (4) 

urrgth^iu uipcSl cm urbpjJ^rry^giJ 

GT GOT ClH ImJT 

CTJITgib^A^ GT)GUAiA>fTG3T; CDGU<5)<!>)giJ ^GTTf^l 
CTfijl 2_fell |_J ^ IT}fTGOT j 

Gang umgjGmh ClAiua>6STG5T ClAncu? 

^n51 GujG3T ^gr^j A£jA)] ^ibtDrTGOT 
.j^g S\&} ^cinGron! ^ uiCuu&nGai 

,r»yl Q a fT6S3«)_ (la >! 

Relieving me of my load of misdeeds, 
the lord of Arangam made me his 
devotee; and what is more, he entered 
into me. What great penance did I do, 
I do not know*. O, His auspicious 
garland-chest has possessed me! (5) 

gj]G37nu OgdototiSIgtmdujgot dfcuun^n/j^G^gjT 

ojcysT^Gvimjp Oum^Gu^tp ^gr^Af^An Cldlli 

^UU6!T 

Gm l g gttot 1_ lj£\ (jcrsn^ih^i 

lorif^lcu ib GT^inncu GuGmg^ipri) jT}jib 

22_ tool L A GTTOTL_ ID AG3Tmo.fr! ,^HI<J.G ILJ 6TDG3T 

2-UJUJ A CAfTOfflLG^! 

My lord saved the eresccnt-crested Siva 
from sin. He swallowed the world, 
the people, the space, the Earth, the 
seven mountains and all else. He 
resides in Arangam city surrounded by 
flower groves that hum with bees. O, 
See his neck elevates my spirits! (6) 

<sr>AuSlG3T sf^^^Gncvirr^luin 

I^OTGUGDfjGu fTGU 

OlAlJJLljGOTfTIT jftjGTTu cSlGTTnill fTIT AtDljp^Gn 

14 cn ih 

Vp U I GOT IT ft ^ 633^1 fbJ A G3T fT (T ^ IJ - 

G^(?n <^1G3TG33Tlf)l GTT»<9 GlDU.I 111 H ILiG3TfT(T 
C j 5 UJ uj GTj <Tuj , glGiurr! <rrG31GriGnA ^il A.G3T A) 

*»• in^^jj^GGi' 1 
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He wields the discus and conch in his 
hands. His body is like a dark mountain. 

He is my master with a tall crown 
wafting the fragrance of Tulasi. He is 
the wonder-lord of Arangam reclining 
on a serpent bed. Aho, his red lips have 
won my heart over! (7) 

UfflujQT 61lfbg)J^GljS33TS7r 2_5 _Gu£gSJTl_ 

- <^9uiSl!JfT63T ^lD€uf5T 

Affluj q«T>L_ ugrbgj] 

ifilGrfliTjljgs) Qff^uGurft r^Gnr^^u 

QuiTluU^UJ tfjCTJJT&GTT, CTGJTcT^GTTU CuGP^Gyujj 
O<5UJ0)SJtC6u! 

The first cause lord, hard to reach even 
for the gods, the perfect lord residing in 
Arangam, is the one who tore into the 
tyrant Hiranya Kasipu’s bowels. His face 
is set with dark wide red eyes. Aho, those 
eyes have made me intemperate. (8) 

'^ > £UlDn @6 T>GVjClDGvj 

u rtGu SjcJai rruj 

u»i CJ^lh 2_ GJ7Ti_rTG7T 

^Ocfilcar CT) CT37UJ fTfi^T 

C^fTGvjiDn iDCorfl^ijapiJ) (iPggiiS 
gnumpib <Lpuq.GM ,§;cocv>^ gjfrcnfjoj 
■^GuCiflcafl eoCuja! gtott 

lb ssi C iu! 

He swallowed the seven worlds and 
lay as a child on a fig leaf. He reclines 
on a serpent in Arangam. He wears 
a beautiful gem-set garland and a 
necklace of pearls on his dark frame. 
Aho, his matchless beauty has stolen 
my heart! (9) 

il ArTOTJll CU ftj GTOTGEiflfeu'XPrr#, 

solGUGTffT'olGnru > 

£>_.6$lT|. £)I'IUj 6T> GT(TJT £j_<3TTSnub ^GjUTlTj^nCu iG? 1 

vij! (TTCT1 

-9-^TJT SP [f)l GD GuT 4. 

G.navr] rrG<J, 


The dark-hued lord is the lord who 
came as a cowherd-lad and stole butter. 
He is the lord of gods, and the lord of 
Arangam also. He has stolen my heart- 
After seeing my lord of amborsial delight, 
my eyes will see naught else. (10) 

Alvar's Lotus Feet our Refuge 

The Leash of Spinous 
Rope 

Kanninun Siruttambu of 
Madurakavi 

Invocation 

jf£lG 4 , 5 >nii s_u5>rTff,i£5CTff,rj Ci _irr<S- : 

^i 9<3 0 Cfti<aj< 3 ng, £,Cg>& G • ci$i 
lOg>j rj^GDln gJg)0g,Gui lOLDfTG^llJGn;^. 

May Madurakavi Alvar reign in mV 
heart. He knew naught else, and 
only enjoyed singing Satakopan’s 
Upanishads by which merit, 
Satakopan became his only god.(l) 

GojOjDrcTtiTjjd) jfo ft gp G uj cjr C cu < 5 ? i-& 

LnrTjr)63i 0i_C.JbfruG3T - tfjrn, 

(TUhl&>&' 

cun-yxrurrQLO^jrGo^gjLb ui 17 <h eft uu rr it 

Cl lh GD LD 

^Grtcrntn ^cuGq ^gejar. 

Madurakavi praised his master Satakopan 
with the words, “I know nothing else 
but the prince of beautiful Kurugur, 
Maran, who rendered the Vedas into 
Tamil. He alone is my life and breath”. 
He is our ruler and refuge. (2) 

kanmnan / Semunau / Rupakam 

-OjGfftfTCJijfl /} n il ilcJ.YlfHvj ty I 

4'..GJJ1GT?T‘ J 
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rb<Stf3TGrafl^) Cl 5 )ott^ 0<5«*-fT 

CTCfTgf)flj5)fTCU 

CT3T c^H (Ip giJ lD 

di fl. C*. 

Here on a spinous leash of rope 
The wonder-child my lord was held. 
Bur more, the mouth is nectar-welled 
When Kurugur Nambi’s name is 
spelled. (1) 

jj,rre{]lwrFCGVj %>'«£Irrjrgi &/-" T cuujflCssnat, 
C IX, G^l C G5T OT ^GU«T £1 LJ FT C2TT GJT ICj , 

Q Lfltij IX) C<T> ifiG uj j 

Cg,Cu mrijrrjj ^r§l(IujCTT; (^0<5tfi-fT 
ufTtffiUiT % vC3T>jf)cf»0 uiTl^^b 

I spelled his name and found my joy, 

I served his leet and lound the truth. 

I do not know an-other god, 

1 sing his songs and roam the street. 

( 2 ) 

Tiridandakilttm / N*xdanamakriya / 

Adi 

LD C^^LSllJfTGJ'T S^CVIL.A 
<5>ff1ui GfliaGvjg, rrwjrsirrsi^T; 

Clurflu.1 GiicraT^j^^sv it Q)£>fT n^tbiS)^Gir 
©— iD iliG7 t ftuj ^mCiuGJT Oujpfp £)G3tanioCuj. 

I roam but every-where I see, 

Mv Teva-piran, his charming face. 
Through service to the Kurugur King, 
This Inwlv-sell has lound his grace. 

(3) 

it> gttgsh mi < ncc rv,rr(TjTiCiGfjff) uj nsrrrT0iGTT 

Ljtticn.i) Vi/K4 it; .fxjh oS) ran. 

4 »« <iTI l»*.1 1 miJT ,| j ITU J | 0J0; C«JTITli_i GT (.TIT G<T5 (iijl 

' u " uv • ' li 

<0j gtpctt> in iinctn cii. ,/kni icsrr ctot n-jUDL^Cm. 

Won in scholars lull of grace 
[ (ad found me worthless in nn wavs. 
Rut Father, Mother both in one. 
Saiakopan now rules nn davs. (4) 


Nambinen / Yaman Kalyani / Adi 

rtjibiSlCcffTGin iSljpiT ^G3rOua0(rn'^GCTaTGaTiL|i£), 
ff)lill9GG3TG3T LD i_ GU fT<?T> fj LL| LD , (ip G7TGT C\J IT l_D ; 
Q^ldQ unGju tnni_0, 

^)G31uGJiniij ^ l£) G LU OT 3 n&GfrGtf , 

g^GSldfT) . 

The days I envied others’ pelf, 

And sought the love of lurid dames! 
Now I have the lord himself, 

Who’s King of Kurugur city fame’d. (5) 

O^fTilQub GT^GTHDUJU) CUi)l$l(jnCTT 
r^«otfT.jjj Q,dn\ |0»j> 6J0)0j ^(iTjGrflOTn-GiiT; 

(^jsnfn ^(2)* {0)(n=j0tfT.n i^ldlSI 

gtcttitjjlc <ric^TcnG3T ^0>y)ai jgjcucr. 

<9, IT GOUT ifil G (vJT. 

The Kurugur mansioned city's king 
Has made me sing his praise by rote. 
Henceforth through seven lives, 

He shall never fail me, note! (6) 

Ketndu Kondu / Pimmgavjrali / Adi 

^G3 S STn Cl*fTG33T(«l GT G5Tf GT> GST ih 

Os fTffl id ITff) li' iSl fl ft £91 

l_J<T7J T ff3Tl GU GV> g 61 GX> GST LJ nfT] 1^1 ^ 
fir^1 Gtn a tqii> ^rf>l lu 

<►£>fa^JT l 51 Ip Q € i_C0,ftU631 ^(n^GDGlTCuJ . 

My Kari-Maran took a note 
Of Karmas of my older days. 

I shall let the Quarters know', 
Satakopan-the-Tamil’s grace. (7) 

C1*!MTGOTT< ^iqu^Glin v£l<STi |flh 

^ v 'IT ) CTn«fTrTOT ^ Gil ^,1*-, tD IT) • i*?! G71 

lal I I fl/fl, I*tl ; 

,j9^(<TjGnCl<r^n<rRn(^l si^uSlnb v • •• 0,i{\lip 

i Hi «) z&ntzn ; 

AGiraTicrr *? ‘ •* . KI/k^G^ . 

For those w ho worship grace alone. 
By grace he sang the thousand songs. 
A bigger grace you cannot show. 

For he did grace \ he Vedas Tom. (8) 
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Mikka Vediyar / Beiwg / Adi 

G<ru^ujn a-COun^cir 

i£ln)0)U unm ctott fSlrpjg^OTTHOT; 

&>&>&> J’lT<9 5L_G*fTU63T CT(3T fTjLDlSI*^ ^ll- 

g&5> ain^eu ^l^gthdu uujSBt ^csrCrr). 

The deep sense of Vedic thought. 

He sang in song and taught my heart. 
Satakopan my lord is Love, — 

Alone the use of serving him. (9) 

uujGjt ^sarrry <£>^^1 |yj ib urrPii^ ^ curr 

<5w,^8U* 

Q<5lUGU JT^CJTfQfTS^, £<!5&&u 

(^uSl«u ^rr Qurri^lcu (&>ip 

(^>LU6U<£)ejrG0G7T S>— ffTTigjCTT GiDfTuj <£ ip 0 

c>l ljG UJ . 

The useless and the worthless souls, 
He will take and put to meet. 

O, Kurugur Lord, where cuckoos haunt, 
I only seek to love thy feet. (10) 


Anbandannai / Manirangu / Adi 

^CTuerr gjt 

C7GUCU fTtb 

jc^criijcn 5)5,n 

^druGJTfTUJ LD giJ 0 Q B fTOTOTT QsnOJ 

if)iiiu|OjfTfT u^l CTKaj(g^ff>ib ih rKoVi i£1Gg3T. 

To those who seek the lord’s refuge, 
Madurakavi who took refuge 
In Ten-Kumgur Nambi’s feet 
Has this to say, “See Vaikunth 
here!” (11) 

Alvar's Lotus Feet our Refuge 
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THE SECOND THOUSAND 


periya Tirumoli 
and the two Tandakams 



















The Big Work 

Periya Tirumoli of 
Tirumangai Alvar 

Invocation 
ujgHiuj GaitiS^: uQAffaniSl: 

£'-d: 

I bow to Kaliyan the slayer of Kali, 
the poet who shone like the Sun on 
Earth, by whose rays the darkness 
of ignorance is destroyed. (1) 

(,-um^l (^cnjpuj^rr sump C<^{b£>6?T-«irTipujCnn 

tonCujnwTxrr sundr GlKAjlojrrcu tD!k$orbjG0>nCTT 
mrbjc<r>0>u.jn ^nCLurrsar £,i_mflntf 3 T t*ffu€c 

Long live Parakala, long live Kalikanri, 
long live the king of Kuraiyalur, 
long live the chief of Tirumangai 
wielding a spear, who took from the 
lord the sacred eight-syllabic Mantra 
at dagger point. (2) 

G <b f<*h & * ^ ■)} 0 ctt (h iq $ j lo : r -.i i r»ii a 

(ol^^fa>L9fpG5) 2 jcucu 

0 ji$jp jbWTgjricu ,£i <£*> a o> (i) 

V. •' £)L (J(MV3*Q\b} U0^lX>UJLJ 

Lug,** 0> tSITfi\S) (SIT un^fTCVffjr 

l.lg)l GViCOdfeCcn. 

The poetry of Parakala is a lamp that 
dispels the darkness of the heart, a 
is medicine lor the pains of countless 
miserable births, exemplar of the 
five rules ot prosody, the substance 
ol the Upanishads and lire for the 
rag of heretic thoughts. (3) 

crrbJ^TT *£lCiu! an ld rTiTjj(ipcaVlGuj 1 
«rVSTkA <T,CiJ (7 (T<? IT ; • 

Clurrri^ 140,ip 

i.ismffu>n it.. oennnijiftuSlmb 

^aricjn^ftnb 

*-v *vp r.i.ntij (i, tnc.rrft^^^rr. 


O Ramanuja, our refuge, lord of seers 
who clears our doubts, grant that we may 
recite by heart all the thousand songs of 
the famous Mangai-king Kalian. (4) 

1.1 On Narnyana Mantra 
Vadinen \ Ahiri | Adi 

5U fT LQ. G <T3TG3T J GVI fTLq. ffll fjj^1 G C31C3T 

; 

Gu0jb gxJ uj n { g>@L£>fflnuuSl&) 

4 n iq GctJTCiJt j 0 <n_ Lq C7) git tu gu n ^LbGi£>n0 

^giiit 2>0lD acug&Ciu A0^1 
^piqGcifTffyr; tpiq a_ujcugjj i£*rr Clur^GnmAJ 
£_GTOTnGlj irt CTjl ub Ou0lb UfijlD Og)<A&£| 
jf)fTiq.Gsjn&oT j jfiffiq ^,fTfauT ffissJ^iXolftncnnC l tin 
OjiTrjfTiiJtajftrr ctottcjm ib Jj^Lfub. 

1 wilted, wilting, 

despaired in my heart, 

born in the pain of a dark womb. 
I mingled, mingling 

with lurid young dames, 

seeking the sex they did give me. 
I ran, and running, 
by grace of Good-lord, 

probed into nature of my mind. 
I sought, and seeking, 
found our for myself, 

Na ray ana is the good name. (1) 

c^iiiCuj! .^ipC*! e-0^ 1 . 

^cun^cua usnwsjr (ipcvw gj|u.'inG3»Tuir?i' 
urrcflGuj cit a— 4^nrrrjnogj&GTT'Gyr u^^yaO 
i jnii_! crpi^l&fcGar f^ncnAcn; 

gjflGi]' Can ibi CT)<4 ' 3 ^ T GtLin0ib 

l |l£fiTT0tb 

M<VP t.j>53TW’ crcji 

.Ty\.til<rainct< X!_ li j Li j rv.fTC^T /•.trr, 'oWfTGKrtCi u3i 

>,nijniui:tf3in £T»GriGn\itb n^moixi 

“Mj life!’*, “M\ nectar!”, 

I loudlv called them, 

and sought i heir round-breast for 
comfort. 
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Sinner, this self O!, 
how many days passed, 
wastefully spent in this manner. 
Pure-water-swan-pair, 
nestling together, 
in holy town of Kudandai, — 

I offered worship, 
chanting the Mantra, 

Narayana is the good name. (2) 

GsldGlD C<njGTOTL4<5> fc&CDCJT Ql)0A^5) 

Clgjffl&ncuuifTrr 2 _(YT)GuGid lD06&, 

2S!!ine7TfTfT &S73TL ii) 'a i 

rr tffi <!h cn j I 

<9>fT(DOTmrr gncrig, jfcii)(ipcDL_ 

ftii ^I0uu(rft 

(b*Timb r^ncsr 2 _u_ilu i^rr^n A^mQQarTcysiGLCjT 
Jb^Onujsnrrr crcjTgyio fbnmu). 

Father-of-Kama, 
our lord the great one, — 
lives in the heart of devotees. 

I found his Mantra, 

Path of redemption, 

Narayana is the good name. 

Seeking my well-being, 

through countless misdeeds, 

I sought the shapely women then. 
Lost are the good days, 
spent in this manner, 

more useless than dreams- 
of-dumb-ones. (3) 

»l6ij<?5Tf/yGu Ccusothq .N.|i Cli jfvn-,1 
|<5ii q j/rtvff-y 1 rrn 0i&‘jsfrG»u ♦ i.'i. 1 

Vifb^T^lffTjar a Gunar 

cn Cft & it t 

,r;xirfj «*tii t rn/y>r. 

• n.^y' j.rcn 5^ fc! i,. n**i 

'• £> i j j u J . KjI"U-ll ■ • oIi 9 j' C.V 

y n/j ryjdyffin 


Looking for success, 
stooping to low ways, 

I sought to sex with lurid ones. 
My heart went roaming, — 
no one could stop me, — 
alas; O What can I do now? 

The lord of discus, 

who took a boar-form, — 

his grace in store is a might-full- 
Well did he save me, — 

I know the Mantra, — 

Narayana is the good name. (4) 

3i 6TT fill G G3T <»TJ CT GJI ji li^ fT^j (ol 3 UJ <2jJ 

^0»puGu J 

3j fc>oJI i_GU fl /p tfl 3) ff, G G CT Gy | lP . 

Q^crrcrflGujgaT ^Gcsrcin; Oocvj 

^l^rVjSU^CTf GufT)ClT}ff5T , 

2_ch<ncumh*_*H£i (&>t)Go || Qjfcgi r' » •*bQb eS '' 

3>_l_lilL| GTCOlTlb 3i Gad G3 jT f£rr 
jbcn^^cn c^iOTGmb i-Ufc<jyiLD 

g^nonujcrarn ctcti^ilD jbnioib. 

I was a tyrant, 

my ways were murky, 

l went about as 1 unshed to. 

Yet 1 became clear, 
ready to be led, 

into a new life through God’s grace. 

I melted inside, 

my voice became soft, 

I was covered in my tears. 

All through the night and 
day I keep chanting, 

Narayana is the good name. (5) 

irriCtSlfjnwin, Glib** 3 " 1 # i 

cidncj£)i<a*-ii . 

^LDtSlSSTnGM -S^n^*9* r1 ’otolflbAG-SifTGfl 

^Sil n s> IlMn 1 4 ,^/h/K Jxvwaflw; 

GiiUn . fa^nijj 'J- n '0^,'Cn 

GAnoSlGcu , 

ibUJC-.l®.ns*! S2 _uju *>"<& *«**(•> '« *<*** • 

rv^nnii^n crTuaigguh n ru.ijj. 
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My Lord, my Father, 

my Kith and my Kin, 
my Leige, my remaining days, O! 

You shot an arrow, 
on Rakshasa-clan, 

and rid the world of a burden! 

I offered worship, 
in Tanjai Mamani, 

temple with walls and flower 
groves. 

O Friends, believe me, — 

I found the Mantra, 

Narayana is the good name.(6) 

T CJCSTC^ft, 

£>rr 5,c3»6tr>u) <nc3T<T)j cnrnffir. 

tfjfbt-N'fclb U|CUSUfT 2_CUd£lcV 

ti ci it 0<2>fT«wn_tf<rn7u »-»rr0u> 

QcrrcuCIutfMjCtfW ! Q Q *rGoGyjGGffi, 

qGrr<svj i..:r>g>Cuj O^n^gLMcifT; 

■v 5,n<wjrL6lG3T; urriq £it &_imbi£)dp 
i)fT7rTujCTtn'rT Gre^^Lb fisniDub. 

You don’t know their names, 
or where they hail from, 

or what their temperment is like. 

w O Kalpaka tree!”, 

m O Friend-of-poetsl”, — 

you go and praise them in song thus. 

O, Bardic singers, 
come here I tell you, 

worship the lord in Kudandai. 

Know thy good fortune, 
sing and be joyous, 

Narayana is the good name.(7) 

m 0^1 G G\j (j<TT 1 G'J S\ 6TT J l A | CV) t’i I 

^I^TV ) a5,^)(l63T6.‘yf lf>65T Qy CT1 g) J 

li ifb^CcuGtn .^i5,c3tn'A> Ci rr enesr+.r ; 

Glj0 1^1 CVJ^b^bl «_uSl(T«,(^) £TC\)G\>rub 

a d fT) ci) Cr 1 n G gu q. G<sii gsi ; 

!>>C^gU«r»6^0T ^iqCiiKP' 

rKfiqn-uiiCijjTn CT-stT^jj^h rr- am lD . 


I had no schooling, 

I let my senses 

rule and to lead my heart everywhere. 

I lost a good life, 

O Fie-to-me wretch, 

1 roamed like death on all 
creatures. 

I put an end to 

my roaming everywhere 

seeking a life of redemption. 

I found the perfect 
Mantra for comfort, 

Narayana is the good name!(8) 

{£>cuib 53(/>)ii>; Cl<ff6oei)LD ^itqiumi 

uQgjjuji'T <5 m,u9ott CTGusomb 
l^lcuiD fi)0lh G<3LLIlL|lb; ^6nsi9l«s»lbl..| ; 

^(f^QstTrrQ Gu0;0€\Jiij ^cifU,0u>; 
cucv>vio, 0 ii); u 30 rT)|ih 2 ,iv,££) 0 ib; Gurrifr) 

2>nuSlgp!ib ^tjuSlcuT Q^ujigiij; 

7jC\jii3 550ibG<3'TGuGincu n ' sir 

5,rTnnuJ6roT»T 6T<i3T6£)lU3 rTilTIDUD. 

It gives a good life, 
of wealth and family, 

and rages to ground all travails, 
facing devotees, 

then grants the rule of 

the sky and Earth with benign grace. 
It gives a man strength, 
and all that there is, 

with love that exceeds a mother’s. 
It gives the pure good, 

I know the Mantra, 

Narayana is the good name. (9) 

u^GTr,* a comb G-onc^eu <nja3i0^e,r»rr> ionif>ri 
mr*itvT^ii>frrr surren <Jho51<9><i3Tif)l 
G^CTFjGarrcuncu crr0j5>2> Q^iijcii n^cu inne^eu 
Cfoftflfc 0$nc&iii eft 1 

JfylF^fhlbGi XTB)! ,i^4CT»iptftar; Cllfflcv*. 

ft'uifTi^aS'a GflfTcOoSlgyjih /h&: 

£«ITG5T -iu <S>9&T>G3T<9>0 

iT-nqnuj6&3TfT GT.^^pjub 
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Monsoon-filled tanks with 
gardens of nectar, — 

bumble bees hovering in Mangai,— 

Kalikanri sang this 
decad of pure songs, 

with words of choicest delight pure. 

Call when you go to sleep, 
recall in distress, 
distress will flee, the song will 
remain, 

Medicine for all ills, 
come O Devotees, 

Narayana is the good name.f 10) 

1.2 On Piriti 
Valima | Huseni | Adi 

GU(TQ$iDn 2_L_<S'ijO<'hi_ 

Qjlfl «£lcT>C\j 

sjcuiij Qum^icu ^i_ii>Qurr) 

^05>A5>^ &&*>&&** 

<S>j,g\S) i£n(Lp^lco <^^rTg)tj, ^(i^cucntj 

■S’oSliDfT ldu9cu 31 5>i_ 

Vali, mighty strong 

fell to the arrow of the 

bow-wielding lord in the yore, 

Bees resounding in the 

fragrance-wafting groves of the 
Resident of Himavan peaks. 

Dark big laden clouds 
rumble in the sky over 

lakes of the mountains high. 

Where the dancing peacock 
caresses the belly over 

Piriti, — O, Go to, my heart! (1) 

/ f\i# CVJ - U&re* A'i 

^y.-^ujerq dicntaaufeili*. 

VC?.* J^nffj^fi GUjmqCt/7iij55 - ~ 


efil cu rbi aco Cuncococsr cSl rn«u^2 

GciJl|JfbJ5,CTT <J. 

iStajih QftfrcTTQjncnffTuSlrb^ll^rfl^cy^^* £ ' 
Qs^rnjj <5^cr^ Cl^^Ga! 

Monkeys came to help 

throwing rocks and rubble over 
Ocean to build the bridge, O'- 
Burning down the City 

Lanka in the golden past, — he’s 
Resident of Himavan peaks. 
Mountain-like and strong 
elephants do call in rut and 
gather in the forest above, 

Where the roaring lions 
majestically do stalk in 

Piriti, — O, Go to, my heart! (-) 

gjit^O&ncTT Qj]Sj3T gt&U-d 

GTT nil cruSljDEU 

^CTTf^jCl<£hnm £) rr)0)giJ , <^uj n 

^iqQ&rrcn Gcodb ^gcu cm. 

c5mi 

A tQ Q^ncn GcofhicnatjuSiicjT ffrrr^j ldcuH 

LDGifl u9 cSn 

incjrafl ^cr>2>JVcri# Ccu ipih 
l9-q u9CcSTfT0 CUCffJT0 <5T> & (at & CU , 

9^i u9 Cud &> n 

Dumb-bell svaisted Lady, 

curly-haired and pearly-smiling 
tender Nappinnai Dame, 

For her sake he subdued 
seven mighty bulls in fight, who s 
Resident of Himavan peaks. 

On the flowery cushion 

showered by the fragrant Kongai 
over a gem-rockv bed. 

Making elephant-pairs 

sleep to the hum of bees in 

Piriti, — O, Go to, my heart! (3) 
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ID/DlbCl AfTen ^CTT-^rfl £_ 0 CTSJT Cl<TLI 0 fflJ fl, 
C^ 0 GUS 3 TgU ID IT IT6U LD 

$£D£>g>J ffufTGTrciirr ldctjA (ipiq. uGTC %><7 
<@05b2> rbCo ^iDiu^cir, 
gJfDiij^l GjOTrii^cnr ejcncmD^uq A 

^usgxl «^(50 <rrffl<aj<*ib 
»9<D^(£> iDfnD^rafl ^^g&IGluitQ @.^5>C5 

A terrible man-lion 

striking terror in the heart of 
AsurakingHiranya, 

Tore his mighty chest, — was 
worshipped by the gods above, 
is Resident of Himavan peaks. 
Wild variety boars 

dig into the mud and bring out 
rocks of the radiant gems. 
Streams in mountains lash out 
many precious gemstones in that 
Piriti, — O. Go to, my heart!(4) 

LDfTA<3,t._'?U (V-g^-ST <9,«n£JT<S.l£iCU 

Cl<9LU ClD^C^TiOJ ^JCUlTlDACrt 

^GyQGTTIT0l£l 

2>oj 

<^jCDtjQa uj LDn<5, ^gttCI n 

Oj GTTfT^ip 6D 6TT 

^CDSTTlSI^ G^jGBT T^ITu. 0 
iSlrja curnfl gjciT^tftuh iSlu*A0 

1^4)/; Qacariry , QfbtgjG^ 1 

Deep in Milky-Ocean, 

reclining on serpent bed, his 
feet worshipped by celestials, 
He's the lord who's chest has 
lotus lady Lakshmi on it, — 
Resident of Himavan peaks. 
Mountain-like elephants 

pluck the tender Bamboo shoot of 
mountain-growing grass. 

Feed their voung ones with it 
dipping it in mountain honey; 
Piriti. — O, Go to, my heart! (5) 


!_iCTrn^i&GTT cH^LtSl rj ib 2 _gdi_ili 5jGvj ^rjctj^cDeu^TLj 
LicrTGTflQ&rrsTT ufJiDrr! CTsjrrpj 
§}G53T(to& ffu rrcyiGun iocnfl(vpui uGasfl&fj 
@0JbS» <@n>uJ5)<£ii- 
m C32T ib Gl ^ nGn ld n 2 >g£) Q jrv ■ i^j Cl & rr iq. 

ff&Aibq 2 _rrj 

rfpiijln/bgiJ oXOTcij u5)rf)luj 

l.9c37Tf^l(A) U,lb OufTl^Gu ■- • ■ • , 2 ,v 

^cn^OarTG^jib 

iSllflfl QsGSTgD <^cni_, Cll£)(CTjCcj! 

“Thousand-hooded snake- 
recliner of Milky-Ocean, 

Lord in the Vyuha state!”, — 
Gods in hordes do come and 

offer worship with their heads to 
Resident of Himavan peaks! 
Fragrant Madavi 

climbing high to touch the sky and 
playing with the cushion-clouds, O! 
Bees in gardens hover 

drinking nectar, come to sing in 
Piriti, — O, Go to, my heart!(6) 

SaWT Oa,fT6TT CQilbJCyiAAGn' AOTTGUCDO 

Arffi Guam Qatti^ ^yGJTQflu 

Ou fTrrQffjfTGIT G Qj nil foO' <9, £TT L( CJTGU CD IT 

yjibQuiT^cu gtt. 

GJ IT Cl ffi IT GTT i dfc CD C3T &y p, I_ID J iq [T, Aj 

jgciTiDGorr 

crilglib ^il0. ^CDioGujnfr^GiT 
1 .u^agtt ^u?fub l ineSl rQOTn-u ^iftO^n^ysu) 
iSlrfl^ O 3 65Tfl}| ^GiDL-, Clg>(6?)C0! 

Sky-tall Vengai trees, 

growing on the high steps with the 
pepper creepers trailing below, 
Fearsome Vengai-tigers 

roaming in the low steeps ol the 
Resident of Himavan peaks, — 
Gods in sky above 

gather in the lakes for a 

holy dip and flower-worship, 
Cham the thousand holy 

names and bow to his feet in that 
Piriti, — O, Go to, my heart! ( 7 ) 
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§lpeu <sucniT(ipGJ)ip 

g)(rt)li) G€ LfJ. 

^sSle^U) &a>G& ClurripGu 
^(^(njcnrr ^DUJ^gi). 
urjiflGjr, . cnhuCifl (ip<£lGuG\jcmcnsTCjT ctstt^j 
ffTCTJTGS^ rQcjrgj ^'cdloGuj rTfl&STT 

iSl [j'-D Gg3ttt 0 Cl <5 £3T rnj f iq. Cl &> 

Ou^fijgjCJlAU 

lSML£l Clj«T(£j ^^TU. CliT^Cs! 

Dark-as-moonless-night 
caverns in the mountains harbour 
hungry and winding snakes, 
Gaping wide above the 

mountain bowers hiding with the 
Resident of Himavan peaks. 

Gods in hordes with Brahma 
gather in the worship of the 
lord in the high mountains, 
Chanting names like O-the- 

primaeval Lord, cloud-hued Lord, in 
Piriti, — O, Go to, my heart!(8) 

^WjuSlgih 2>fUi>riiACTT «2_ciraTrTf>,ibsufTft(2j 
9 nr^j gjujri r *MW>L_ujnii)Co, 

Gjtyib <9cr<T^i 2>u> 

Chjfrybg^A 

@02)5) £^6VJ ^MDuj^gjj. 

O )ngjj (_d cu £l lu uSl«nni4 d)ktfffT0 
0>tpG\j u|cno CTijjIcu Cf^riA^, 

CuanS) ^uc<nji0<^CTi GTifl ctot 

Cl^OTTfQj ^hcth , Clfb^Gfl! 

Chanting thousand names, 

realisation dawn’ed-good-souls, 
saved from the pall of despair, 
Find a source of many 
graces in the benevelent 

Resident of Himavan peaks. 
Pollen-spilling red 

Ashoka trees blossom with the 
hue of the radiant Sun. 

Foolish bumble bees 

mistake them for fire and flee in 
Piriti, — O, Go to, my heart! (9) 


Afftuj iDrr^ip<£)cvj ui_€\jiU'<5>Gn ^gidgu 

(ipipn^u ^crflrru CTCifTp 
Qurfluj cDrT<5.toOTli G1»6T5(3CT(SJ7 Lj Quiuirg,(f>) 
crib Qu^LDncnOTT 
6UlflCl<5>rrGTT <31165310 Co)UL dGLJ fTL^lGO 

LD nil GDAUJ ^ 

5ioSlluOTTgjJ Gp>C\S) ID (T CD G\J 

^67t ggena un0d) ir>60 guitar 

CT1QTT ^C>J)|_UjnGcj. 

Burly rumbling clouds 

gather in the mountain sky w’ith 
roar of the thunderous bolt. 

Huge and mighty serpents 
take them to be elephants in the 
Piriti of my good lord. 
Bumble-bees-abounding 

fragrance wafting groves of the 
Tiru-mangai's Kaliyan’s song, —* 
Hard-to-sing-this-decad, — 
devotees who master it will 
have no Karmic account. (10) 

1.3 OnBadari 

Mutra | Kamboji | Mhra Chapa 

(IprpfTJQP^jgxlA C*fTG\JgjjCDCTJTUJfT, 

(ipOTT^m CfbTra^ ciJSDCnn^ . 
CurrGugjGTTcrft Cl logttgtt 

Gun)^ ♦jniijGufT6 , j Gi)j)«?>Gijuji9^1 

Qu(nj(ip6y)Gu acTT0s2_uSlc^)g 
Qj(T)fT) Q)fTr^t,^l a^craTL. Cunujrrcjr 

GU£>f^l QJCffTTtbl '►jjGlft. 

Ripe with age, bending to see the 
next step, faltering slowdy, feeling 
the way, ‘ere you tire away to this 
slate, — the ogress came disguised as a 
mother; our Krishna took the milk 
from the big breast, and took her 
life as well with his mouth, and dried 
her to the bones, — worship him 
in Vadari. (1) 
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CT*/J»5>ibC'>^>5)fTcO, 

(tp ctt £f>0 C^ncu essdm/;!, 
cfl^)(T ^OTTr «5.lpC5TfU 

ClDOJ £\Gr>CnQ& tT03T(5 ^01^1. 
^/hJ ct«t ^uuff £p2>«3) c^fpJ 

^GDCrriuGllIT CJd>fT(ip<S3T 
LOg] 2_OT37 6U6J3T0 UG73T5>Sn U n0LD 
Gu^ffl c^(nr5TfSiJ0g)jCLD. 

Holding a bent back with one hand, 
leaning on a staff with the other, 
perspiring profusely, rolling the eyes, 
coughing loud and shrill; ‘ere young 
women call “O, this is our Father, old 
man”, in derision, — bumble bees 
drink and sing in Panns, — worship 
him in Vadari. (2) 

2_nSl<9><ni CurT«u QldiujIj r&Qii>L| cr^^gii, 

g$rr car g,CTT(TjTjgjj s_CTTGTTih ctgti^ , 

Qr^r^l cnui <d>g5"3t d»-ipci3Tnu 

rglGtrrojj rf>0»*]AfT^por, 

&&£ ^l^GU Qjb(CT>5lb! ^leSTUfTlU 
^uSIrjLD jhainub Q<9fT6VJ(?S1 , 

Qqj {51 Cl^rrcTi GUG3310 u rr0 ld 

cu^rfl cvjCiTJTrTij^gijCiD. 

Veins of the body swelling like thick 
rope, energy sapping, heart faltering, 
eyes rolling to see the path; ‘ere that 
happens, know what is right, O heart!, 
— where fragrant bees sing in Panns 
and chant the thousand names, — 
worship him in Vadari. (3) 

OGtfiSTT QffnqA *C5Tl* , 

Sl&fcJ €-Hp 

frfTGn&crt CfbnGU^} ^lijch'iGYi (ipi. iq , 
a>oTtnfl (>>*_siin(Lpeai „ 

Airefficn ^cirrjji Ciouj^)(9jj , 

,-44<73Trr)i J>1 hot 

GlIfTCiDGTT Llf1n_|U> £,£731 0 • LG -ry| 

Gli bOO" 1 n .iJ i Ctfl . 

Eyes sunken and running, biliousness, 
coughing hard, legs knocking against 
each other, dragging the feet painfully; 


‘ere this happens, — the lad who 
grazed calves, and stood holding a 
mount against rain, is here amid 
lakes jumping with Valai-fish, — 
worship him in Vadari. (4) 

UQS7T0 tfcrTLOfT ^651 c^njjLD , 

LJ rTGD€ll UJ It SUfTlij <$<(lp&U> 

2 _ffran_ ld , Gunijpffjff, < 34 ,( 3110 , 

ArrcufT gen- carrel , 

Gudin© urrQib 0,Gfsr ^jjpnuufTcar 
6 U< 2 >ffl GUG331I^0 ^jClD. 

Recalling with nostalgia your bright 
days, your love life, and romances 
through coughs and moans, dragging 
your weight slowly with a staff in 
hand; ‘ere that happens, the lord wears 
a cool Tulasi wreath humming with 
bees, — worship him in Vadari. (5) 

giuj 4 > 2 > O«5fTGuC<wfT0 ncneiT 

6 \<j£>rr Clirgu^ ^lg«a,ib CGurDftuju 
Gu^fl ^ LUnfTQpCTl 
erlang, 

'£H t ip Ai_cncu* 

GDLD&O: G&n£l CTLbCllJ 0 inncjr 
Gucmr^j^^CLn. 

Feeble words mixed with phlegm 
come slowly, cough makes the 
body weak, mumbling incoherentlv 
like mad men; ‘ere that happens, — 
the dark radiant lord, the first cause 
lord, my father, churned the deep 
ocean, — worship him in Vadari.(6) 

uui I ^uufT <np£^(ry 

umjpLji jg)i <£$> 4PrycjTiGn 
fiju-iLi gns»/h<rn Cun#, 

2 ^ C3i fticn anoflPiAdT; cr<?ii(pi 
0<9ui_| C(>n CIldott OAfTfhjfcTn^i fr'jf'uGufTn- 
5 ,nio ^ptanfasnb. 

CinfiULii .jto r^diiGiifTLps^ib .^G^ircn 
GUflblll 
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Copper-hued-breasted beautiful 
dames will say, “Old age is terrible. 
O, Look at this man spitting phlegm”, 
and laught at you. ‘Ere that happens, 

— our wealth and our life is our lord, 

— worship him at Vadari. (7) 

<*41 Curri£lG3T;rrnu0 ' 

s2_^cttld 

CTOTTgy Gu<9iLD 

(£)<oUC<ncn ^lii AQ7T«refluj(Tur©j 
JE>(T0tX> ur<7ii> 

£>GU Gr^tT(5>5>60 2_^1 gu. 

GU FT(5LD Ojfiugj £,OTJT gj L£ OUJ ITOTT 
Cl) ^ GlJ CoUT^iJ . 

Lotus-eyed dames will say, “Ee, Yech, 
Go away, don’t sit here. Your coughs 
and moans make our hearts shudder”. 
‘Ere that happens, — if you wish to 
seek a new path, give up your damning 
passions and seek the lord with 
fragrant Tulasi wreath, — worship 
himinVadari. (8) 

srjnsuj Oi£u;u9su *- ';V 

9>6or*us, ffD&AGn C'-JfT^i S 
fh 657TL. 

JA GU r^J <Di Co *2^10 &GTBT g,]lp.TLuQa.fTG^T(^l 

^^uSirjii) jv.fliDW Q^rTGuG^il 
* iv" urriq. 

Senses feebled, body overtaken by 
stiffness, spirit flaggering, throat 
obstructed by phlegm, speech 
incoherent, ‘ere that happens. -- 
Devotees of the lord, circum 
ambulate him with cool Tulasi 
wreath, chant his thousand names, 
then sing and dance in ccstacy, — 
worship him in Vadari. (9) 


GucjsnG 1 <P) C ^ '"rri i y 

GUgjffl O<T ,0 IDfTCDOJft 
<^CT3 TlC\j CcuoSl LOfhlCtf1<5> Gfi)j 0 > 567 T 
£j 5)©51 iDnCDCu 

Q?-.a 6 Qj |0 Qfl,rTcjni_n unt^ 

&\_ G& & li iSl G\J 

«^GUGUfT 6 u, ixsjjjfcj j^r 

^(^GujaGiD. 

Bees drink cool nectar in Vadari, 
abode of our lord Nedumal- 
Devotees, sing and dance to this 
decad of song-garland by screwpine- 
fenced-fields-Mangai’s king Kaliyan- 
It you do, you will doubtless go to 
rule the wide sky, nowhere else, we 
know this for sure. (10) 

1.4 On Vadari-Ashrama 
Enamitn 1 Qbakravakam | Adi 

cjotu) (iprir ^y**) »Qcuib . 5 ; 

^cr-crr 14 gjti id uj gu it gu c^irhj^ 

5,0631011631 gjIJCyfluSl 6 \J l_|lJbTT 5 

5 t_ 0 , ifiGDGu CTG3T 565T)CuGjjGin 

G 5 G3T ^Lori CarrffriGuft Agju&ib uuj(b«^ 
QsjUjgij rhGu <T)0)j tDGun QAfTiOTrnijjgj), 
GurrffJTGuO G)JC^lTf^iJ(5)-D <T>f^KT33AifilC3T *.vT» 9 r #U' r -’■ 
£ _CTT<STTrrG<=JT. 

Then in the yore, worshipped by 
celestials, the lord came as a boar and 
lifted the Earth. Then he wdelded 
his bow and felled the mighty 
Danava Havana. He is my master. 
Gods bring freshly culled Kalpaka 
flowers from nectared groves 
wafting with divine fragrance, and 
worship him on the banks of the 
Ganga, in Vadari-Ashrama. (1) 

4 ,rtGafl £0 1 * (f^GF-Gu, squo 

/fcisV^ ,y)G3T, ClAl*0& O 

f? ijGgiioctt 

SOS’?65*2. G3H -£m9>C\J.5>g>J c^(h' ftCT)^ ^) GT ^ 1 Jt * ’ 
Si_uSln i>0> 6^(^CUC5J1 
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Coffin ^UjQGJTn(^l G^GU^ 

Qjgstiju Q^CJT^j ,g-€T>n)(0 ( f3ni_ f Gu00 
<JUlTGjf)G7H_ 1^1 r*> Af^]<sn<9»uSlG37 6 >OT>qCiOGw 

6^5?^ Si—OTGrrfTGffjr. 

Seeing the magic deer in the forest, 
my master shot an arrow, then also 
pierced the chest of mighty Vali and 
took his life. The lotus-seated Brahma 
and all the gods in hordes gather and 
worship him on the banks of the 
celestial Ganga at Vadari-Ashrama. (2) 

gcurisrviMqii) 0-i-^ib. jtp i co 

@0 'P$4*0 

i_ (tpCJT Q<5,n(^jjQg,rTlpGO 

OihlTfprpQJGy 7 - O^rr^^ci, , 5,^17 d^ipeiTro 
d?C\jrbl<ff>c6lGU Gl£>GUr^6iJTnQ fefttalDlSlGO 

CjIguG yyr gjj^Gu 0<9>nu*. ctctjt c£)if)2>£i 
ojGvjld ^0 vocnf) dhr^«r)<9,uSlcyr ^srjrjGLDCVj 

Gu^rfl dniDOj^j li_GTTjTrrrGCTf. 

The victorious lord fought a fierce 
battle and bound the sea, destroyed 
Lanka, killed the mighty Ravana and 
routed his army. He resides by the 
crystal-pure waters, in Vadari- 
Ashrama.The Sun gets ensnared in the 
tall hills, and like a fluttering white 
pennon announcing his victory, the 
Ganga flows from the skv. (>) 

gy/«U^Q( 1 ft- 4F^.rV *’• Q frduiftjj . 

idgjiG ii 

J ' S?» p '• n-'nU-TT §tt| * j 

•» nnn i. , ( n- 

CIl.» rr ^{f^ 6 TTrT 4 ,TTtf 3 T cob Uu 0 lOfT 6 :jT - 

‘ ^>jn'.rc^uaiff jj 4 i. 

Gurrfl . .suGfiffl .{,h 

»£• 633^ ' ih &\ {£$ _^k‘. hj &, 3- fh' iSP /V k’V s -’i1 

A<T*oG’#4M 

; ,*rT -^^OnrDft^i ®_ cncri fiGcyi. 

Lei me lell you, O I lean.! Arise and 
worship the benevolent lord m\ 
master, who dispels the pall of devotees 


and grants the rule of the wide sky of 
eternals. On the banks of the Ganga, 
where the pure waters wash gems 
from the ornaments worn by the 
fragrant coiffured celestial Rambha, 
— he resides in Vadari-Ashrama.(4) 

2uuj .Cg€npi_*0 ( @02jgL 1 GW(B2>» iDfbrpj 

^ GUCT-^1 G7T 

Glu0 (LpGDGU Glt_!fbfD 

j,nuj .. ^ V* GTGjrrrry 

{jlCfflT j)<.V U £UGfTfTfj)0j GTG3T &\ W) CU GVt 6TT- 
C^juj 8-04*1 ^Gy3Ti_(ipib 

Q^iiQuadr QtfUJ GiSlcvji^j^oSlGo ggcotbiQ 
ftjniu (ip <£h L_ Q l£l £h rbJ GiT> ft 1 IlSl G3T 

^^doGidcv) 

GU^fil r^441oiTLD43gjl S2_GTTGrtnG<m- 

The lord my master grew up 
wondrously, — he lay on the lap of 
the ogress and sucked her big breasts, 
seeing which the good Mother Yasoda 
trembled with fear. The river Ganga 
flows from between tw'o golden peaks 
on the tall mountain that bears the 
Universe. He resides on its banks, in 
Vadari-Ashrama. (5) 

C^fr^lcwjTf^j^^cO^^yCi G^^rhJ <&uj6\j ^.GiVr^yo'rV 
1 ^0 U)<D® G0>m£l<?j t 
urrrr Gjnjj CJtigib (ipo* 

_j€ 3^ ,ip<£lGU <TTLD Ou0lD<TWT - 

dSrrfK^jTvb £,G5T657rrev< >..|63 tg\j <3>i udjJb 

ar^n L^cncru <rup4j Jjft ' ■' 

«7iin(j<j3mb Q^nc rj ini ^ /* r»vcrv»y«/iic7i ^ejDnCinGu 
^441 rMTtD4)^1 22^.€TT(?rTfT(,«nr. 

For the sake of thin-waisted lish-eved 
Nappinnai dame, ihe lord of cloud 
hue, my master, battled angrily and 
subdued the seven mighty dust -raising 
bulls. By the penance of Bhagiraiha, 
the river flows splitting dark mountain 
rocks and pushing elephants; down the 
slopes on the banks of the Ganga, he 
resides in Vadari-Ashrama. (6) 
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Qcuib ^IfDCo AGiflrryib, CffucnGucumu ^(tp&JLD, 
6 ^CS 3 TQcraTfT 0 , G 51 cjiITGnTGUfT( 5 >^j 

CTlDft^U) l4^00lb 
ffTr^CTig) CTti> ^iqAOT CTlh Clu(fTj ofTOTr - 

c^i-Dfjrr Jg^DSTOT aiGHrr&JA, 

^uS)gib (Lp&g^GSTaCTU ^(rtjpU 

Af^JCa^AuSlffJT <5)«y»ljClDG0 
sus><fl c^^^<JfTio5>2ji a_GTTcnnrCcn. 

The great elephant Airavata, the 
ambrosia from the Milk-Ocean, the big 
sky and the rule over the celestials, — 
all these that he grants to Indra, he grams 
equally to us devotees. My lord and 
father, my master, is worshipped by the 
gods, chanting in a thousand voices, on 
the banks of the river Ganga that flows 
down the Mandara-giri mountain. He 
resides in Vadari-Ashrama. (7) 

L£)fTG3T <*£>(5 <fbncvj Gutfl <£U<n<SV) OJGinGTTaj£j 

LncincrtGUGST, 0 urTi»Ti 2_rjGcun«3T 

2>i'!!6ST^ipffjfl iTjgjJ ^ffudn 2> i £U 

t9 GTTGu rr 

LdQ^j^I ^UJOTT 

g ,non (yjajflirjgii @tl»- GgjjiD ^frjcti <3r»Ljib 

inrT pssfl nOT3Trrff)(j, &>rhi £(D<9j uSl cttt 

^^naCiTicu 

cij^ifl grrto^gij 2_(rncrnnGG3T. 

My lord is the king in exile who killed 
the wonder-deer. He tore into the 
mighty chest of the Asura Hiranya 
Kasipu with his sharp claws. I le is the 
benevolent one who rid the skull- 
bearing Siva of the curse given by 
Brahma in anger. On the banks of 
the river Ganga, — brought out 
through the great penance performed 
by Bhagiratha. — he resides in Vadari- 
Ashrama. 00 

.1 fh rr civ G\< »L n r rr /f, r*jj kh . nOf^Oj C;i &T> H 
2 j — CVj 2«. Mt 

3^ cJJfTi nrr -gimSlrrjC^rr) • " Gjujrb® 

y -ii< wn,*ji as? i£l uj ih 


t ^CJ7Tl_lD 2£H@ &\!b{b , }&& 

&*&(£> 

e^dD&jfliurren ^gxjidqu Qu0,(<*,ld 
ID COTT 01 ID rr Ificrafl f£>fTfli &i CD fh LiSl G51 

,9, CP fjG LC ^ 
fjfTLD^gj 2_6TT€nnCc7T. 

The clouds, the winds, the mountain, 
ranges, the mighty ocean, the Earth, and 
all else, — he swallowed into his huge 
stomach. He bears the sky with the 
radiant orbs, and the ages of Time. Then 
in the yore, the river Ganga came rippu 1 ^ 
through the space from the sky ana fel* 
on the trembling Earth, with gushing 
waters. On the banks of the Gang* 1 * 
he resides in Vadari-Ashrama. (9) 

QJ(fTplb IDGSafl <3, (V fh u? tf* 7 

AGP0Cu)GU 

cug)rf1 2_GTTcnrr<snCTT- 

<5>(n-)fbJ <fF>L_ G\J (ip(j, iga GUCTClCfilTCPCJT, 

^oSIluot ojnuj Gaujgj U 0| 6U^ 

GDQlbQflUJ^j gpiTbgjILD GljGuOJlTIT/K^' 

currOTTGun 2>_ cvi^, a_t_ctn iD(fK6‘Sl, 

a,i_GVi SL- 6\j a ii) ^cnrGi GojG** 1 
(d>,6T>i_ /h && 

XgcniDtuCLMT 5,nCtD. 

This garland of songs sung by Kaliv^n 
recalls the lord of dark ocean-nue 
residing in Vadari-Ashrama on the 
banks ol the river Ganga’s pure gushing 
waters. Those who master it will 
rule the Earth under a white parosol, 
then also go to the world of eternal 5, 
and be counted among gods. (10) 

1.5 On Saligrama 

Kalaiyum | Knntalavarali | Adi 

,*hcpcuu_|ib ^rfliqib Ljrfluin6u|ib 

^Ifflujub ftrrcmb <?fci jbgjiCuniu, 
.'flcPCWLjLJiD *f><MD<5fiTTlHlb «TiCT5TU in ^ff 

n!<9«snrnn&-cn, al<siif)l^ 0 }(j(n-)&’fh6 r, jb£b i • 

iDCT*6Vj -!** EM 1 u 

a,<?8i6vjMj(S5l gjfffjcu 1 2-<^Jb.<Sj lTCS 

^ncnA^lgfTiDib , Qr&ifoLa 1 
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With bow and arrow, the lord went 
through the forest roamed by wild 
deer, elephants and horses, then made a 
bridge of rocks over the lashing sea, 
entered the fortified Lanka city. He stood 
in the battlefield, and severed the ten 
heads of the demon-king victoriously. 
Go to him inSaligrama, O Heart! (1) 

£hi ti) urfliDfrcuii , 

LDfTflj C5)(jVji£i Anojn^iTjii 

s_ l cut J@cui£icn& 

Cluniqujn cutq ciwuij^ ijfbg) ncst- 

»ft ^'(H, efi)<3r lolSIcvj 

^c^niTiCajrrn vujjt^a icotjud Airingib 

^fTffrtA^lrjnLDib ^CXii_ r 

The trumpeting elephants, horses, 
chariots and footmen, stormed the 
bastion Lanka and reduced it to pulver 
with sharp arrows. He resides in the 
beautiful lakes of Saligrama with 
fragrance wafting all around. Gods in 
the wide sky come to worship him. Go 
to him in Saligrama, O Heart! (2) 

£_CU6V| (£>CU CUCTHJl^li) 

2L$n.l£>\ (ipg,GVJfT CTGTOT $6 - 

t§lcv>«L|vi> . 

rfjlGtnrT)(TcjT; Ocucairfrl Gfilnjcvj 
Ku g\j enj git; currCCTTnn Qu^ioncn ; 

<«J6^ajo3T-<9aMC - . , .w ^ |UJ 

arCTA^IafTLDlh «**«». 

The lashing of the ocean, the ranges 
of the mountains, the passages of time, 
the directions of the Quarters, the 
Sun, the Moon and darkness, — all 
these are the lord’s manifestations. He 
bears a radiant discus, he is the lord of 
gods, he is always merciless towards 
unyielding Rakshasas. Go ro him in 
Saligrama, O Heart! (3) 


£><31 lj nCTT; 2_£,g>U>G3TT I 

6£0 0*rrcO AfTtu d<flc^cvj guc^gttuj^) 

C&on C^fr ClGucnanb 

Qjff)'D ,T i_|CJT«50 (A,<p 

CurjfTOTT; Curr 2>_.cni_ ujitctt: 

lSI frjr^JcS) 

3)(K}fT65T - QfTtJfT SijluGV) (A)i^lb§» 

3 it a £\ rj rr i_o ib Qib^G^! 

The supreme lord of Urakam, and of 
Kudandai, once bent his bow and killed 
the many Rakshasas who came battling 
in a sea of chariots. He is surrounded by 
ever-flowing waters in Tirupper. He has 
a thousand names. He wears a garland 
of bee-humming Tulasi. He resides amid 
fertile fields with water birds. Go to him 
in Saligrama, O Heart! (4) 

CTiyjij^rTGTT iS1g\j cumi.' 6$iL@ 

c^GUGTT <TlJfr6TTa6VJ 

<5»urr a ; i 

Gf)^Wi3iG<i4ifl(?fr Qu(lT)LDfTCI!; 

^G^bgsl <5 Qlj^, a)6^ip63>uiA 
AGV $£>63TfT}j CJtb^l §$CS1 
&Q\g>£>(iGSt fcL Ih ^iprb&J 

5fT6TTA^onir>ii> Qr^^Ga! 

The lord of discus is the lord of the 
celestials. When the demoness 
approched him with lewdness, he cut 
off her nose and sent her howling 
through her gaping mouth. When the 
dark clouds gathered with thunder, 
he lifted the Govardhana mount and 
stopped the rains to save the cows, 
putting his detractors to shame. He 
resides amid beautiful lakes. Go to him 
in Saligrama, O Heart! (5) 

GlJlbgj ClJUJ SR— uSl (fT} LD 

0)ll5l0)lX> 22_l-ffin 2_6 WTl 

sumiincji: g,n lu a^r^ciileaT 

(^/pOflfTUJ^ G<9OT1fT), LOn<fUG\Sl<rriUI 
cjujfrcM (ipouiq inctfn 

^sjrCfn &,n gtgst(T)j e_€vj0 crj(i^ih 
^nujfTt.jn; Afrujn moult cucnroicjmdfr 

^nenA<f^lan-rnib 1 
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The lord sucked the life out of the 
ogress who came as a midwife. He 
also gulped the curds and butter of 
cowherd-dames. He went a-begging 
to Mabali and asked for three strides 
of land, then strode over the seven 
worlds. He has the hue of Kaya fkrwers. 
Go to him in Saligrama, O Heart! (6) 

CjCciTfTIT Q6ULD 

<3>yU| UffluJ 

acror^fT lSIcttoj 

f^0Oicjr; SjfTCcjT ^i_«r <^>uj 

QJfTCJT^UJ, $ <jN,UJ LDT^li) t^LU. 

L£>«DCU d^Ui. <&C r.«j iglT 

^rrdrr^uj <?,n£piu> ^cjrrTCTT -Q,asi 

OfTcnA^lrjnimh ^ct>l_ Clfb^Czj! 

When the others watched terror-struck, 
he came as a man-lion and tore into the 
mighty chest of Hiranya. He stands as 
the two orbs, the sky, the fire, the wind, 
the mountains, the oceans, the worlds, 
and as himself as well. Go to him in 
Saligrama, O Heart! (7) 

Giajn^rcn' <rr<anmi) /*(»•,' /gn^ju) 

QiDUJuSIgvj ^<£1 GT)<5>UJ0i<!bg^ tfp>rif 
2)6ncoCl2 _g\j(<9) 

^IrfliqLD Qurf)Cujn<^-0,rr<arr O^dfrcr,] ctcst 
CT fb^rriij &,n ctcucst 

^0iDnn(SlGu 
<3M," Qurripou 

ofrenA^ijfTO)^ Ofb0Gj! 

God Siva smears himself with the 
ashes of cremated bodies and carries 
a hole-ridden skull, roaming the seven 
worlds. He went to our benevolent 
lord and begged to be rid of the curse 
on him, whereupon the lord filled the 
skull-bowl with the sap-of-his-heart 
blood. He resides amid Sandal groves. 
Go to him in Saligrama, O Heart! (8) 


Q&rrGTvrQlg^ib ^sjT^piL ^aniDGujn'^UJ 
g,]OTG33T LDnrrcoldT <£0^C3TT0 lC ' 

^COTTi^ri! cTLD<9>Ga) ^0(Tnnuj 

c^OTffrauqii) C&miSlcu ^40(0) 

ClufTj^cSlcsT 

GNUJffSIsffT ^ujCgu &UJGU unuj£) 
2>OT5T2jrTLDCDl7ftcn (tp^LD ^CWT^.^lb 

5n6TTft^lgnirnb ^cn«_ Qfb^Gs! 

Bands of devotees, hordes of gods and 

batches of twin-thread-householder- 

Vedic seers, seek the lord’s grace and come 
to worship him in his temple surrounded 
by bee-humming groves and watered 
fields where Kayal-fish dances and lotus 
blooms raise their cheerful faces. Go to 
him in Saligrama, O Heart! (9) 

5,n(jrT^0ii) guiuso 0ijpjbe) 

Q rTCTTff>£^ fl IT LQ Uf SH t 

5>frrr^ir iDfbicns, 

5>g61ojS 5T 6J>C$Cl0tij 5,tfl4>U>n6y>«V. 

£> £> gy>njjrr^. 

cSMLDJJIT (JjCU fbfTllQ 

Cun c^uSI (j(jpii) 6^^ji£icn&€Tr; 

^errff)! gjGDCuCiu 

The dark-cloud-favoured Mangai s 
King Kaliyan has sung these songs on 
the lord who resides in Saligrama, 
surrounded by fields with waterbirds* 
O Wise people of the world! If v ° l1 
wish to rule the world of the eternals, 
chant the thousand names of the lord- 
Or else, sing these songs like mad.( 10) 

1.6 On Naimisaraniyam 
Vanila | Sindhubhairavi | Adi 

GDncnrQcvn fip^jcuGu Cli J0<V 

lX>rT2>gnfT ClXTif (ipC3T)G\uj I IUlC<?JT 

CuiOT^C^^f; COS5TU' 'Slcmp VGWh a V 

GuGiT>^>CuJG , 5l tSlfT^sf]) Crbnuj ^ITyUi 
<7JC33T g'Gco<^T 

^cj^cnaj^n 

5t»ff«r^Gcyr€9T; «u(bg*l 2_ 

A40-* 

Glfb^nuj’ 
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Moon-beam-like laughter, 
little-forehead slender-arms, 

beautiful breasts had beckoned me. 
Running after all this, 

I then saw the wrong I did, 

shamefully came to you for 
redemption. 

I had never thought of you, 
now I got to think of you,— 

memory of lurid dames receding, — 
Filled with remorse I 
came to your holy feet, 

Naimisaraiuyam-living Lord, 0!( 1) 

«flcoii)M sfil <«rr &(r^ 

5) CJ3T OT3T fT H 

i4«JC5fT 014501 CuflftCiD 

CuiT<£h<iQvpGJTCJT Qun^^cnGST curTGim; 

cSfjcuu) qrfl i_■9.cr>A ^^uiGgit! irmuin 
GufT(S3T<^jii(5i^ ^irroCcn! currCctfirTiT 
fF>coub ^l(f^ciJiq 

d***H_£>C j2>63T - 
c^n^iijIffrrnes^flujSjgjiG^ GTfb^uj! 

Shapely wide-eyed dames 
wearing anklets drew me 

making you and me forget Dharrna, 
Senses suck and devour, 

giving pleasure for a while, — 

I spent all my times in this 
wasteful manner. 
O Wonder-cow herd-lord, 
bearing a plough in hand, 
king of the celestial kings, O! 
Feel that are worshipped, 
by the gods in sky above 

Nainiisaran ivam-living Lord, O! (2) 

C>1» h\ ^cn 

♦ i^tpeu id i 

^n^,GGVJ fkQWi Cl i a 

'ftojacTsn Gotott r^incSr £MD»t Q^iuiLiii 
' % < • cr~.i .♦«, r o ' .,Vv ‘ 5^r»lj«£fitCcsrr63T;G«jcTr)GV' 

Qcuc&i 4,l<rrr -s^G^ion^ ag<jtl 

[V. GU5<3]| & C3T 

4^ cr>i 

CJ T . /l I^j3j|(rn CT(j>0, niJJ 1 


Gambling in excess, 
getting into robbery 

for the sake of curly coiffured 
damsels, 

Increasing lewdity, 

without any moral code, 

I did fail in my worship. 

Fearing the torture 
of the Yama-agents, 

Lord who churned the ocean! 
Seeking your lotus feet, 

I have come to see you now’ 

Naimisaraniyam-living Lord, O! (3) 

<TULDI_| 2_C\JfTlb <£to_2>5)GVl IDGy>G3Td?Gr>UJg> 

S3is>i>& 

lS) 0fi Oun^cft, &(Tf)ib ctottitjj ^OJrDGTwT) 
5U>iStGTTfTiT rbJ>di on uj)j{l 

6}IT)r$ cncug)gjj CTrfl CT^^cijT0 
v>taubvSlc3Trrcvj i$»ui«lfr> li rrijyicu^muu u nc,T?! 

2,1 , c . GTOTT QiorTl^lcii^,n)(2) 

fT5LbuGc3T!cVJ0>gJ 2_<S7T 6 y ^TUU) ^CJDl-fftG^cirf- 
<snfTji^l<?frrj«3^fIujg>gjj<siT CTfjj^nriLi! 

Forsaking the faithful, 

other fond and loving wdves, 

those who go after the others’ wives, 
when they do die and 
go to the other world, 

Yama’s agents garb and punish 
them, 

“Sinner, come and embrace 
this damsel made of 

sizzling red hot copper". 
Fearing to hear these words, 

I have come to serve your feet, 
Naimisaraniyam-living Lord, O! (4) 

^(jjWocyriJUjncu <*w «Tci. |SWT0- 

gif0)0j CT®tlTJl 

... ^cucncuGui crfjjnpj, 

In ,( »I CUfTCimCU ■■1, ifH^t-OTTCTT c^fKt^hn! 

rQ^DOTTff>ailGG\.)«,3l cfilG^GTrU i JUJ63T gjCJTCinGTTJ 

*19^ Cl^rrffDiTfT Auquiirn, ArrcucaTniT ^inoncu 
u(ijsu<5jj Cl&fT0 1^671 fO<9>(2> 
rr^ntrin ft 

c&iCr** f^C^cSi - 
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Those who when starving, 
seeking a morsel, came to me, 
but I gave them nothing. 
Hard-hearted cold one, 
lowly this self O, — 

thoughtless of the fruit of my action. 
Hot-spoken Time-lord, 
cruel and nasty, — 

fearing his terrible tortures, 
Trembling and panting, 

I have come to your feet 
Nairmsaramyam-living Lord, O! (5) 

iSGjitfjSjfTeu <*flCTT<5, Gg,m£lGu . 

/bmu ( f§a^Cl$nQi£> 

2_ip63Tpl£> 2_uS)<Ta>CcrT Q«>rTC5tGfD«n. 
2_OTTrrr<j&)G€U63T ;{^LD6yrmr 

uniqcmuLj Qurflgjiij u<fl* <Sh$S>$i 1 C'_ 63 t; 

UIJLdGott! L_irTfT)0>l_CVJ 
fTjfTlq f^fTSIT ffujjgj], 2—C5T A\ (rv,cuuv 

^cyu_jV)Gg)Gin - 
cnrTjiKl^fTrjGS^fluj^gjCTT erring, rrtij! 

Bearing a crooked heart, 
doing things in anger, 

I did roam with hounds and 
enjoy it. 

Pursuing frightened 
creatures I killed them, 

without any thought for the 
poor ones! 

O Lord reclining 
in the mighty ocean, 

I have erased Yama-Dharma’s citadel. 
Searching myself well, 

I have come to your feet 

Nairmsararuyam-living Lord, O! (6) 

Cl(T>0,i^65TfTcO f£l«nff5T(bgija) Cii rr.j9 crrrTSu 

44 -fiHGucu'rgjcn CUuugjih 
gj)«C^^fcjTnn QdF6\j^yjLD O^ncu Irjjffjl C<»>i Gi 
gjjcnfbJ^lG<5JT^3T; {^pc^rTj^rruj 1 

G»ilC» ; dFGc5165t 'olr>>jCyfiG3fiGu iSlrflujn 

QjrTC5T€un !^nOTTGijff*(<9) crrcjirryd} 
r^C^Oon! cufb&j 2 . an !bGg>&n* 

d>fb>6WnrjOTjfluig>gjicn cTfb&nuj! 


Thinking wickedly, 

speaking in harsh tones, 

doing many acts against Dharma. 
Trailing in the dreary 
path of the dead ones, 

I did tremble sinfully myself O! 

O lord who felled the 
wood-apple-demon, 

ever-in-the-heart of devotees! 

O Death to Asuras, 

I have come to your feet 
Naimisararuyam-HvingLord, O! (7) 

cjcSlcjirift AG$iumi n^oSla, < 7 TCfrr|ji ctcstGudg^" 
ffTf^JfbjGcsr GU rT(L^ub -egcurr: 

G<5,ftG3Tfrrr O^iLiujii) 0<3 »ti (yenLfisr >lu 

(2)£ijrTii0tq. Qjb0r^jG,L.cij SU€j31633Tn! 

jncfilGn^fr^carCiancu ucmoGun Cl&rcdar0 2 

un^Gin u9^ rv>fTG3T gtcst 

it cfj! cjt n g\j cugsg*) s>__ rirr (rr-jcru 14 

cnf^iSlsnrjcjisftujgjg^GTT crffs^mu 1 

Kaliyar did set the 

five sense-organs on me 

saying go and torture him to 
the core. 

O Kurungudi lord 
deep-as-the-ocean hue 

you defended me from the 
tyrants. Chanting and singing with 
so many flowers buds 

offering worship to your feet, O! 
Through my poems now, 

I have come to your feet 

Naimisaraniyam-living Lord, O! (8) 

9*?<an &6U rt Cl dll \ 

(JjfTL VA 

p Cqrfiftib Ccuuj2>^ ® 

/ijnsin 2 _oh_< 3 , («jOihcj)u LSMlu^iiiGuir^ v 

ffrjdinGlD dfJCdllj) ^(ff)j)Gg)dT 1 

2>_CT'. A A - GTD&,(&) 

$CJTi(] Clancn iflH Gjb0'^ 
rr^ndT 2ufimi-5i 0>&n»J d>'<*,CutQ 
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Building a house with 
mortar of flesh and bones 
as the beams to support it, 

Thatched by the hairs and 
having openings nine, 

Self, is the resident you left there. 

O Lord of nectared 
lotus-dame Lakshmi, 

lying in the ocean, my refuge! 

Through my penance O, 

I have come to your feet, 

Naimisaramyam-living Lord, 01(9) 

Qgjfnipgjib creyrn^j ^cmnGiufin 

fTpir^cn 

CT»v,cy>5)C5>uj5 <3lrhGn£>u-|cn cncu^gij, 

V ‘. AClSltuCJT CUfTUJ 6^)ClSlCl<?UJ 

inncjicu fandfl 0>£)n }j cucucurnrAcn 
j£,rr Gncuu-iLD Clcuarat gptA 

$ ii) lj ld rrGiD. 

“Gather O celestials, 

let us chant and praise him, 

never letting despair come to 
close us”, 

Indra leading other gods, 
to the worship of the lord 
Naimisaraniyam Resident O! 

Kaliyan’s heart is 

love in abundance, — 

those who can master and sing his 

Garland of poems sweet, 
will be the rulers, 

of the Earth and Heaven both.(10) 

1.7 On Singavcl-Kundram 

(A holnlam) 

Angan \ Varali | Alisra Chapu 

^\L A JRT (01)40^U> 

,§)| ID 


enuf^u <9>«Tocl ^GDGJTA ClAmiui O<9ifT&acl0 
ugjdJlemDujiTcu 
Cl5ft)*af5T 'Qcrfl 

** ■ PbJ A C GVl ip ti* (T) Cc LD . 

Singavel-Kundram is the place where 
the pure lord came as a man-lion, — 
while the world stood awe-struck, — 
and tore the Asura Hiranya’s chest 
with his claws. Red eyed lions offer 
worship by heaping elephant tusks at 
his feet with reverence. (1) 

< Q\Gr>Qo&f£ t Gutp Guniij cruS)rb(5U G<5>rrcTTffl 
«^llj ^ q_| cyjTcjr 

Q&tresiGva, «naujfTCTTC3T Clrf)^* 

S€\ n a_^lfjrrGrrc3T ,@i_ib- 
■Dcncugi^ Qacu frr/bft) Grrfjljfrtf, 14,360 cucar 
gjju; cijniij a@uu 
6ar><3 , Ggulit Qg,i£luL| ^iDrrg, 

f*il ft G GV Ip (2) G31 (T) G ID . 

Singavel-Kundram is the place where 
the lord came, — his mouth gaping 
wide, displaying his striking white 
feline teeth, — and tore into the mighty 
chest of the murderous Hiranya. Bow- 
wielding hunters move in batches 
through the forest, the din of their 
hour-glass tabor never ceasing. (2) 

GJUJlCl up QjfTUJQ.lfTGtT CTuSlAvr^) ^)IT 

Ca>fTcnffl c^>L,UJ , ^ CXI C30T63T 
GuruuiTjo, Gbffn 2_<£lgfTG\j GiiiftiT&g) 

^ILDLDnCTTgj) gl. ib- 
6 JMJUifinGVILD, 2> — (^GyiiT^JlD 

cSn C2TF rW u_| LD (0fi3HTiJ ^ ipsv>ftcvi 
Gojujnsa, GciJium 

S\ rhi <s,Cgu ip^jGyijrjGLD . 

With a big mouth, dagger-like teeth and 
surging strength the man-lion tore the 
might chest of the Asura Hiranya with 
sharp claws. Drowsy animals, broken 
rocks, and razed Bamboo thickets, are 
I all there is in Singavel-Kundram. (3) 
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CT€ucuib Oqjgu Cqigu Cl u nfinQ u uj CfjncifT 

CJ&COCJT 2_uSl€JlfJ 

Qjcurfj) ^AlD sucn 2_«£lrrfTGU GlJ^QlTffNgj 

^ibojfTcjTgi] g}i-tb- 
ftdicu fbnuiLD a^^id, a_tf<^uCunOgjn0 
AfTCU <5ilj)637lT)J 

Q^jujqjiii ^euGUfTffO, CtasOcu rirsmrrj 
d\thi aCcuijp0C3Tir)Gii]. 

The terrible Asura Hiranya’s chest was 
torn with sharp claws, and he was 
killed, by the lord in Singavel-Kundram 
where hounds, vultures and the blazing 
Sun greet devotees who falter through 
the impenetrable path. (4) 

GliLcjrrr) Cuijp6umij currsTT CTuSlfbjD e^rr C^fT^TTff, 

ClurTcyrg) <£^0,10 cudr a_&lijfTGu Cumupfi^ 
qGsflgjGTT g)i_ib- 

iS*€3T0 C'<92>4> Clu>fTO7T0 (A,«7>nr> f^GTT 

Q«5GSTrrj| «£JirTCJffTi_n5^ Q<9 >(TijSI cu 

rtu Oi C GXJ i [ ‘ <Oy S7T Q) G ID . 

With a tearing big mouth and dagger¬ 
like teeth, a powerful man-lion tore 
the wide chest of the Asura Hiranya. 

His holy abode is Singavel-Kundram 
where whirlwinds carry blazing forest 
fires high into the sky making the 
temple difficult to reach. (5) 

STrtljT^ cnuK: £73* g'Sjl%J{0)Cutjp CiJfT'JJ 

<rruSl«bC'llp f T0 £ % T’ / 7V £_ ; Tj S7^?n.r;| 
£^<flnF>£i t <?}JrrCcJTr-rr ©i_. 

^ LDLDrTCTT^i ib- 

Cnb^'<b£j Caju^GF !/i<arnpiL|€tT r^icffTjrji £>cn 

Clt>l/))QJfTLLJ £2_ M§<^<ni 

^crer^ <*<aj0 

£■ iCi AGG)j jp (ay GSltTj Gin. 

Seeing the burning red eyes, bright 
wide gaping mouth and sharp bright 
teeth, the celestials ran helter-skelter, 
wondering, “What term is this?’'. 
The lord resides in Singavel-Kundram | 


where tigers peer through Bamboo 
thickets looking for signs to the way 
the elephants went grazing. (b) 

(Ip £T) 571 j5, ^ fT) LD cfo* ■JoiTd}' 1 t_J ’jUH JJ , 

|9y5*U‘- 

xi T» •* c^rfl ^uj 

tr,' L 

^U.|l£ AGUg£'lb ^QiPJtT <&\C 

2 _€T|_ Goji_(fT li) .SU. i-i I 
-TTiLj-b C'ccucu f=#vrn;rrn.3 

• 1 r»j aCsu 'jj ^ernr G10 • 

The rage of the man-lion reaching 
the sky, the three worlds and all else 
stood in fear. His abode is Singavel- 
Kundram where lire, rocks and bow- 
wielding hunters make it impossible 
to reach the temple. (7) 

<b n fb £|L§II>U rbfTSJT^ipftgyd) n= 0 |p)ii> 

(ijMSnfDUjnd 

S?2>£> &**}{ 

^(iux>rTCTT^ U5 

AfTVU2)5> CimGT'.A A 6 U 

Cfiviu;oii 0 > 6 irnj) G» »rnij^j 
G^btu£,£ <£ujncvj G&ttfti ^Tl£»JA(Ji>).b 

^ f»li a G sij ( 9 f£^ fD G lD . 

The four-faced Brahma and Siva 
alternately chant the lord’s names till 
their tongues swell. The lord who 
came as man-lion resides in Singavel- 
Kundram where dry pods of the V agai 
tree sway and rattle while bamboo 
thickets amid rocks, rub and create 
fire that paints the sky red. (8) 

OiGucnej Gfbic^G.*! jh n »i> O/^n^/^xb: 

rfjih(ij>eini ui 131 b Cl 1 n rT **5 T 

,ximn&r ,v*»* £lor<D 

Cf^ncnsirt fiy tii 

1 1 HiG'jd.- •— 1 "— 1 , L|G^ & <-* A 

-1*^^ •' ri< 

. 1 ^"Icv 

A) fbiaKGtii ij)^ CT1 H G 1 •' • 
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O good heart, let us worship our lord 
who has a thousand arms eager to 
embrace lotus-dame Lakshmi. He resides 
in Singavcl-Kundram where gooseberry 
trees break heavy rocks, Palm leaves 
applaud and scavengerkites fill the path 
with their ‘Chill' sounds. (9) 

OtfPhJ $ £ 0 

dflflJ5»CGUip{£)63Tn)J ZL-GTn.UJ 

rrsGsr <rrib lSI fTrr<nr><saT 

L|CUGU 63 T 

UDfU«r>* ^cner LDC3T^iQ^>nffj £tl aj*tjt0 
^C5>ID gb^fTS) 

Q<9fb}ST>4MJjrrCTT<?3T QdT^TjQ«5 ITCU iDnCDGU 

OJGVGuGun £& @cuCrr. 

The red eyed lions worship with 
offerings our lord of Singavel- 
Kundram. He is our lord and master, 
praised with songs by the poet of 
pure Tamil, benevolent king of 
Mangai-tract, Kaliyan, who wears a 
bee-humming garland. Those who 
master it will be free ot evil. (10) 

1.8 On Tiruvenkatam 
Kongalaranda \ Indolam \ Misra Chapu 

io«uaa> (£j(f^jE>2)ih 
G^rreucuOTT, errub lS* nrTc^rr 
<fcu.Gu gjuSUb 

O^rrenriL .gjCTTicjuflcTXJj 7 

Ol i_|GTTGT^lGtTi63T Qjfluj lSI< 3TTfE»ib 

narTSTOTir £,lD ClL/rrrbi^ 

Ggii r^j B >i ld ^cni , 

My Lord Gopala w*ho broke the 
fragrant blossoming Kurundu tree, 
mv lotus-eyed lord who reclines in 
the conch-filled ocean-deep, my lord 
of the Puranas who ripped the jaws 
of the demon horse Kesin, — he 


resides amid tanks brimming 
with fish, in Tiruvenkatam, — 
thitherward, O Heart! (1) 

UGTTCrfl UfTff)AI_CU. c^fjnil- 

fh th; ggoxitff, qjgSt Guuj (ipc^cu 
iSlGTTGiDGTruj(TUJ 2_uSllT 2_6ff3TL_ GTJhGiDgj 

lSI grren ^guott Ou0(3)ib ib 

ClcuGnetfl lu ncyr, AtflujfTGin, LAsrafl r£ljj) 

(TlJ G33T6331 fail GTGSTf'^i GTC33T63il(l 

ffi fT cn Q Q) (T fQJ LD 

QgjGtTGrflujnrrT GiOTTfa^ib ^0- 

Ggu r^j al_ld Clrb0flpCiD! 

He reclines in the milk-ocean and in 
Arangam. He lay as a child and sucked 
the poisoned breast of the ogress. 
He prospers amid sages who call 
him “White lord”, “Black lord”, and 
“Gem-hued Lord”, and worship him 
in the hill of Tiruvenkatam, — 
thitherward, O Heart! (2) 

r^QTro uin iD0g>j @0£U 

£>L_fbg> i£Igjtidguoi,G n ? i£lujfTetrT. 

(TTG71iT)|Lb 611ITCJT6U tT OT1<5)G ^n^Lglb 

^ifTuiGng <^1114 aib iSlgrrsyr 
AG3Tf$ LOfTffl O Um£lU . 

^r^Gingi)^ rrerr. 

Q^GCPITJJ (£j67Trnii) 6T05 >j JJ ( G l i63l $<£)- 

ii> Ojbe^aCio! 

The twin Marudu trees broke and 
fell w'hen the innocent child went between 
them. Celestials worship him as discus- 
wielder and bow to his twin lotus feet. He 
protected the cows against an angry 
hailstorm, by lilting the Govardhana 
mount.tin. He resides in Tiruvenkatam, - 
- th it herward, O Heart! (3) 

urm^rb^ i mg3,10 tfnrt.G/iJ.t- 

4>h* 0 OcUGHfO UrT^Ai.lT, 
Gthnfrfr) ,^iua £>ld umsu^Gu (^,rT<nnGii 

iSlGtncyjTiT))'*, 6 tld CftrrGucvtGiyi, 
^£>0)1^™ 0,LD LDGrr&ih) 2_ GTTenrT63 T 

Ciccfllai GT(i) (SlgfT65T, 
*3 )^<5, a ih C<?fTcn6i 4>\f*y 

G Gli rbJ fh L t_D . Qn-, ^GT)/lCin J 
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The radiant lord fought a victorious 
war for Arjuna. He is the cowherd- 
lord Gopala who danced the Rasa with 
the Gopis. He resides in Idavendai 
and in the hearts of those who worship 
him, and amid groves and holy springs 
in Tiruvenkatam, — thitherward, 
O Heart! ( 4 ) 

GU6WT RnaujfTC 3 T, ^svicrarrM,0 ibnujACST 

C«JGTTcfi1uS)cu QsCSTfTy 10ft653^LU FTLU , 

LOCWT sjnftiurrcvj u>grrLOfjLD 

CT^li) GTLU0, GUCUg^GSTfTGjr. 
ffTrisr flDAUjfTOT @10UJ^ 2—CTTGITrTgjT $0^ 

Gairansu Giocfiluj cub iSlrjfTcsT, 

£lcnr cn*ti> LDfr fc/ujrt ^it^cuott $0- 
GsOf^j&LU) «5WC5ni_ QlTj0 tf ClD! 

He went to the firc-sacrifice of the 
generous Asura king Mabali, as a 
manikin and begged for three 
strides of land. He is the strong one 
who shot an arrow through seven 
trees. He is the many-armed one, 
the resident of the Himalayas, the 
lord of Tirumalirumsolai. He saved 
the elephant in distress, he lives 
in Tiruvenkatam, — thitherward, 
O Heart! ( 5 ) 

CTCWT f*D 3fh (CTFjLD Sjyp 2_ 6US>(ip li> 

cunrij/f.l CIljitott cuuSlrb.$cu Ouiiigji, 
UOT3T0 cpfl t-JGTTGrfl Cl^fTCTJTl cucn, 

urreu ^(T^^Guccpr. 

epessr ,£#Ci\C&nGfl sl Qibfrt SL.&n 

anGU0)g,ajGBT ^>cn cruSl irjCI jd rr(^l 
£ljpcu ^rflujruucucsT $0- 

CciJf^lSjLlb Qfb^^GlO 1 

He took the eight Quarters, and 
the seven worlds, into his golden 
stomach, and lay sleeping on a fig leaf. 
He rid the waning Moon of his misery. 
He planted his claws into the 
mighty chest of Hiranya, coming as a 
ferocious lion with sharp white teeth. 
He lives in Tiruvenkatam, — 
thitherward, O Heart! ( 6 ) 


ufT0ii, £it cTifl *mj>f]5lCe3TrT0 

^^rr^ipih pencil ^uSl <37 near, 
Gu0ub c^iiSlgio Glj< 9 f£lc3T,n> 
iS)£)ljiS1«\S) Qu00ii> 

0 >n 0 ib currn ucifl ldlSI^ r>i ^ 

C<9!T0ib ion (ip£lco $ 

G«0ii) fljnrr ClurTt^lcu ^ijp $0- 

Gcij cb 

He became the Earth, Water, Fire, 
Wind and Space. He is spoken of by a 
thousand names. He is birthless. He 
prospers amid groves with dew and 
fog, under a big sky that pours 
incessantly in Tiruvenkatam, — 
thitherward, O Heart! (7) 

c^ldlj rjLD ^gjtcu, ahcu, iQcvjih, acuii) 
rfu/.l rQsanr) ^i£>rjrr GafTOTT 
guidli 2_curru) idcuitCldcu ld<tS1 ldi_ 
lDf*]«nA Q«5,n(l§ff>CTT 

ClAfTli)6)«JT ^C3TGJT ^CT)L LDl_A 0«D 
u)fTg,fT §cn Clajnrpjii) 

ClsiL n«5Tib < 94 CT> 6 U AfTcucu Cl^rrcn ,£1 (try 

He is manifest in Earth, Water, Fire, 
Wind and Space. He is the king of 
gods, the bee-humming lotus- 
dame Lakshmi’s spouse. Thin waisted 
gypsy women sit on lofts in the 
treetops and watch over the tracts of 
red soil in Tiruvenkatam, 
thitherward, O Heart! ( 8 ) 

CuAih ^l0.ibnLDib <ni!0 

Cu !T€U ©S) f£)cyrfpj 
CuAsufTn flt,cr»LD sv_tu lu cunnii^, 

iSlfDuui ^1 iTjiA0ii) lSI g 

surra uin mcurT f^n^j cumi Ouni£)cvj 

Qtp g50ii> &-CU0A0 ctcvjhld 
CgjtflDITUjA, $A(l£lb LDCDGUg) £1(0- 

GGLirbJALli <^CTu , Q<b&* J Cio' 

Those who recite the eight-syllable 
Mantra, over and over again, — be 
elevates and rids them of their birth- 
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He resides in fragrant blossoming 
bowers as a beacon in the sky for the 
dark world below, in Tiruvenkatam, 
— thitherward, O Heart! (9) 

Cl <9ni] A LLl G\J <£l 6D GXT&i li) &GDG&Q) 

Ggu ClaffuGlJOTGiJl 

LD fbj CiD &> UJ H d] CD CU (iU 631 5 j ©S) £h GTI 1 

cusrai 3,if>)j£0 Cla^CUncu iDfT«nsua*tfn 
ar^JCnA SUGDfl** GUQJ- 

ojnnthGn £,to,/»tO£>n>KC< a> 

GuViseh inn gdguujld ^rrcnjcuri 

GurrcST 2_cu0 ^GncijCrj. 

Red fish jump in lakes of Tiruvenkatam 
where the lord resides in affluence, 
praised by Mangai-tract King Kalikanri 
in fragrant Tamil poems. Those who 
master it will rule the ocean-gridled Earth 
and the sky as well, without a doubt. (10) 

1.9 For Tiruvenkatam 

Taye | Senchurutti \ Ekam 

^ ,#Uj cTcjrrjrjjii>, gjrrrjCu) <£)6T>6rT 

CTfi3T(Q|lB, 

^{b^Guj uilCIl ffi^liTjGgiC^jgjjCTTcrxsnfft 

ITGTOTu gjj S? 1 ’ <^W,6D'5u51 OTTrT CVJ' 
Gcuujsjiij yjibOurriflcu cfjlcn 

j^)(fTjGcu GUfT 1 

IbfTGujCJT cmjjgjj 4MCDI jiC^GST; *, v .” 

ffic»Ji tin &ot fh Cl < 9 i rTfaooi i_(f^c cn. 

O Lord of Tiruvenkatam surrounded 
by Bamboo thickets and fragrant 
proves! Melting for Mother, Father, 
Wife, relatives and friends I sickened 
and suffered. This dog-begone sell 
has come with a desire to see you. 
Fray take me into your service! (1) 

iflitGirr6}uj<‘fccTOi ici cunii LDiiiA^lcut i«_ ion 

{f»l GVJ 

Jb”Ccv fb^GSinGfilg, ffrQ&LD uncijib 

fl uuC.^^yi 


Gg,6376JUJ U,lbClufTl^lcU ^(/^GcurijAL 

LDnincncu CT63T 

^OTTaiu! GU/fjgjJ CDuJbG^, git: ^i^Gujcdcst 

.U Q<£F»fT6j3TL_ (<bG«n. 

O Lord of Tiruvenkatam hills, 
surrounded by bee-humming flower 
groves! My Elephant! Caught in the 
lure of fawn-eyed dames, I stooped to 
commit all kinds of hell-going sins. 
Today I have come to you. Pray take 
me into your service! (2) 

ClArrOTiCroai ugu 2_uSIrj, (^rfj)<3>C.9hrTOTi 

^ajaetnicniSlcsrrTcvj; 

CTGjrCn-jcpii) Qth 

^i51Guj63t - 

0C3rTf^|67lij ClOA-LDc^^IlT ^CrfllTLDfTlDGincU 
Geufbj Alguit! 

^sjrGrr) f^G^cjn; ^i^CtuGnsar 

_Cl /h rt W3T i_^Ccn. 

With no aim or purpose in life, I went 
about killing people. 1 never knew’ what 
it is to speak a kind word to people who 
came seeking my help. On the hill tops 
the clouds rumble in cool Tiruvenkatam. 
Today I have come to you. Pray 
take me into your service! (3) 

0culD tfjficn ffr^j<5)6nGSTu|Lb iSlojfeG^) 

CTiu5>Cg)niJ>lffjG^i6an[ j 

ibcvjLD g,ncOT ^Gcucirr; r^cuGu^j 6 £>it 

c^n^LD Cl^ujgjjii) ^Ggvjott - 

fglcuii) Gg,mij <5<n (ip^leu Gan Clr^r# <^4," 

^l(rtjCcufbiOjL cijit: 

^cnffuiTjC^Gyr cujbgjj ^ctil rfjG^^ i 

uj G uj cn Cl<a,n€33Ti_(n^Gtn. 

In how many families I have taken 
birth, and died, laboriously. 1 have no 
goodness, nothing good have 1 done so 
far. Dark clouds mb the ground, over 
the toot paths in the hill of 
Tiruvenkatam. Today I have come to 
you. Pray take me into your service! (4) 
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CTU UITSUli> UCUCI]Li) ^65)CuClU QfflUgj, 

<§ cn ctt^, Q &i n i£i G €57: 
gjjuun! rglcjr ^u^Cuj Cl£rn_irii>gij Gj& 2 >ctju) 
<9jjP CSTl^l CdUGTT - 

Clffuq <^rr ^ls37rcu€7)iT(*,ip jS^Csuni&u 
LDITIDCTJCU CTG3T 

^uun! ffuffjgj c^OTuj^C^GjfTr^i^CujCincjT 
A rr cfijr i_ 0 Got . 

For ever performing sinful acts, 
I became weak and sad. O Deft one! 
Nor have I chanted the glories of your 
feet. Copper-like strong mountains rise 
around your abode, my Father! O Lord 
of Tiruvenkatam, I have come to you. 
Pray take me into your service! (5) 

idcwt^oj (gfrcTjft *ire',tc><5>A a_cvjmoL|ib 

<5m,6#(T6^£iO «5g,u> 

M655T tSH/r gjGSfgJd€TT L^CULDOld) 

CTLU^Q^rri^ljTjG^ciir- 

cfilcfsT <*>yT r^GTT S\ a.; 

cun’! 

-show Gram ^ci^ujibGsciT; ^i^Cuuer>G?r 

Qa»rT«jim_(2jGcn. 

You are the Earth, Water, Fire, Wind 
and the cloud-bearing sky. Carrying 
a wound-festered body, I have come 
groaning, weak and tired. O Lord of 
sky-toiuLing Tiruvenkatam hills, my 
Elder! 1 have come to you. Pray take 
me into your service! (6) 

Gujcjt urrc\jA<T5inujij ucvj $<ar>LD0,sn 
Glfluj^ji/lilCuan; 

‘^Guj63T c^iU^CJTlSldrT, vn t n* 2_i ..yjjjgji 
Cje.ntp ^Cfftf’C.TT- 

■9,1^ G/in CIliP^Fi.i T>n £jOT)Cu 

Gciiffc A«_ Clin* 

.^rflGtjj! >i>& ^icirn_ib^£>G<n: 

Gl a nt_ n • .* . 

Even as a lad, unknowingly, I did 
many wicked things. When I grew 
up, I ran after others and lost myself. 
O Lord of elephant-roaming-groves 


Tiruvenkatam hills, my Master! I have 
come to you. Pray take me into your 
service! (7) 

CtT,ITroCiT)G3T U€U lSl(T)sft; r^jCTTJT) cn<Db 

ancOTugi ^s^^auSlcrrrTGv, 

GJjbCffidf:; ^Jij i^lfpuGu ^;i _it 2_0rr)GT:63T- 
cnb Qu^ioafe'jr; 

Gafia Ggjcn urTujiTjg 3 j (£,<rfl>T 

G<3iTCTjC\J cV, ^ GlSU fhJ ftt—CiJ n ! 
S^b^rodr Gufo&rf ^ulCiuc^cJt 

c^4j!— OffifTG73Tt_(^CpUTT- 

I have gone through many lives. In this 
life I became ready to atone for my 
unbearable Karmic past, because of 
my desire to see you. O Lord of 
Tiruvenkatam hills, with cool groves 
where beehives on branches overflow 
with honey! I have come to you. Pray 
take me into your service! (8) 

LjfbCf^G'j ^wiiTyii) jgCsuarr; i iff<r.jCio Qffuj&f 
UfTcfil ; 

i.n[r)Grr)cu ^j^CiuGih LrirrujCc^! 

CTfhl<5,6r LDn-^,Q.tG«r 

^coG^got urnuthgj 

G<tu fbj a l_ cu n!- 

c5i‘bQnG5T Gu<bgu .$*«'• .q/I&ot ; ^laGuis^^ 
Q&ncjri 'jyU*. 

I have no support, all the while doing 
wrong I became a sinner and knew 
nothing else. O Wonder lord, my 
Madava, O Lord of Tiruvenkatam 
with lotus ponds where beehives on 
rocks overflow with honey! Freeing 
myself, I have come to you. Pray 
take me into your service! (9) 

A67JT <^.UJ. cjips_ CU(«5>A(<9} 2 _u$lrr ^H,u <^ ,r 
th « ft ffi i oar ciEfT err ** 

g/j!cjv ttfiji fxn mil ijfjcvjif) to 1 lj cu 

C<iljPUlM CciiJ^I 1U<3>' ^ ‘ 
£i\<£l'J+* LDm niu&cri i6yj> $1 (irii’ij6y>* ,uJ ^ 

1 .^l,n 1 ini cu - |£,0J|vh i.iuSlG\; qj arr<5i,«^ 

ffiQjGhGj. i incj.thi/i/*^ 1 
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The cloud-hued lord, dear to the seven 
worlds, — as eyes and life-breath, — 
is the Vedic lord of Tiruvenkatam 
hills amid groves where even celestials 
come to offer worship. The strong 
walled Tirumangai king Kaliyan has sung 
Pann-based garland of songs in his 
praise. Those who master it will become 
freed of Karma. (10) 

1.10 Address to the lord of 
Venkatam 

Kannar \ Nadanamakriya \ 
Kbanda Cbapu 

«l_CO 

/J wT> ( T) (ill C3T & dsr 

'Mcyir -5.1,1ftih ifilcTn.ftAtj sold Oacu 

2 —lU&,&>(TU.l 1 

cOTrCsjrrn-fT 0$nn£ih ion 

UDCS 1 GU ■ lD’Ji 

^c^resna! g’UC"** 

c*tuj rCuj. 

^ Elder, Resident of Venkatam hills 
^’here the celestials offer worship! You 
rained arrows and rent the mighty chest 
of the King of ocean-hemmed Lanka. 
Rid me, your servant, of my grief. (1) 

v A(S) c^n^ITU @^’CP ^i,ui 

(tfjGVjii) iDn<ni, Cl*aiq.u i-jcn 

flip mu* 

ffnlc\^fbja>Gu ' 1 /).<, •• 1 ’.• ", •> , ii) ClDui 

<j^|<rnu (ipujiunuJ cSn^kTinCuj. 

O Lord wearing a beautiful Tulasi 
wreath! Resident of Venkatam hills 
whose peaks rise without a peer! You 
rode the Garuda bird to destroy the 
clannish Rakshasas who ruled the 
Lanka kingdom. Pray grace me. (2) 


^iT rpCUSplh (ipij^gu 2_€37T0, 

Gjn .^gvjld ^crflnCtDCu gjiiiSlffu irnij^nuj! 

Jrr ion LDGTiGu Giolu 

Lq.Goj£)(£> ^(f^crrnCuj . 

Insatiable ambrosia! Resident of the 
great and wealthy Venkatam hills! You 
swallowed the Earth, the ocean and all 
else, and slept as a child on a fig leaf! 
Pray grace me, your servant. (3) 

jWTumu s_$Cu)go 2>gu GIriu 
QAn^raT*. nuu (£}JE)Gtt jfjlcuib ir-ft 

rrCcu; 

cfilc^TT Gg)fTULl &fhQjfr ^(T^GgLI rii^l_LD GlDuj 
^ i4Guj^p«R(£) ^E>|(f7)CTTi_|fflujrTCuj. 

O Lfniverse-lord, Resident of Venkatam 
hills whose peaks pierce the sky! You 
ate the fragrant butter from the rope- 
shelf, you came as a manikin and took 
the Earth in two steps! Pray shower 
your grace on me, your servant. (4) 

gJICTTT c^g>g)fT@ fTUJ GlJjtigi! 

Cl_l6371(T ^ GLj OT3TC7T iSIcnjj,^) llL.mil! 

CtfOTJ* ,£>4, IT ip(rVjCGlinj<ftu_ IfifT 1 OCT") G\) ClDUJ 
C^rT^YI rv, (T£r>€F> £3TT ID ft ILJ (<9} A G <9i H <JT1 

CT GD CJJT r^Guj . 

O Serpent-reclining lord, Resident of 
Venkatam hills rising high! You apeared 
as a man-lion from out of a pillar, and 
split the mighty chest of the haughty 
Hiranya. Pray rake notice of me.(5) 

U5 OTTcn n til 1 £) tsfl .9 u dil u■ rK-ft.'fl 

g>f3i ^<31 Q,-j iuib 

**1 vilTI <*\) CvU (731 

C 90 ^I^Cojrbj&L ii Gidui 

t EW,tKr>6»T CTC31 ULlb3T fflCT OJfoJCT jG\J 

crrm(,(,Ti. 

Mv Elephant, mv Lord, Resident of 
Venkatam hills lit by the lightning of 
dark clouds! — he is mv master, he 
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rid me of my lowly mortal birth, 
made me his, and gave me service to 
his feet. He is now in my heart. (6) 

U5fT(3T GJliJ IDL_ QijTjg, 

cj(j> Gfl(nni_ Cl5fr)*D r?*srjfl 6U£3>rj5, 

1 - iTGnrr 

CdJ,CQT LDIT l£JO>CU GlOuj 

CarrCcjT ctigtt ujcsnb (S^CUmOTTgl 

@05?2>nCiu. 

My Lord, sweet as honey, Resident of 
the mighty Venkatam hills! For the 
sake of the fawn-eyed Nappinnai 
Dame you fought seven fierce bulls, 
with your strong mountain-like arms! 
You now reside in my heart. (7) 

Ctfujfijr ^GrjflojcjT gtott ^IrVjon^ujcn r9<snff) 
iDfTujGiT, ificjsfl currcir Qeuejin g,fjGnnii5>cn 

CeuiL cfilprar^j s_£|rrC clidal uon logjigu Clduj 

c^ljUJOTT LDfT)^j ^ r^CujGGTT. 

Lord near, lord afar, wonder-lord who 
stays in my thoughts, — he is the 
Resident of mighty Venkatam hills 
where Bamboos burst and spill 
brilliant gems and lustrous pearls. 
Other than the lotus feet of the 
cowherd lord, I have no refuge. (8) 

Cii<i)g>rTULJ; GTGirr lOCTTlD l|(2>! b&ndj', ID6 ^ Tff3 ^ 

<£l csrrr) nuj 

Ibjb2> n £b ^ afb,fhcir Jb^ 1 ^! 

^^rr.DG^C i ' ' ' Cwui 

cijt^nui ujnsin <2_«r>caT 6i<an('r>»U) 

sfil Cl C 631, 

O Lord, source of eternal light, our 
master, wish-gem, Resident of 
Venkatam hills! You came, entered 
my heart, and conquered it. Now I 
shall never let you go. (9) 

6 &cu«\ j nn iDcol • ftiftiii/i,i i_Dn GlDu.j 

tDCv CajnGTT iDG-rtffl 6063316331631 

^nDifincriOTT^i 


5)60 ^IT ^lg€TT CajrT6TI 5)0Sluj63T Cl5n63T63l 

iftfiencu 

GOGUGurrrr ^con corunnGo r •. o i 5?nCiD- 

Kaliyan with stone-hard arms sang this 
garland of songs in praise of the 
Resident of bow-wielding hunters 
Venkatam hills, the dark-gem lord 
with strong arms. Those who can sing 
it will become celestials. 0^) 

2.1 To the Heart in Venkatam 
Vanavar \ Anandabhairavi \ Adi 
Go n err go n gji^ifhGTT ^lf>,6<r>5) Gunco, cr63i 

Qrh^^CLD 22_GO.(bgj| UOTftffO 

iDntpncun 5 , 1 ^ 15,611 ^IrijGTJg, 

52_ 63103 .£16310 GTnKG310 
5)fTG3TGOn 'S’™ Lj6J*J5) 

CcOlhi^Llb ClDG&l LDrT63JT 
^,G3T ^^53^3110(55 ,@6310| cHMiqGJllD^b 

Clgjnjjjlcu rrCuu 

O Heart! The lord resides in the hearts 
of sages of great austerities, and i 
Venkatam where the fragrant smoke of 
Agil, burnt by foresters, rises high; 
In the yore he came as a beautiful 
Vedic lad. Like the consciousness of 
the celestials, today you too have 
entered into his service sweetly. (1) 

2_(0GK 5.ii)(T)ib GiG3Trry cjxrinrr)] 

gjlOCimJJ LD633 uBg^5U 

iSlfOcfilGuJ Cl5,0LJiJn63T. 56371 (5 

CljbiG^sib <P63n i ,Tl ^ 
(5j(DGijfr iDngjn^CGnnQ gijgssiQ 

suthifr' && 1 

^060631 I* C DlD<?> 

Cl^ni^lGu nCo^ 1 - 

O Hean! The lord has no relatives ° r 
friends on Earth, and gladly rids h'^ 
devotees of their birth. That perfect Fi ¬ 
resides in Venkatam where gyP s ' 
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women join the chorus of bees in singing 
love-songs on Kurinji Pann. Today you 
too have entered into his service. (2) 

^uSIgjt Og)fTGnsTi_nA(rn 

GjfijgiiGiiiTrr 2_rT)Ccvin(5)Lh curr63flcni_G> 

ClarrcrarQ Gumu fl»o mQl 

Clf^^aLD CTC3TU rruu ! 

GV6OTT0 currtjp GUI_ Goj^jAl. l£>€?DGU 

C&miSlcYj Cl^fTOTjrQ <$4g>C£3Tn0ti> linflcna 
^Gfon_ib <J^GyaT0 g^juunrh^ e^iqGimDg, 
Qg,m£laj L4,GT3TLnCuj. 

O Heart! The lord accepts those who 
worship him, with floral garlands, and 
takes them to his heavenly abode. He 
resides in Venkatam ruling the Earth 
from his temple, where bees swarm 
and sing his glory. Today you too 
have entered into his service. (3) 

UrTG'Elujngj Gtfiij^rTuJ GT63T Qffj^iJjGlD 

u *wQi Clg,ri6iKn(^l QaiLgjfTcno lOCT7I^g^)<9 
GujgQ Guniii, GjrD 

5,(T UJ<%6iT 2>_ib&i sa_ujiT 

locnco < 5 M ) GWr(p GU rrC376U ft 
^H^ujouj ^^uuirrb^ ^LqGa'HDgj Ggjm£leu 
^ i^orn nG lu - 

° Heart! You did right. The cowherd 
lord who accepts devotees on Earth 
and takes them to his heavenly abode 
resides in Venkatam where clouds 
touch the peaks. He is the soul of the 
celestials. Today you too have entered 
>nto his service. (4) 

Cun^lu.|Lb iSIGirauq u_iib 2_c5n_u 
Mgjgjf 1 Cfj,rrerr l9Ilu li u cncrfl il|GTT s_OTirrj 
ifcnn^GTi Cg,Gu0Lb ginr&AtGnjGifl ,;x^. crrcin 

ClfL^^LD GTG3TIJ fT LL J 1 

cuncinajiT g,nG«n gu n 
<gg)guii> Geunuajuii) CiDfffil i0G3Tg}j 

<5>6iT3l nFjnUJArr)(<£f) ,@<3"^ 

G^rfj^lcu l^GOTTi rrGiiJ. 


O Heart! In the temples of the 
Bauddhas and Sramanas who worship 
the Nyagrodha and Asoka trees, our 
lord of beautiful eyes became their gods 
and became them. He resides in 
Venkatam where gods and Asuras 
crowd to offer worship. Today you 
too have entered into his service.(5) 

gjjeuffl cSHjCinI— UjIT LD L_6<Dl_UJIT 0LDOT3T 

05)fTOT3TUlT*Cn iDCOTTiq 2_GJ3T(5l t5lG3TCJT0li> 
£>U>01I> ftiqAA , CTC3T QfJ>£g>«li) 

CTOTumij! 

^Qjrfl o>rr* ^otutld G^ 0 ld GcurbJ*i_Lb 

C<5>rTuS)GU Q<^fT 6 OTTl. <5.6J3T ^IT cfil*0)61610L_ 
^LDfJ (T>nUJ«5>(T)0 ^65701) 

O Heart! The head-shaven russet- 
clothed Sramana-devotees fall on one 
another and grab food, making 
themselves fat. Our lord who is the 
lord of heavenly gods resides in 
Venkatam hills where musk deer roam 
in herds around his temple. Today you 
too have entered into his service. (6) 

Q) 0 £h <f£l GTT fT CO <911161131 OdUJgjj CfllTfTJl ftuW 
gjuSIrflGJTfTGu 

Qfb05.0«HT<T 

CTCTJT CT63TunLLI 

LD(fTj«nd^t7 6116331 (Jl<9.GTI LlfT^lb CGUftuALlb 
GanuSlcu 0<9>rffiR(T@ ^nftC63Tn(^io 6 unc]fl<r<nL_ 
,;^0a»<3,63T GLDGSlrQri^UfTJD^ <£| lq. CT> U5 g, 

Gg,fTl^l 6 D ^1,633TL_ ffGui . 

O Heart! See the distress of the polemic 
Sramanas who gulp curd-rice down 
their throats! The lord resides in 
Venkatam where bees sing the Marul 
love-songs around his temple. He is the 
soul of the Sun in the sky. Today you 
too have entered into his service. (7) 


- 
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CffUJS9T ^CPtfluJOT ^Irglujcjj OufltU«T 
CTcjrugjjiii ^Icurr Gusa Gai 1 v%( 35 >C 2 j, 

CT«T CTCTFTUtTlij CTGJTA(<3) 

Q>65Trr)jib Q^tTsucurCg,. 
GcuiUACTT I^OTjy QffUOT3T (Lp^^Gui Cl<smfl 
Gcuc&al. iBcncu GaituSIw Guicfiluj 

^yufr fbnujA0£) ^jcnrr)] ^^cniDgj Qg,m£l«u 
UjCT^LnGuj. 

0 Heart! You have heard our lord being 
spoken of as the one afar, and the one 
near, the big one, and the small one. 
The cowherd-lord resides in Venkatam 
hills. His temple is surrounded by 
Bamboo thickets which spill white 
pearls without a word. Today you too 
have entered into his service. (8) 

«r*«4 ft-Wvj&fcGfc &_«no£, 

ftrruj ciorQ^aih cncinumu! $!«!%$) Cacti; 
unuv ucu^ib Uortjbfc, vz&a 

AfTQrar^ajftfr; 

>&|,0 ftuiucjiijCujiiguii wsjgiu, 

Go -"®ub ©*{31 «jo jftll b 

CcurcuAugjgj 

Qgirrt^cu (^cmL.nCuj 


The lord who came as a swan to revea 
the Vedas, the lord of gods, resides in 
Venkatam hills, his temple is touched ; 
the dark lightning clouds. This 

garland of Tamil songs on him are , 

stone-walled Mangai-king Kalikar.rn 
Those who can master it will find a ph* 
in the world of the celestials. ( l0 ' 


2.2 On Evvul 

(Tiruvallur) 

Kasai \ Kalyani | Adi 

*nans CA** *"2." C ' auJ A 

Ibnffib !buu «iwcu ifoibiSl Sh^> 

GcuuS)^^<^^^nCTiDucijftnQ<ajOTTO«3 ,l|J 
a_d 3 ii_nc 3 T ^GuciT &<&& 
qs rglsn© Qu^ionar - ctcugu<^ 


Our lord decided to destroy the city o* 
Ravana who came disguised as a russet - 
cloth mendicant and sought to make 
love to Sita. Our very same lord 
•' «- l also the laughing stock of cowherd- 

neart. Joining heretic schools, you £ir lswith bamboo-slender arms, when 
repeat what they say. They have he was caught stealing butter. He » s 


expounded many truths but none of 
them has seen the lord. Our pot- 
ancer-lord resides in Venkatam, his 
temple is worshipped by Brahma, Siva, 
Indra and all the celestials. Today you 
too have entered into his service.(9) 

iLIcjtjj}) unn Ciccvj fb%hi 

CcunaAi, idoticvj Catti&cv) Cmcftuj 

Al«nc5Tii) ^lij (fjAtpjjg) 

Ou(*)U>iTCinCTTA 
ion ij £)0\ iDfbiwiAujrT actS\- 
£•!«>" gjiftipncu 

ic«T@) uiTLftj ci]C0OjnnA(flj ^ 

^ n «T elcuCa. 


the lord reclining in Evvul. (0 

OTgjUJCUlTCflGlDW Arr§,ctl Qaujgj gjfTGITGU 631 

cunen 

^ unC31 UP 1 *** 1 9>«nuCjbf T 0)' 

Qffiu^Ociivb Gunn ^>n 

CllbC\u(ll)IDlT«T- ctcuc^cti 

<&t -(S^frOan- 

The lord felled the ten gold crowns oi 
the sword-wielding Rakshasa kin* 
Ravana in a fierce battle, raining h°' 
arrows over his heads. He is our Ion 
reclining in Evvul. (2) 
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(l/)63T gi/lgjj GUfTffCT! 7 £,<£l«T <njnuSlcO 

Cl LDfTl^l jigjJ &iQ£h&>Gfl 

U) sirr s>cff it 0 > gst cn <s^j ft eifl uSI <hjt n gvj ld it ctt 

QpG. «£|<»uGg 3 T 
lSWcjuI gJTg]| ofil lDfiSrCSTlW»(£) esM,^ Clu0 

i Qeo&pjnn 

§}GHGnnn ctgst r£le3TjT)fT«T - <rrtfua|cfr 

«?)jl i_0)^flGcn. 

Earlier he sent a message through the 
monkey Hanuman, and destroyed 
Lanka, the fortressed city of the 
demons, with hot arrows. Later he 
himself took a message from the 
Pandavas and became derided by 
the Kauravas as ‘messenger’. He 
reclines in Ewul. (3) 

Lj 'bgj] t^CncyjTf^g, Cl ID GVJ <rfjl rjCufTCTT LJfTCiDOJ 

2)<r3T 5,n(jfinraT«^> •» nc\j 
$rr)6\j ejrpj ClcDcir® Gcuib^^i 

dil/fl i_|A^jp Carr 
E>!b2)GjT & lb 1 * 3 

Cl u (nj id n<rirr. 

^Ibcng, Clu(ffjLDnrir- «ttcugvjcti 

^L-jb^nCfijr. 

Eor the sake of the beautiful Nappinnai 
°f thin ball-clasping fingers, he battled 
against seven bulls. He is the lord 
who was brought up as the world- 
famous Nandagopala’s son. He is our 
lord; he reclines in Ewul. (4) 

•jrrcvjdi ^ncviiD e_6T3tQ ugwi 0 

|LOU ^cncuCiocb 

ijjiT^Lb udrcTfl 'Cl^rrcrr^ctTjiii ^niDtfjngA 
<9,673 tg;i:i cir cTj^fsTtfsraflcu 

i^Gudi ©jctfjrg) ja_cyaT0 ciifT^tgiu Qn^iu^cu 

(DjOtTol 

CJCuiD (T,rT0jii) CT>I lie l„| (?) &{jl GOT ffTGUGljGTT 

The lord with matchless lotus-eyes 
lay sleeping as a child on a fig leat 
during the deluge, with the seven worlds 
m his stomach. Amid cool groves 


with lakes abounding in lotuses from 
which dark bumble-bees sip nectar, 
the lord reclines in Ewul. (5) 

CafTft^LD JTjlblS) CTOTTfrjJ ClanffTOTL-fT LflfiOTTtq g, 
Cj&nLlTlkgj ^CT)lpA0lD 

jfoibiSI ClarfjjajGOTi it^ojiSI 

Cg)GUIT0>(<?) GTGUCUntD 
5>tbiSl (jfa«9>G37T rbiiiSl GT65TfT)i (ipirsflom 
Cl5>fT(lgg,l 

G723gj]LD jhiiiSl gtidCI u(J^LDncji -<nGuffig6n 

L_ IJj G) n G 63T. 

The dear lord whom devotees throng 
and incessantly call, “Our lord”, is the 
lotus-eyed lord, who is also the elder 
lord of the celestials, the lord 
worshipped by the threc-eyed lord 
and the four-faced lord. He reclines 
in Ewul. (6) 

^IrcgibCTr, ^ui_|, cmrcarr, crrfl, dMicu, 

^1<nrj^(ipA<niTaiT 

^wucjr amSl 

<DJtfWT012L_ 

Cl^rTnii^GV) ^Ut-I^OT (iptq-UJfTdn (^IpALpCO 

(£,l rfjc&rjp 

GTir^j ,-^H_iLJ63T, Cl LJ(fTjLDri63T " CTClJGijCn 

£\i_ rb^rrCGJT. 

The four faced Brahma who bears the 
Sky, Air, Water, Fire and the Moon 
worships the Vedic lord as his father. 
The lord Siva with mat-hair-Ganga on 
his head, who wears a nectar-dripping 
Konrai garland, — also worships our 
lord’s feet. He reclines in Ewul. (7) 

Qpcijir ^,<£1 Gcufliu’i 

i j©jfl -ft 6JT i4 t Cn<D> ciiCTSTGaalGSl ^gitjtcsutcvj 
L.|6J0TGrafluiC3T C&nG* 

gjGaflujGJT, G^uictt, &n<&\ tfj&^cuGSt .-M,^gijib 

@«fluj<sn, cnD Qi i^orrcsT 

aQl 5i5)frCa«T. 
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The first-cause lord who himself 
became the three, — Brahma, Siva and 
Indra, — who expounded the truth oi 
the Vedas, who has a Kaya hue and 
wears the sacred Tulasi crown, who is 
the lord of the celestials, and who is 
lord afar and inaccessible to all, is yet 
ihe lord sweet and close to his devotees. 
He reclines in Ewul. ( 8 ) 

UfTCn ^’ 

iDCO'J fTCrT i 

i amtai* S«o Cttrf lDasfl 




CU W0l G531 67T, 

nCcamrr 

■ . cieixzuG 17 


The cool eyed rhin-finycrect 
iU.lo.Lta* Lakshmr recedes 

forever on the chest ^f ar 

l0I dl,d,..helord.l.te«=' He 

above, comes and otters r 

is on, lord, he reclines mEw»l. (9) 

°*“ «*«* 

^onri-ii ‘ &lSS,C ^Ca, 

Ewul, 


2.3 On Tiruvallikkeni 
Virperu \ Todi \ Adi 

G0CU Qu0 

Ceuip(ipiii un&cpii efiips 
G<jn)0GuOTT ftcincricsiu goth cnf) 

&\euGP ft—^J^jujn $,CiTJ€1T GtfjGfflGlI 

uj)iDcon cSuja G^ncu cnauSloj Gl«g,nd^® 
ijnn&g,©* g,cn Goj^ipcn 1 

^jbjgencu i_i®ofliunGu (vpu* 

^^GiJCvjcSl&CoiGJafla, agtotGi-Gg^■ 

The great bow’s sacrifice, the mighty 
Kamsa, the wrestlers, the rutted 
elephant and the mahout, were all 
destroyed by our lord who rid the three- 
city-destroyer Siva of his curse. He 
came as the charioteer for Arjuna and 
destroyed the Kaurava foes; he gave 
up his kingdom on orders from his 
step-mother Kaikeyi. I have seen him 
in Tiruvallikkeni. (1) 


GciJftgjCng) GftjSjg^CJT 6»OTC\JU UUJCDCal 

(ipcsflctiijir 
( ^ 9,n &) Acflcnuj ib 

(2)Ojcuuj*)Gfl,fTn Gjgjgjitb 

GTGffrcnGnr ^.(STT 2 _CT»L_ 
cSH ljlj cc>rax -tf^uucurr ^G\jcon 
umg,na,cn cun^ih iDrri__ u)it u)uSl«j->cog> 
$^cucucS\&Ge,Gj^0, SicjinGi .Got. 

The lord of the Vedas, the purpose of 
Vedic sacrifice, the perfectly sweet 
fruit enjoyed by the seers, the elephant 
of Nandagopala, the first-cause 
in i wors hipped hy earthlings, my lord and 

The lord rec incs w j t j, garlands. 1 master, resides in Mayilai with women 

worshipped by devotee • tract , of matchless beauty, l have seen him 

Kaliyan, the kin & ° ves , has sung 1 ln Tiruvallikkeni. (2) 

with bee-humming S Those I 

this garland of cool Tamil ^ | «»•«« 0.t«* »«b ^ 

11 W ‘ rid of the 

( 10 ) 

eternals, this is certain. 


wbo master i 

Earth hut also the wona | W&* ma* wmmaQ Oa* %j*n 


Gutij ^GOC^l IDCffiJT GtftJ , 
* (lpCJXM£2OT0 a^u^h Q<96 

^rrencurt jx^nrrj 
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GbfTGJTGUfT ^fTfrOSTIT £\{b£>n t 
G&lUfbgxI OdTLUUJU (olu€5tfT 2_-(f^ •- '* ' ' 

«^ii> A«r>6u ^(ip{bii> ^ca^gy 

(^GU GLIoSl <5>C3 ?«Gi_Gg3T. 

With evil intentions, the ogress came 
disguised as a mother, but fell to the 
ground writhing in pain when the 
lord sucked her poison breast and her 
life with it. He is like death unto 
Asuras, he is worshipped by Siddhas, 
Charanas and Vidyadharas. He came 
in the form of a beautiful dame and 
gave ambrosia to the gods. I have seen 
him in Tiruvallikkeni. (3) 

@Jb^0g)jA(2) GTGijTfQ) <^i,ujiT<*<rrr <rr 

CT ( i£lc\J cfilLpcflcO Uip g)Gm_CTl<9lij 

in 2>j&a cfil^luSlcu Ou(DfTgtJ 

lOGDjp Ouftlpi^L. 5)GnfTfb^J 

<rr 'bfi>ibCumQ gjfjr <^4 > r£)c5>0 <g>cn(rrru>cu, 

CT li> Clu(/T)UDrTG3T CTC9TOT, 

^ib5ni) ^cu GucnrjujfTGu id snip gj(^£i5' ac7 ' 1<J ' IT " 
^®(2)6UC0c5lftCACT3fltf. 5,cr5TCl_.GCTT. 

^hen the great feast, — that the 
cowherds used to offer with chants 
from yore, — was not forthcoming, 
Indra rained hailstones, which made 
the cowherds lose heart and seek 
Krishna for protection, whereupon 
our lord held aloft the matchless 
Govardhana mountain, and stopped 
the rains. 1 have seen him in 
Tiruvallikkcni. (4) 

^cjr £d<sn633uj ugijiD^bgj ^curnn^GTi 

£,G3T/i. 

^'GUTi JG3T (T,c\) qffSl ftO)A(»i ^^<T(T)np€UC3TT, 
5>G31 gjJOTSOTT ^JjUJfr LJ rtCDGU ITjljlSlGjTCDGJT - 

&£&!&>(&) in(T)6Drr)Gujnn<9,(^, crcuGumi) 

ffucjT tn^uT, Ln<j?)d urrcnm guitar 
Qjrtuj 2_ea'.fj gjigj) 

CT6TI gj] CD GffffT. GT(f,CD5] O) iDlf) ITGiDGiJTij; 

ffiioSl^G^crafl^ <*gj3tCi G<tjt. 


Sweet companion to his beloved lotus- 
dame Lakshmi, lord of Dame Earth, 
lord to his companion cowherd-dame 
Nappinnai, and a bad companion to 
others, he went as a messenger for 
the five Pandavas and spoke in their 
behalf. He is my companion and 
master, my father’s father. I have 
seen him in Tiruvallikkeni. (5) 

^fFj^ASTT iln^]6UG3T ^fjtfn g,d) &n0(bi*) 
^GDipcniutf Cl<?6ijTrnj, 

GTij 3 g ) tDa>(&) 2_fflcDJD Qaiu gtcjt, 

crib Ou0UD«rc3T: > ctcjtot 

&r*)(b ^cvj (^ipcurrcTT ^cuAftOur 

r^n fb (Tjj <^j it id 

Que^m^^ib cruj^l gjiGo ^ipuu 

4^1 rr)i j car C^fT (tpctrr i£lG5rnr)rrGiDeJr - 
<^lCU ©SI<5>G<%Goof! A &t CiftpGI. Gtidi. 

The blind king Dhritrashtra’s son, 
king of kings Duruyodhana, and his 
younger brother Dusshasana went to 
the beautiful jewelled Draupadi and said, 
“Serve me”. Unable to bear this, the 
dark tressed one prayed, “Lord, save 
me!”, when Lo! The lord took her grief 
and gave it to the others’ wives, making 
them lose their marriage thread. He 
drove Indra-born-Arjuna’s chariot. 
I have seen him in Tiruvallikkcni. (6) 

lj ngigPiiLO gjtbiSl 

^ GV! <9, (<9) ID C G3T (tQ CD ID ^1 IH I!) 
^»JGL|lf> UAgiJlb <gd«£l 0<9 UJ Uj I0G3TIT) 

fl fl G\J ti JijT fT |h ({h <5? Gal I ffTli Ifi 
(^rjeuGoi AlDjlplb • (dFjGlflfT 

(^juSIlolcunQ LD uSl GU <9, GIT r^OTflJj c^GVl , 
^rjcfiluSlcn ^^IfTAGD ojicoip^Gu O^iu^rblujfT^, 
^l<r»5 c TJ6'J®Sl«9>GAG33flA SjGTTiGl Gg3T. 

Surrounded by his brothers Bharaia, 
Shatrughna, Lakshmana and his wife 
Sita, night and day worshipped by 
them, my lord, Ravana’s vanquisher. 
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resides in the cool fragrant bowered 
groves where cuckoos sing and 
peacocks dance, and sunrays find it 
difficult to penetrate the leaf canopy. 1 
have seen him in Tiruvallikkeni. (7) 


UCiTGlfluSlw 

«jnu9cu cg»rt ^i6luu> fbrnmh 
^crtoftiu Currg, 1 

Qunjjiug g)cudsr 1 

iScnencnemua gjicirr nern_uu 

iSlcnrrj cTuSr>'T^ cfii^lu Gulp cumii 

Qgjcrrcifluj 4l«vs>a> Gejcncug) 

^0dJWcSiftG«)C53^5. fiiGnnCi_CcaT. 

Hearing his son, — who returned 
from school, — recite the chant of 
thousand names beautifully, the 
Asura Hiranya lost his temper, and 
tortured the child, then kicked a 
pillar, when Lol With fiery eyes and 
gaping mouth showing crescent-like 
teeth, a terrible man-lion sprang 
out and killed the Asura. 1 have seen 
him in Tiruvallikkeni- (8) 


lScst «s>jiDrr Qu mi) on A ^rrcrn^corr Oamucunwr 
CaiuflD*iflGam0 

a>nar ^iun Gcuupib <^wrr>A 

^OTOTuftcrr gjujrnh £9° U ' C * T ® 2LfT !bgil 

CWn^ ^iP Qs,ni - un ^ C5T 

Cg>«T aitorr u>nu <x>" *&<**>& 

$0Cuwcfl& Gftcnfl* acwtCuCot. 

Desirous of plucking fresh lotus flowers 

for worship, the wild elephant-devotee 

- - - onC b then raised his 


LQKT g)) 3>©T3T QufTj^\^njb CurTcBujlb 

IX)(Tl. lDfTcrflcy» 5 >imb LDCJ 3 Tl_U(lptb 
0 {Lciacnc 3 T Cl 0 jncT 3 TCTM_ujn Caugji Q^uJgj 
fTjCU ld uSl «T> cu S’ 

^ (f^ffuCVJC'Si CjGfl»CS3?i fQ GJT IT) IT CD CH , 

ftcsrofl jboo idjtl. iD^icnAujn 

*fTlD0 #fTA 

ClsfrcircjT Cl a neb mncriCu a_L cir ciicuGurn' 

«ro>ui gycncoh cuncri e_coG*- 

| The Tondaman King laid out the 
Mayilai-Tiruvallikkeni city with 
lakes, gardens, mansions, garrison 
walls and Mandapas. This garland of 
poems by the handsome Kalikanri, 
King of mansioned Mangai-tract, 
sings of the lord residing in the 
temple of Tiruvallikkeni. Those 
who master it will enjoy life here 
and rule over heaven. (10) 


2.4 On Tirunirmalai 
Anrayar | Kapi | Adi 

<!H,wn 0CU6, Q3»rtt^Cum(t^ LDn 

oxiun hDtbicn^Qujngl ^cnM^cncGl, 

eSMGi4«jyrrrft0 
CTcnrongjiib @rj3j0,ih ^con&cu^a,^ 
g)uih c^Qjfe] @ 0 u) 

Clunipcb 
MQfTcbnjGnn)^, 

gjuth £a,tj, Gancu oj jb< 5 ,it; 
jglcsn^noT, ^(nybfijnciT, , «jl j^,nrrj(aj 

inn iDcrjfio j&poQji - £fi\flcncuCuj. 


entered the fish-pon 


The Lord who is spouse of cowherd- 
emutu nit. t- x , „ | ^ ame Nappinnai and of lotus-dame 

trunk and sent out a tumultuous ..ow | Lakshmi, who is ever merciless against 

, 1 • 1 - c~il .mo the jaws oi a 1 Asuras, is surrounded by groves in well 

watered Naraiyur where he stands, in 


..'» j ™ ,j 

, • n , n( , proved. I have seen 

nectar-dripping gr° ... 

him in Tiruvallikkeni. V) 


Tiruvali where he sits, in Kudandai 
where he reclines, and in lake- 
filled Tirukkovalur where he is 
strident. He is all in Tirunirmalai, his 

great hill abode. (1) 
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aug&tl rrsucmis fficnugjj Gjn *n 0 

- : .1 . • .. ^^JSTt£lr^,(lfCcS1 

QPW5I0 ,£4^7 s>„to3raT«m (tp6afl'b23giJ Gl l l i > ; 

<SMgu ^GjTf^iqii), ^ptfT 2 -Cu«Mb 
lj ncr) 

^03TL_ff63T )e ^ fe -^CJ3T(r3T iCifTHq ^ACVJlb 

2-<£lrjfTCu CUd£ln ^ffii 

iScsn-i.fTcjTj ^,<ri<rt A 0 

^gl_lb iDfT LOGTJCVJ cS^CbjSiJ *)§niJDCnCuGuj. 

Kandavanam, the forest belonging to 
Indra the king of gods, was being 
consumed by a terrible forest fire. In 
his very presence our lord angrily 
swallowed the fire. He waged a terrible 
war to rid the Earth of its burden. He 
came as a man-lion and tore apart the 
chest of Hiranya. He came as a manikin 
and grew to cover the Earth, 
firunirmalai is his great hill abode. (2) 

u>orgyib < 54 ^ cb ariiftib 

McvjLocjr^pt cvi l ib lj cnrar CTl 0>fTniicridfcuSlcr^nffTT 
CluncyiiTj^q, (ipcngtf 11 dliorfWu 

Uc ^ U5C5T6STI7 IJt_, »l.f( <£H^PuSlcnCTTU 

u*Gcun«r iDcnrr)uju u 633^0 j> ft 6 TOT 0 , 

Can 

iQcuiucjTcjrTgjjib 

<@uib LDfT LDCDCVJ c^CVlgjI ‘(fj^WSuGlU. 

On his beautiful frame he bears a sharp 
discus, a plough, and a terrible coiled 
conch. Then in the yore, he came to rid 
the jewelled Dame Earth of her burden. 
With his radiant discus he shaded the 
Sun and waged a war in which many 
kings were killed. As a crowned king 
he ruled the Earth for many ages. 
^ irunirmalai is his great hill abode.(3) 

cjsrr ^cn ^ifl ^Wwjcwrar - 

< 2 ) 6 <n«rr g{jl e^ciicrrrTcvj ^ld^ld 

y,r^jCa,rT«ng, ljj q O u rrrv,.A>, crrfl Qpijps, 

cblcncnagj , 

c^gil ^\<snrQ\iL\ih , Clcijcni^l Cl^ncn cuncfr 
^IfllfltJU 


Ufrr»j 0 (.ipfin gcuQijn 0 «£*CT».| C^cncfil, 

u^rbGn^fbgjI^nilu^u ucni_G<suriy^rr ul_, 
Cl^ 06 fi 1 w f 0 cot no 

^l_li LQfT LDCSnCVJ c^QJgJ -f£niDC51CuGuj. 

The lord came as a terrible man-lion 
with uncontrollable rage and killed 
the angry Hiranya, despatching his 
flower-decked queens into the fire. 
Then in the victorious war, he 
befriended the five Pandavas, killed 
the mighty hundred and protected 
Draupadi’s fair name. Tirunirmalai 
is his great hill abode. (4) 

IDfTgyj ub<5»l_GU, <*>*,»?, LDCJDCUA (^CU0 

0>l\u*, cuijuiLj c_(n>i•, ld^I Can 
GftncvjU)ilcn ^uj §)«u04a>A Qai , 

u«3)l QdhnilQ, c^(fT)AncO, ^LDtflcb <&$<] 
Ancuib CTCfrnji ^iujcst GijfTCTfluSlGrnTwu 

a>$n£,cn (Ip 14 U&gjJLfi «$i£J 5 >gJlD <£ 4 lD(fTjlD 

^riV^p^DcO ftj cra T C T J Tgyr ctida^ ,@c7>p)6Ufb{^ 
i£>i . ib ton iflcncu .’"m.w&i - £iTLDcncuCiu. 

Once the lord filled the lashing ocean 
with rocks and built a bridge, and 
entered the city of Lanka whose walls 
touch the moon. He waged a war that 
destroyed the city, then deciding that 
Ravana should die, he aimed his 
Brahma-Astra that felled the king’s 
ten crowned heads. He is the dark 
hued lord, our master. Tirunirmalai is 
his great hill abode. (5) 

i JINT^ri 22 _CVj(tfjli, Lltfafl LDfT©if «J 6 J 1 ()lI|lb, 
S’L-gyjtb, d7.L_(fi)ib £gi<£r>aj c_«rai 0 ib 
CT C51 

r*H,TJfTg)l GTG31 'OcaTflT)6U63T : U*7l£) 0 4_|(ffjLDfTGST , 

<$*<**’*- <§n 

GLjrjfT€^C3T (ipcafllhg. (upG^A^ ©S') fjtlI<ijl f 

l^mn ^CVJGJTCVJ f^J 637<3,0 1.7 L f> 

©t cu op co uSl gtjt r; tai, 
CluajfTncjT J Clfb 0 iDn 6 ii - 

gg\-th LDfl IDGD 6 U <5^©!^ -iSniDcntuCuj. 
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After swallowing the Earth, 
mountains, oceans, the orbs and all else, 
the lord stood saying, “1 am hungry”. 
He is the ascetic king who destroyed 
the twentyone crowned kings and 
became the one without a second. He is 
the ocean-hued lord, the fust-cause lord. 
Tirunirmalai is his great hill abode.(6) 


H*" *-<*) (tpofl jigjwcncjsru 

cfii_ (tpdn&£| a_giji0, 

umjp ut_, <j>nimb CTr^j^gj, 

Sifoi ^csTf^itjvb Qcuanrty Qanctr conch 

•*>( Cl J GV7T C3T , 

u*ijng,cucirT ^uSIijib n>iraub, 

uGraflujngiCucsicn, ucasflujncu, .^iniflcu 
f9o.n ^licuon Qfb0* @l_ jj^ncn 

^)uii inn lucncu ^cogj -j^mriancuCuj. 

The sword-wielding tyrant who 
would never recite the chant of 
thousand names, and would never 
bow in worship was no match to our 
lord. "When his anger rose and he lost 
his poise, the lord took the form of a 
terrible man-lion, and tore asunder his 
chest. His city was destroyed and his 
name was heard no more. Tirunirmalai 
is the lord’s great hill abode. (7) 


t5cQ el_cu<£Icu 

iBcwub £)ckr toi„ cij mi ^©ifi Cunco, 

S* fbUhlCcXT 

3 * 4 °' rbncrcrr ^corr < Srt J g ) cjncanioujnco J 

<^«un Qcuirji^gji, inn 

ificurr g^ui ( 

JhlDOTtTCT ^icnuunfinu) 2>*04k(#) 
cicsi e_cn 

< 5>i ) ncuOu>iT0 
fQc5icsicunn0>0 tuujib 

r^CUSH^) 

,t$:> ti. ton iocjdcvj J^nmcincuCuj. 


There are those who roam the Eart 
without shame or fear, like the 

peacock-feather-whisking corpse- 
eating gorgons. Despising their ways, 
those who strew flowers with love, 
and seek protection from Yama s 
agents, with melting heart, find the 
lord’s grace in plenty. Tirunirmalai is 
the lord’s great hill abode. (8) 

Cu^mo t^cnen ^GJTtT^j gjgj, cmniBan, JbV> M 
iSlfon Cailugjdn (ipcrr; uomftcu«i^ 

5>rt#tb CWi$0ib: 

^gjCcu fbLOg>) B UJ(Buib{ 

jb n cilia curiC to cb 

cunaib 6UCOTT© cnuib 

tocsnb g}|bC>g)rr0 csnrrjtbftj *»_jpcOcn 

iofl f$)*> 

§ott -^cuh \oiV<ry ^Gr>L_ujn£,cu£J)]<!fc(5) 
^u.ib ton irxancu ^cugjj -j^nvnctficuCiU* 

O Devotees! This is beyond our words! 
Come, before others hear of this secret. 

It destroys the woes of those who offer 
worship. So, that alone is our place of 
redemption. It is the place where the 
mindless lowly ones, suffering the 
prison of the five senses, will never 
come to worship. It is in the midst of 
groves where bees sit on fragrant 
flowers and hum all day. Tirunirmalai 
is the lord’s great hill abode. (9) 


Q{b0iDncij ^cuon GldcBuj pennoneoCtDCVJ 
i^cvjfeVjLD ix>fij«n^ajnCa,ncirr, ^idiOco 

At_ inn 0,cifl uiircrian Cij co go rrctn, d,cSiui<OT 
Q«£7iu inncrioj cucvjajnn<9i0 

e i .Cctf* 

gB 0 LD n GV) cB OT 1 CSV, C GlJ OTS 1 14 14 CO . C tD CO 

n_ co0ib 

CTGT^gjj ^fil0u); ^ajrrB, ^conu0 
c]acB Can 

Qan0 urn 3,i_co cmcoujAih aylwQ, 

(<g}«ru_ iDdncinGiih ^14 3 tfv. 0 cuCq. 
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Kaliyan, king of the world famous 
Mangai tract, who leads the rutted 
elephant in war, sang this garland of 
Tamil songs, on the eternal lord who 
resides in Tirunirmalai. Those who 
master it will be rid of Karmas; 
the heavens will be easily accessible, 
what is more, they will rule the Earth 
tinder big moon-like parasols, and 
attain the lord’s feet. (10) 

2.5 On Kadal Mallai 

Talasayanam 

Parayadu \ Ritigoula | Khan da 
Chapu 


umr sL-L6)^)fb^) 

u0 algAw urfl ™ nds 

Hd/u 


cubinnem git; Q^iresvn.fr 

^r^LbiSlcnGJT; 

Ounrr Qandrq ££>&&>&> Cutrn 

C7fT)ri5) cn an \ 


L|<WJirr 10(^2, lh ClufTOfT 

^GnrfJWKsn; 

<nn n aiqiibib 

Acwn .gjj a^trdsr- (h l.«widcu ctnc\j$ 


The lord swallowed the Earth and 
remade it. He is a coral sprig, and 
ambrosia of the ocean, the auspicious 
one who ripped the horse’s jaws. He is 
our lord, sprouting like sugarcane in 
the hearts of devotees. He is the battle- 
lion who plucked the battle-elephant’s 
tusk. He is a mountain of gold that 
walked between the two Marudu trees, 
he is the Kalpaka lord who saved the 
dark elephant in distress. I have seen 
him in Talasayanam at Kadal Mallai. (1) 


lJjGOTtQ c^cuffigjib, iSlfniT5>0 i— ribgaJ 

O^ncrorg) UL@U 
OufTujijb giflcnncu CIldujctj ryicu GTcaTrpj 
ffTGJTnjJ LD , 

LDfTOTsr^ GunanGg) gulolSIgji: 

GT63T GlJOT3TfbJ^iUu(^l<nJfTOT6JT; fliOTTfajiSiCrT 

GUQeSiQ)', <5.(TC-| ctiinDfTGST 

CSTCiTi got ] 

f9<3Tn)aj,fT f£l2)^cvj5}cn^,; 

GancyicoA 

(T{TOOT ( G1J GO ' <£ ^ GOT C\J CT ffl G1J n UJ l_J 

Cl U UJ G&1 4 j< 6 rrGfi G3T5) 

AGOTTLgjJ fb^OTT -^t_GUlDC\JCTlC\J<!f) gjCVJflUJGJIgjCg}. 

Do not waste your time going to 
others and becoming their slaves, 
learning false texts as great truth, 
then losing your life to them. Come, 
my lord is extolled by hordes, he is 
eternal, he is the cloud hued one, 
standing in Tiruninravur, who 
swallowed the forest fire that ravaged 
Kandava vana. I have seen him in 
Talasayanam at Kadal Mallai. (2) 

tu< i hi | 2_(f>)Cfilcu (\pcrmnnj gjotidhuj , 

Goirrjj c ?h,uj| 

s> cu(g) 2 _uj iu eifT 0 rrc^n got; ^cirrn^i, 

g£)l_ld u(r^(^) <3idnn)i Cioui^gji 

dll GTi GTIilJ fTL GU GVJ GVJ n GtTi GST J G1J 0 $ 
0jfTG3fl<?U 

U(nj^ ^i(TTj G^rruSlcu 

g ,ev g£it Clu(rrj Clrvf>)«nuj; Gnc^ujLb 

<9i0U) ufflClDQJ .9, IT) GT> III JbrTCTT 

3i faOJT Cl /h fTGimG 1 <*31 

fh iq O u rr CVJ £hL CU inCUCJ'i CV)§, 

ClJ <3 UJ GJT *2) G . 

To protect the three worlds, he takes 
these forms and remains apart from 
them. In the yore, he sucked the ogress 
Putana’s poisoned breast. He played 
with calves, and grazed them in upland 
forest, teaching them to drink water 
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from the lakes. He is the cloud- 
hued one worshipped in Tanjai- . ^ainuu--o 

Mamamkkoil surrounded by groves. | he has four radiant mountain-U e ^ 

He will come as Kalki riding a horse t R at embrace the lotus-dame Lakshmi* 


He smote the cart and broke it, he slept 
as a child on a fig leaf m Yo S' c , tra " ’ 


to protect the world. I have seen him 
in Talasayanam at Kadal Mallai. (3) 

Cuiug, a>nemu (iponcu a_«*u £lGTT«nnGTT 

£>63T 67T) C3T j 

61c7)cot aj^uiSlcjr <5><nflrr)GnsD; 

lSl«DG3ST IDHC3T GtbnSx&rifl 

gjaujrr 5>i£)rt QcucwtQgrjtuj 

G&fTGtflGU J 
g,ih (g^cncu 

CAir^aiicngsrj u.ib 

@3 QST OT) <55T J 
^cngiTiDcv) (^QjrjDii 

M&ibncsiar, 

QufTL^CVJ 5.U.C\J(BOJ©nCU,2) 

2jCu<ffujQT5,Ga,. 

He i s the child who sucked the breast 

°u U c tanA> l ^ C e ^ e P^ ant w ho stole 
the lawn-eyed Yasoda’s curds and 
butter; he is the king worshipped by 
Vedic seers; he is the one who danced 
the Rasa with Gopis. He danced with 
pots, he held a mountain to stop the 
rain, and saved the cows. Amid cool 
hagrant groves, I have seen him in 
1 alasayanam at Kadal Mallai. (4) 


He went as a messenger to Duryodhana 
and destroyed many mighty king • 
Amid cool fragrant groves, I have seen 
him in Talasayanam at Kadal Mallai. W 

at-jjfcfloner. ftuii*ugu<n uewti’ia.c' 1 

CldcS^ 

<j£lcTm Qunr^luJ tD<f? 

i^GjrGiS 1 

uunir^fTCDGST; u@in{F>2>g> ACifyofS^ 1 GtfifnXM 

L-)^^>5» nffr)e3T i utt ** && 

cyjsDcn u>(^iln5c5T gjgutld 

CVI €331 £3,33 ub 

ny^ntT'C:' , 5 5 533T^Go>ncmtGL-'S3 T 

a,iq. Quiti^cb «i_€\uDftJ«nco5> 

uu GST&Qtb - 

He reclines in the deep ocean, on a 
hooded serpent. He went after motely 
calves; he plucked the rut-elephant s 
tusk. He came as a boar with crescent¬ 
like tusks, and lifted the Earth on it. 
He grew beyond the sky and strode 
the Earth. Amid cool fragrant groves, 
I have seen him in Talasayanam at 
Kadal Mallai. (6) 


LJmmbg^cjT, £\6\ 0ihi -\b utr$ cSipu 

uitcuactt 4^gcr (0o u < iW, ucherfl 
@€3Hjlh 

GormxjsrfU, r+jiriT^ 
Ak^pcm 

^n&rjwiT® Oincucucnna, C^ncn utbuiuor 


C, 


^jCjncDCjt; 
£«uu><hch g, n £c\J 

* \ jftiLi ^oniT)cunajLj Guiijgj LDCucun 

lD<\U(h9> 

^ u !b^€Tw;cT\ixnn«KPr^ihcjsT^iCV>5n©53iCi _.dn- 
Qurri^cvj <^tp *1 djincbcoicua, 

^c^fluicaT^bCft. 


CuGWirrgj -£>i»jA«5,n QuDoSluj, ^CTTtTjJ 

Ou0Gu«nijft> CflbiTcn 

^iGutrrarn C^ncriciTu 

ulsnct-i <^05)5) Ct jnii 

ClJ 6VlG C\J fTGD 65T u 

Gurney OjL- syjcii gjiuSIcu ^tDnpbg, i^cn 

21£? rt$ uu ; 

Guiii ^ipcyxsvj 

S_ £S3T| fTffil gj C5T ©rum ; 

c_ OTtct^Cijrm a^cncn^Cg, ^•Pnro^dn’rrjrrcprcsT.'k 

^GwrQQ ft n«wGt cfc- 
*+ Gurf.£l& ^ vq>& 

$b CO S ILI C3T g>C £). 
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He fought with the strong wrestlers 
and crushed them in his embrace. He 
tore apart the jewelled chest of the 
Rakshasa Hiranya. He rides the 
Garuda bird and reclines in the ocean. 
He drank the poison from the breast 
of Putana. He resides in the hearts of 
the seekers. Searching for him 
everywhere, amid cool fragrant 
groves, I have seen him in 
Talasayanam at Kadal Mallai. (7) 

lSIgDiT) GTufljbqjJ, ^ 

cijitit mmcO Oujujujid C’CT'gjj r 
A I. Q;enf)Cu)(0 ^»- gyfaflttcn , 

uGTjinn A<iit Ciog$ ; 

CTcraTg^fT^Gar; ctgtfi 

Cunrairpj 

j£ssfert_ 

■s>c?Tin€37irrGn^5iA. <M3a« AnG&tCi_ 6 ip 

*14 Clu Hlfil So I£ JA l_ CO to GO GJ") GO & 

^ GO <5 U.) S3T^3 C^.. 

He came disguised as a female and 
denied ambrosia to the Asuras. He came 
as a crescent-teeth feline. He is the lord 
r eclining on a hooded serpent amid 
cool waters in Meyyam. He is the lord 
of countless virtues with radiant lotus- 
like eyes. To my heart’s content, amid 
cool fragrant groves, I have seen him 
in Talasayanam at Kadal Mallai. (8) 

^UJfTIT gjfUb UU^|tb ^ 141 $GJTnOTHSJI ; 
LJ 14 5,nffnrTCTT<b<£) c^err ^uj 

2 _lu£)CVJ 

cfilcjOTu (TCnCJT Og,GJT ^ CO f^J GT) <3> ^ (JAAn 

Ggli ns<;3 t&h 

c.f?loofh»(' v , 2_.CraTG37I, GUCuPiJ GJiAGUnuj 0 
aijniiAGri .'«(«>( •) . 
UGjjtQ c^iu Cj4»l<b^»ASb ff,nC3T(<9)tb, gybjfcl 

GcjJ 6 ncfilGiijfT(Jl 

4> GIBI 1_ITy) GP O A IF GSfifT L_ Cj GTTT C31 

tfh G3TTT {* .1 Q <9i IT GJfST G l _ GJT 

Cl Ljntpcb <5 >l_coldsocdgo25 

&) so o u i gut^jGo) . 


Devotees worship the lord’s feet, the 
feet that strode the Earth. The 
Rakshasa Ravana, king of Lanka 
would never offer worship. The lord 
killed him with hot arrows. He is the 
substance of the four Vedas, the five 
sacrifices, the six Angas, and this 
devotee’s very own. Amid cool 
fragrant groves, I have seen him in 
Talasayanam at Kadal Mallai. (9) 

l_M_ ^<£nt><raTA !£,£], ^G3TlT)| 

Gl_j GT3T IF C^rTOTTOTTU 
UL C'iGU(A)G53t( 51 LD(J^li GlJfTlij, 

Ul£GJT GciJGSld) 

5>i_lb Ai_GUlDGUGJr>CVJ£j UJGJTAgjJA 

5 ) n LD G<n <J A A GT3T AjuSlcu 

A> Cm C\J GU Gin GJT GT) GST (fc 

Al_lb <£>4^A>lb Afclflnjl GUCUCVJndu Clcucu 

G i_i nrr<g, 

aoS 1 a«ttc^ 6^g61Q^uj 5) ^cnuu uhlGu 

£)« O $CT*CV ggjjbgdlO ^IbAjLD GUGuCOfTIT 

^g&Igdgstgthjj (ipg)GVJ cucucurTiT 

^oGlci . 

The lord reclines on a hooded snake; 
he showed his wrath on the Asura 
king Hiranya. He went between the 
twin Marudu trees. He reclines in 
Talasayanam at Kadal Mallai. The 
victorious battle-elephant-riding 
Kalikanri has sung his praise in ten 
sweet Tamil songs. Those who master 
it will be able to rid themselves of their 
Karmas on their own. (10) 

2.6 On Kadal Mallai 
Talasayanam 

Nannada | Kedaram | Adi 

ftiGTOTGOTTnA GlJfTGtl ^GY] Grain ^GJU U t |A(<9), 

aincnani^i], 

OuGfiCT <^<£1, 26 ^i-(^ib Clu^uanGjmn, 

U3, f^GlSl Gif) u i 
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ftom ftueuiccuOTsuj, scosujcjiggj 

a_«nn)cu(TC3ig 

ntincmCfr < @(rF ) OufTcnrj gcnpu Qun 

crfirarGsramCm. 

Going between the unrelenting Asuras 
dressed as a female, the lord gave 
ambrosia to the gods. He resides in cool, 
fragrant Kadal Mallai as Talasayanam, 
a form reclining on the ground. We 
shall not regard those who do not even 
for a moment think of him. (1) 

LJ FT IT Gil CffyiGjn LDL LDfhJC3T0>, Udfl ffjCU LDfT 
IOCUIT& 

IbiTffucraTfinncjfT iDmrcug^cu 

(ipdn f£) «n csrijj^j, aid it 

Anrrcusj^Tcjyr (ipgil (ipjb'V'* AL-&JU>cu6*>CV)g, 
5)CUOLU63Tlh. 

cM,i7 crdVranmii) s_ani_uunri ^cun 

ermcaruo ^tjCncunGij. 

Those who contemplate the fair 
Dame Earth’s presence by the ocean- 
hued lord, and the dew-fresh lotus- 
dame Lakshmi’s presence on the chest 
of the cloud hued lord, and recall his 
presence in Kadalmallai Talasayanam, 
are our masters. (2) 

CJCSTft^CJT a_0CTH j£lcu lfir*U«nA CTl^ffU 

Cal fT(.T?n L_ IT057, 

QJfTcn^^cvj (ipcnrrjujrrcu ic^jjpjjgji 

CUCUID CltfjfTCtrcn, 

Aficw^^pciT AL.cuLDGucncvj^ uj 

^norr^j^lcit Cp>crfl f^cnciTOunn <rrerr 

ffjrrujaiGij. 

He came as a boar and took the beautiful 
Hame Earth. The celestials worship 
him with method and circum¬ 
ambulate him with joy. He is a body of 
knowledge-light residing in Kadalmallai 
Talasayanam by the forest. Those who 
contemplate him are our masters. (3) 


cfilwoii_nc5r>aClcLic5Tnjj f ^c6l cfjlojr^j^ 

CllDCVJ .^,'tucvifTri 

QafTcraTLfT^lixi uccu ^Acuii ^ipcu GjfQ, 
CIoild /nijpjfyd' 
acnni_ncrwj; ALCumcucjicug, ujG^agiJ 

S_GJTfQCU HOT! rj<Si 

QAnC33lLfT0lb QjTj^a. 2_CDL_lU FTIT c?)! QJfT 

6Tfij£hcn ^cvjCI5jUjcuGld. 

The lord who defeated enemies in 
war, — soft natured ones would caress 
their wide chest, — and made their 
bodies food for the jackals, or be 
consumed by fire, resides in Kadalmallai 
Talasayanam. Those who rejoice 
over him are our tutelery gods. (4) 

i5©Sl« ainoraT ^655Ti_rr 

(tp ft cu rr G uj rr n 

cfiltf<ar>0.3i(£| ^«T)0 <nd5T^]ii); 

^ car rr) emuj u uonrflujnG^, 
aa£\6> <£li_ib£>GLi®rT ©dir <^i_cvi ldcvjcjic\j<j, 
gjCUdJUJOTTlb 

2>0^V>, Clftn^ipcufTC^rj (bd*%, CTC3T fftcu 

ClfbtgjGa! 

The peacock-fan-waving Sramanas 
and others have a god for knowledge; 
instead of offering worship with them 
there, offer worship to the lord of 
Vehka or to the lord here in 
Kadalmallai Talasayanam. O Heart, 
those who do so are our masters!(5) 

l_|CUCTT 0<5)fTGTT (A)637CLlCujfT0 l_|CJmpa. 

«na>d> iofT Actflibnjj ^c3T(ipib 
jbcuib CWcrr Aifljbgj, 

ACXjHiiiOiCtT ^ Ujr^](g)LD LDCVJOTlCUA AL_COLDGYJGJnCVj£, 

^cuaujcartD 

cucunljO^ncfi i£cn^5,nrr <sa«ianO cucunijQAncn, 
CTCHT IDU Cllb(C>)G<!)! 

Heavy boats carrying eye-catching 
heaps of gold, and elephant-loads 
of gems, cruise the shores of 
Kadalmallai where our Talasayanam 
lord resides. O Heart, worship those 
who offer worship here! (6) 
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• (jTlrjxi -Sfvcmip a_(fTj <*>4,^. 

CluGTOT (Tj^CT)* « 3 _<~riTl_ ^OTTCStrTffU , 

Qpan rbCznGS&nO) 

&0OTi *}ih A i_ jjj < 2 , cu cir cjc^ rr t 5ii_-GvnOG’UOTGu<5) 
(ft CU<9 LU CTTlii 

QrTjjgjileu Q^ruLgcijfTcnrj^) Cl^rr^CLUTUJ, gtot 
gjHiu O(5>0G,ff! 

The lord came as a wee little infant 
and relished the poison on the breast 
of the ogress Putana. He killed 
Kamsa too. He resides in Kadalmallai 
Talasayanam. Those who contemplate 
him in their hearts are our masters, 
O Heart! (7) 

0.9|l£ l-DGUlTft dM-DCUlij $OT(J £_5 d^j] GUGff 

U<ft L-L H'GVI 

®-^£> <£it culligu sipcruiT 2_ip, l5)ot (ipcar 
6lGTuf5>gj «n^5>j2> 
j£it <ftiq (ftiD^gii) dhuGUi/icucncu^) 

g, cvi ft u j cjtuj 

ClgjfT(ij) r¥jit iQGsribOjGuGirujih Gl£,fT(igcurTuj ctot 
gyiuj Clfb^Ctf! 

The farmers drive the bullocks back 
and forth and till the soil, watered by 
lotus ponds, spilling the excess lotus 
with fragrance that wafts over 
Kadalmallai Talasayanam. O Heart, 
worship those who even contemplate 
his worship there! (8) 

LSlOTjprij*di 4hrr(^ ^W^^niCTT (T>i_ib , u l/, 1 

iS)00^Ccam(^ 

@C#3If£j(g) S&,ShlJ$>g 3 } Glib ClLI0lXJrtC?TITfi^,^ 

GfilfliibiSlcb 

msuOTeu-ft <5ii._wuiDCUOTGu.ft 
<ftffU^)UJW3T|b 

fU€a3Tfbl(2)Lb LDanjft^jfTfT ClJ OTf) 61J683Tr&l(0) 

CTOTgjOT LDl Ofbl2)C<5! 

Our lord with the discus resides 
‘dong with the Pingala lord Siva, 
who frequents the cremation ground, 
in Kadalmallai Talasayanam 
w here the celestials in hordes offer 
Worship. O Heart, worship those 
w ho worship him there! (9) 


.ftiq i5ilO|LDlO LDrpji£lGU &> I G\J LD G\J £T) G\J O) 

gjCYJSLUCTTftgd 

^iq(5i^n ^iq-Giij r^)t>'(D<T5Tu_|ub ^iq-Lucu ftacti 
fljib c^junJunOTj 
cuiq. CilftrTGn Ggugu ojcusucin, (ftaStacJTnft 

6£»gS) cucucumi 

^ipuq Qanch QiT30 idototguit gjii> (ip^jCucun 
(yj^)6u ^cunGij. 

Big fragrant streets line Kadalmallai 
Talasayanam where our lord resides. 
The beautiful spear-wielding Kalikanri 
devotee of those who worship him 
there, has sung this garland of pure 
Tamil songs. Those who master it will 
rule as kings over crowned kings. (10) 

2.7 On Tiru-Idavendai 

(A girl's mother to the lord) 
Tivalum | Kamboji \ Adi 

^Gu(GTf)ii) Qwuc^irwSiCuiiGufl^^p^^c^rflGnQj 
<ftL6U 

^ClUCr^LD r0OT fi> &l ^(f^jUUgj LD 

^SSlfb&JWD, 

<rH^£yj ib «*M,OT<5 wb1i_rTGrrrTGu; 

(^guotgtf ^ld <ftOT3TGjafl Q^rrcuoSi <^ld urTOTsu- 

ClfffTGU^yj; fr,)<»3T Oj fTGTT fTSUJ 

^GUCJIGTt, 2 __OT LDOT^^fTGO GTCJT l£l OTG3T<&£pJ 
@0rfl^fTUJ ? 

^L-ClGUfijOTjft CT(T)OT<ft l9[JItGot! 

Shining brightly like the Moon, 
beaming-face’d Lakshmi Dame 
born out of the ocean during 
churning 

Resides on your dainty chest; 
knowing this in full measure, 

O, my daughter doesn’t give up 
pining. 

Cooi-as-the-Iotus eyes, 
setting on a chiselled face, — 
she has sought your feet as her 
refuge. 


227 






THE SACRED BOOK / Divya Prabandtiatn 


Now tell me what do you 
intend to do with her, 

Idavendai Endai, my Lord, O! (1) 

j 0 (ipnjicuco G^nv^iLiiT^^ ^(njsrmcn; 

(ipancvj anjbg)l Qam&T© ^sraflujfTcnj 
(ajCTTiii uQ (-sysucncnfl, <^onn ^en&rfi CT^g,ncn; 

C&niW TP)GVJ LDOjn ^C^UJtTCTJ 

cusmb u© (vp jji^n aDGUiuih (ipOT ^cnii,# 
inrrcvj crcng^ih; imrco GUd nip lunch, 

^cmb U 14 ctgst fQc^cnrbgj 

g)i_ClcuCTiPjGina} iS^gnCcur! 

Her pomegranate smile lace 
flashes for her friends no more, 
no more does she apply Sandal 
her twin breasts. 

Her lake-grown-lotus eyes 
whiten without colly rium, 

no more does she coiffure her 
dark hair. 

“He did take the wealthy 

ocean and the Earth in yore”, 
she sings in her ever-rising madness. 
Now tell me what do you 
intend to do with her, 

Idavendai Endai, my Lord, O! ( 2 ) 

* n £><b(ifnb, 5fb2,63T0, @^puiL|U) 

0>u ftipw <$ 4 , 14 ; 

Gcugctt <9><£lrT sl, ClmcSlu^uy, 

Qurr 0 i_|GuibiS\g>jih uicvjiin_;ii>; 

iDmV, Cu>«tfl suararGinnypib Qun«T 

ClJGDCT^^li) gjGftflf) (QcUGUfT CTG51 g,G3T 
gjGmfffjftfff) CTCCT 

<njbG*>S> iSlfjnCcffi! 

Even the Sandal paste, 
cool pearls and fragrance 

blaze like the Sun to her hot breasts. 
The rays of the rising Moon 
scorch her and she thins, 

the wail of the sea makes her wail, 
Ol' 


^guQffUibODSb CTjbG^tf, iS^rrCOTT'. 

Each hour stretches long, 
longer than the aeon, alas, 

even blessed Sun has gone to big 
sleep- 

The ocean does rend the heart, 
the Anril birdie’s call does hurt, 
the cool breeze is hotter than fa e ‘ 

‘O Sakhisl”, she says, 

“My breasts are unbridled. 

Tell me what I should be doing 
now • 

Now tell me what do you 
intend to do with her, 

Idavendai Endai, my Lord, Ol ( ; 0 

Gun .s^carc^l, 

*- 0 ®^ * '$0 a -0 j9c5i«T&>g>i ; 

0>rrg,c?iTsr> lD Wiiflg*, «n«huirr)G^ g> tmi ui^i 

/Mucu njbQ^, gjiuSlcu 

(»u©r>g>Cu jcirr Gucrsg, iSlcn gd cn gdid 
0^><rnGifliu«TT; ojcnctfl ic^nii^eu 

675,«ufT ypencam ctot @0Jb2> nii - ,? ' 

Qc^fbcing) crrVjCTT^ iSlrjnCGjn! 

If ever she speaks a word, 
it is only your name, 

if she melts it is only for your lorn 1 - 


The ruddy-coloured leafy sprouts 
of Mango do make her pale, 

bangles on her pretty hands do 
not stay- 

Now tell me what do you 
intend to do with her, 

Idavendai Endai, my Lord, O! (-) 

. J-Mp’j'v^v Quiflgjrtcu rp,rrv^G5iA ■ 'ji ' ) 

1 *l_ri gJuSlcjTfD2)fTCU CTdjT^Jlb; 

I qcoibqvi <^srrrf?|yjU3 

1 Cf,(T^ CJi! <nG5Tgyu>; 

CltfncuiyjLftcsT crcirr QoujG^djT? 

Gjcnip gtoti QunstfT^jA^ <jtgjt 

@©M> nilj? 
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Her love swells above her, 

she looks like a one who’s lost, 

her large fish-like eyes have 
found no sleep. 

O my frail and slender one, 
trailing like a creeper, 

exceedingly disturbed, -- is 
whimsical. 

Now tell me what do you 
intend to do with her, 

Idavendai Endai, my Lord, O! (5) 


J&C5T CJgjJLb Gl&thGvn 

' ’ g^JL- CTuSlcO 

CU65T LDL.rbJfl» currcn c^iorr 

cunn^tb CfhCQ, loujr^ib; 

L6) CT3T Cl^rTl^ LD(f?)nij(^)CU , ( j» LD GV) 

CIu^ott (ip«nc\j QufTtTrt uiujs>&(0)ib{b 
ctcjt Q^mq ,rrc * T 

L^fjrrCpSn! 


She doesn’t think a good thought 
befitting her family, 

she knows only to hear and lose 
herself 


In the story of the war 
fought to destroy the 

high walled ocean-girdled Lanka s 
clan. 

My girl with a lightning- 
thin waist has shrunken, 

her tighted twin breasts have 
paled, O! 

Now tell me what do you 
intend to do with her, 

Idavendai Endai, my Lord, O! (6) 


l ' ,3,c3f)risgFjj ; a caTCinGtfTCuj 

® C*CST^.(^ I GpXjjnflj| 

^GU GTTffGV) ; 

Micnr^i j kti^Icvj (iMO Lr>iTG51(n : )(<aj(»< | in6ir»cu 

^^uiCg^t! (rrgsTirij ffljfrajCIcu^eijLb; 


GiG tthij <9>Gafl (Lpn^jGuco ftfTfflcm<05, Clurflgj] 
aojcncu Ciung) ^cueuth CGnfe,$(ti)ih<b 

G1J (0) &, (&) CTC3T $ GT>GCT£igd 

@04,^rTaj? 
j>«r>£> ffrjTjCing, iSlijnCcsi! 

Her heart is disturbed, 

speaking of you everywhere, 
she has given all to you and none 
to me. 

“O Lord of ripe orchards, 
Wonder-lord of Solai Hills, 

O My very own”, she prates on 
and on. 

My fruit-like daughter has 
lips like the red melon, 

thinking madly she has become 
love - lorn. 

Now tell me what do you 
intend to do with her, 

Idavendai Endai, my Lord, O! 

(7) 

cSHCuio C1 i£Ji(iq ^jUjffsr Gtinuj ^,ibu/t)0 

^ i£l u_| ld aob crrCTi a_trhtrrub &idngr)i lq ; 

LjOJlb ClufT(^j 1§ITU L|L_(dF)l.£l UH'^llDj 

Gurr^jGi/in i^rriDCBicoA^j (ttctt^T)!ld : 

(^jGUib Cl<5.|tp Cl^ncboSl* CajfTificn gugug»$), 
QaiTiq. Clrh0 iD6<mp<a. £h<OTT<«rafl 

^corhj^ G^nreitlA!^ gtott Kl 6zn«ST!T^gjj 

&($£>* "W? 

OGUfijOTiaj <nir,tfv>0b iSIrjnCcaT! 

“My heart breaks to hear the flute 
on the lips of Lotus-lord, — 

he has four arms strong like the 
plough bull”,— 
She sings for the Resident of 
Putkuli watered by 

cool and fragrant v/atcr resources. 
“Let us go to Neermalai” 
says my life-like carving, my 
slender-waisted creeper-like 
daughter. 

Now tell me what do you 
intend to do with her, 

Idavendai Endai, my Lord, O! (8) 
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Gundu uiucnGo Oldcti G^nctr; 

OuiT^fT) dMUCVJ SjCiTST g>Ju9<W i 

^CmSlCJTTTGVJ 2_OTlClDSU <5>y£)(JU> Clut^gji; 

^cwKbi^lgyAfl. a-P!D Cj&iruj 
L0CTT ®«jau> 10(2,(41(2)^ »(2)I4>«>, Guiai 

,v . 

cSrbJ^uj ftjcn (ip^ncvJUJfT^*^ 
crrfara) ^(b? ®(£>u61cu e«» £l«n«ae>gj 
@(2)2>5> nuJ - 
gu.Qnjj.OTft e^wig, ^onCai! 

She has lost her bangle pair, 
become pale and senseless, 

her warring fish-like eyes never 
close, O! 

Her love for you swells, 

I cannot decipher 

what is ailing my precious daughter. 
Her twin breasts are swollen her 
lightning-waist has shrivelled more; 
what is going to happen, how wdl 
it end? 

Mow tell me what do you 
-.ntpnd to do With her, 

Idavendai Endai, my Lord, O! (9) 


tyu cub o.«uiC«r! 

% & (b O*""*-"© 

S )^0«uAi« n 2> 'S'^nenox, 

^ lD n |D (IL aifbJCD&ujiT ^cncucuOT 

‘^cuce **».!(* “■* * e& ‘ hdn 
“Ucrfluj u@)X0W ux@cu.rn S,-.®* 

This garland of songs by 

T spelr-wieldingKahyan, 

^Ring of high wall mansioned 
Mangai tract, 

On Idavendai lord who 
graces his devotees, 

“ rnm ing in the forms of his Avatars 
tenure white swan, and 
° the fish and the tunle, 

j t he terrible man-lion then, - 

-rhosTwhocan master it 

n break the cords of 
W ‘11 irtiw binding all in their daily 
Ka acts. (10) 


2.8 On Attabuyakaram 

(A girl to her friend) 

Tiripuram | Sencburutti | Adi 

(\p<s5Tnr)j ctrfl^>2>ng)jih u)«pc*>{D 
ldcoitlBcdoGidco ^LUGgjJLD cfluJUU, 

(Lpt'Tf^crin LDn at..cb Guncb 

^vp«H€v>(2)ib (ipG3orr)ujrrd) CTjQrsrr^js, 

CTffl^GST Cftff g cuitgtt CTu?ln)Gnr)n0 
g}gsraflujejT <s^3»ib gJgcwrQ <3€V(D n 

s±>& @OJfT ^rtCi^MTCu? crdyrc^i - 
^L-l_L|UJft(J2)G2)dfT CT€5TfT)nCri. 

Siva who burnt the three cities and 
Brahma seated on the lotus were 
baffled; roaring like the waves of the 
ocean, — the three worlds offering 
worship with method, — his manes 
rising like flames and his feline-teeth 
shining brightly, a lion-like form 
spread himself before me. Who could 
this be, I wondered. “I am the lord of 
Attabuyakaraml”, he said. (1) 


OsuLD^rncb 6§grflcu cfigrr c^uurtn, 

Gcugjib a_G(nggjgjj ^gjOTnjoGiurrn cHejnnr^j^fb, 
U0fb5>if)l|jp ufT0«urtn - ^rub GUGrarrii^ib 
Go,6un ^cunCl^fTcb? C^ifl^ioruLCL-Gfl; 
ci;|bg)j(2)jncn £_^6uruij 

u>rtcuc$ Ggucttg&uSIcu lootsi «^cn<£>2> 
<^fbg)<amrr Gun^jr^cHfr ^nClftfrcb? cr63T63T- 

r^llL.LHUftn^jGgjfijT CTGSTfD^Gg. 

Valiant among the valiant warriors, 
worshipped by the Vedic seers, 
worshipped by the singers of pure 
Tamil poems, I could not guess who this 
was. He looked like the Vedic lad who 
came as a manikin in Mabali’s sacrifice 
and grew to take the Earth. Who could 
this be, I wondered. M I am the lord 
of Attabuy akaraml”, he said. (2) 
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ClsihGurrcir cviGUfbjfinA QifTffrfl, 

^Ictst iHtomi, £,cnnGi_rT{j^ <9^1*10 6£>s tt currcn, 
®-ibun ^Cnjrrgl 

G< 5 iL < 9 >lO LDCUIT UJT)<$ ffTff)C^)! 

QgulDUI £] GSTQyQl CciJlplb 

lD(f^Uq 6p>C3Trr)| Uf$l5)gj| ^(r^COTTL- 
(^|iDU|gjii) Cuncfrrr^Qjrr ^rrCl^rTcu ? ctcjtctt- 
iu&>og>Cib& CTsarrr)rrGo. 

Oh, how he came! Holding a golden 
bow, strong arrow’s, mace, conch, 
dagger and a radiant discus, and holding 
a flower as well, he looked like the 
cloud-hued lord who plucked the tusk 
of the mighty rutted elephant. Who 
could this be, I wondered. “I am the 
lord of Attabuyakaraml”, he said. (3) 

ion lostjAa 0<rfrrrr)ib <tj£>£h 
ldjt id finArr^gji, Ortk lo mu ^finerr 
tD0uq eutuhifOyib 

c^lu itG< 5 > rrfij ? LOmu ub ^/fjliuLQfTilGi.GjT; 
rr <5fbi(^iD « 7 £*fb 

Cojgjlb (ip«T ^gjjGUlt, ffUfTCJT^gxj 

LOcJri rr Gi_uTfijTf^GDn' ? crcjrfirr- 

,£4l_ i_Lj UJ< 5 )fJ^)C^,fi(T CTCTTJTjnGfJ. 

Lifting a tall mountain that reached 
the clouds, he stopped the rains. 
Frightening a mighty elephant in rut, 
he took its tusk. Is he that cowherd 
lad, I thought, not knowing the 
stranger. By his radiant discus and 
conch and his Vedic chant-like speech, 
he looked like a god. Who could this 
be, I wondered. “I am the lord of 
Attabuyakaraml”, he said. (4) 

^cneu^iffr^ub, Ccu4b(ipib, £ngyiii) 

Aflpi ‘{ipih G-srrcv), Clun^cn^rTfiniib■ uvfrcnjD 
I© CD CU A 1<JTT) LD GDfTfiJTQ) r7^^L0 l51 ft) ITA (<£*)lD 
/^rrfinrn uSlcsrrTG’U cSN^cirGsLUgi] <SfirijTt_ 

( lo rr LDfirafliL)ib idcui riCto Cu 
id fin a u | ld ^rhfA(ipu) 

^cncu al cii Ci jiTcimf)l<jjj(T ^^Ko^msO ? finsirrfin - 
^ l_l. L|ui<5,rr^G5,QT trrcjTjpnCn. 


The Vedas, the Vedant’as, Itihasas, 
Kalpasutras, Vyakarana, Mimamsa, - 
these and other sacred texts were given 
to the gods and men wdth grace, by 
the lord who has mountain-like arms 
that bear the conch and discus, a gem- 
radiant chest with lotus dame Lakshmi 
and the dark hue of the deep ocean. 
Seeing this form, Who could this 
be, I wondered. U I am the lord of 
Attabuyakaraml”, he said. (5) 

cmjfhj gPm i) ffjrtO) filJGOTTfiJTUD CTfi53TfiTjfl6U, 

€7£iii> sjri^fimpujmT 

LDfifT(ipiil jglfiDfDlMLD (TTCUCUfUD 
gjibiDfifT <$*/*>u 

Gurrf^>(£> At_e\j, Arnud, 

CufT^jJ f^CULD, GlDAlb 

GurTfirrn^lojrr ^nQ^fTCD? CTesrfifr - 

U|ujA fj^G^OTT crcsrgynCtj. 

No matter how much I sasv him, I 
could not identify him. He entered and 
took the jewels worn by the maidens, 
together with their hearts, their calm 
and all, then displayed his dark form, 
— the hue of the ocean, the Puvai 
flower, the Kaya flower, the blue lotus 
and the dark clouds. Seeing this, Who 
could this be, I wondered. “I am the 
lord of Attabuyakaraml”, he said. (6) 

4vuui «2>fircT ^iprruSlfid 
Q LO fTlLI lb LO CU ft A ACSTTGjafllLJ ID , G LD fijfl 

CAiTcuib ^(^fb&QJdnjjLD 
cTrir»,]fifTiD CWcuo^jCAfirr? w^efil f^cvjcurrrr 
i Am id fin ij AfiraTGjymi) 

Cl*t£) GTifilcv 'S^thypri) } C^rr^LD, cunu_|iD 
^LpdKlujarTLO ^GJjn ^nCiAdCo? gtottg-st- 
i_u i |ujA fl«0>Cg,<an cicjio)nGn. 

Bees hovering on his cool Tulasi 
garland, Sandal paste smeared on his 
face, —O How can I describe this?, — 
like a painted picture of the lotus, his 
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two eyes, his chest, his arms, and his 
mouth, were all very beautiful. Who 
could this be, I wondered. “I am the 
lord of Attabuyakaram!”, he said.(7) 

Ciog& CTUurrgyjih djlonCcBTfm 
Gcij^O) 2_6y>rjuufr; (ipjbjgrr 

^uuna; ai^lrr sc*js>ib; gjuurrcu 
e&y&gi b; iprblftj ^curr cugto'iotijtu) crerrz-Ji\.L' t 
OjfT«sfi1 c^uunnj fti_Cc\jiLjih c^uunrij 

5iCTifTCj2pjlh CUU).CL|lb djTjlqLLMT , CTGST 

£>uunn; gjojfr ^(TQftrrcu? cr ©n cn- 
^ili-niu0,(ja,Cg)drr cror^nCrj. 

Gods on every side stood and offered 
worship with Vedic chants, the lady- 
of-the-Sea Lakshmi was his consort. On 
that side was the vibrant conch, on 
this side the discus. Come to describe 
his colour, — was he lotus-red, or was 
he ocean-blue?, — his eyes and his 
frame sank deeply into my soul. Who 
could this be, I wondered. U I am the 
lord of Attabuyakaram”, he said. (8) 

•JUC^frb ^CUfTa,^ GTG3T CVI ©ncfTtLj ID fQcVJCVJIt; 

Qff>00(ipiii £>lDLDCgj. 

€1J0^1 Crbrr&<£), 

GUmiJ A ' ) Cp>«fTlT)J * r ‘ ; - • >. 2_ amO; 
sj-oni-gjgj @ciJfT CfFjn&^ih 

Cibft5><5iUJ; 

C^0<9,cu©n; U30©) ^yiCUncu? g 7 ^ 31 ®"- 

l1 i_ niu<9iCT«jt «T) rrOrj . 

My bangles left my hands, seeking 
his refuge. !My heart too became his. 
He looked hard at my Vanji-like 
slender waist and opened his mouth 
to speak a word. The glance he gave 
was full of sweet poison. I did not 
know who he was. Who could this 
be, 1 wondered. “I am the lord of 
Attabuyakaram!”, he said. (9) 


LDGTTCJTCIJG3T Clg,rTOT3TGm_UJn Ggv'KOT 
f^iirT (ipiq. Loncojcu aiuSIrjCLDSjCTi 
2>GJT CIjoSI g)6ST L|Aljp (Ajp&g) fhsS\ 

< 5 ml..u qiudferjgjg*] 4 ^$ 2)GyTcnc3T , 
ftcircsfl (rcu iun ld^Ictt U3fbtcy>a> CcvjbS*^ 
AfTLD^fTj ^aStarirff)) (2>OTfrj it 

gjOT^ejiaujrTGu QsrrdrGin Qs^Qanco uiiTc^cu 
euGuojnn*^ «ncu(<«i)jb3>Gu)- 

The Tondaman king Vairamegan 
came to offer worship for the lord at 
Attabuyakaram in Kanchi, where the 
king’s name is known everywhere. This 
garland of the sweet Tamil songs is by 
Kalikanri, king of the high-walled 
Mangai tract. Those who can sing it 
will find a place in Vaikunta. (10) 

2.9 On Paramecchura 
Vinnagaram 

Solluvan \ Yamunakalyani \ Adi 

ClarTGocyjj <ru «rrCl <9 ncu , Ourc^cTr^n&jT 
pencil, 2«2(Ul ■b n fD0)Cy 51 ^ 

Ca,fT<T)iT)(ipii) <5^*^ ’ 

2>CU JV)n(JG3TTTon £ rT6BT(tp &t (£) 

^LLD-^ndT 3<}£tS> 

r -.lUJ ihs£\ 

UCUCOCUOTT, cfilGVJ6VJOJC5T 6T<£Jlfr^ 23_ OJ Gv) 

UCOIjrTUJLJ uCU CojfjfjSjIT GH63riTThJ(^ 5>ipCVJ 

ucu© j cu« t, ld co©T) cvjlu rr Cancan 

ucjGld^a rj efil crar cstt < 3 , fj lo ^gijGeu. 

The lord is the Vedas, their substance, 
and their rules. He is the senses of 
taste, touch, sound, smell, and sight, 
and their controller. He is Brahma, 
Siva and the good Narayana, residing 
in Kanchi surrounded by lotus tanks. 
The Mallaiyar king Pallavan, — whom 
the world praises as “Pallava the great’, 
“The great bow wielder”, and to whom 
other kings come and offer homage, - 
- offers worship here in the temple oi 
Paramecchura Vinnagaram. (1) 
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afrnLDcjrrgjj i^^rr Gfjldtibqih, Aug^jii)» 

iglcugyui LDGDCUlL|lb Q><^ 
s,mTLDcTf^p, 5>niDcnaA«»c»TC3?T«T 

S>i-lb, UJir u^lcinr :. , • •: - ^ 

^5><TID65T^j QgjGjTiOT-QJC^G^ (]P631 <M1LlSlCU 
G1^0cfi1cu GUtTllip-UJ <£)G75T 

^IsdgjGuj rrcar, 

uniTiTJcji^j u c\jcu<njfT G^^gst ucrafl^^i 
ufiCiD^^jjc^cyuTCJTTAijii) ^gjGoj. 

The big cloud-bearing sky, the oceans, 
the orbs, the Earth, the mountains, 
were created on the lord’s lotus navel. 
He resides in the high walled city of 
Kanchi. The chariot-riding Pandya king 
was routed by the strong bow-wielding 
tnonarch Pallava king, who comes to 
offer worship in the temple of 
Paramccchura Vinnagaram. (2) 

Qldgvj ^cmonnu ucrrcrfl Cl0,fTGnm_fTOTT. 
(IpOTTCniD LDfT £_ GU fT UJ A 

Al_^jdr 

CO IT CD GJafli^CTCT GTiTr C3T - 

LDCJsfl Oim_rTiAG^ 

jSwigjGDn LOSj3T6y>CT5TuSlcvJ LjCTOT £]A»T GgD 6U 
Qfb® GUmjSlsy 2uA, Otf^cSlcu (LpGBT fFjfTGtT 
U ^rb5><su eirr uevjcvjGun Capcst ucraflff>g) 
ugCica Aa<rfil<^<nnrrAiJib ^g£jG<ni. 

Then in the yore, the lord displayed 
his huge form reclining on a serpent 
couch in the deep ocean, fulfilling the 
desires of his devotees. The dark gem 
lord resides in the mansioned city of 
Kanchi. The good Pallava king who 
waged many wars and sent the enemies 
down the narrow neck of his spear 
comes to offer worship in the temple 
°f Paramccchura Vinnagaram. (3) 

d=MGTnnc_Qpcb,<n gtot jPGugrjjiL, 

c^^TiGCI lgCl(TfT0 GUfTCTT, GTffl, AfTCU (iptfjGVJfT 

s^gtoti. cuesi, cT/icng, iSInncwTgjj ^Lii- 
iDfTi Kjasti ,$yu 


cfil 633T i_ GU n OTffl€5")l_A (0^ipfT(ipi_G6ST 

eSiMvfb&nn CU^efilGu (ipcaflrFjgd, 

UGOTT0 6^(fTj<9>fTCVJ GUSTS GTTgjgjITcOT U633fl<j>£) 
U0GcD«5c5»!JGfil«yOTOTJTAfJlCl ^^GsU. 

The Universe, the eight Quarters, the 
Earth, the ocean, the sky, the fire, 
the wind and all else were swallowed 
in a trice by my lord and master, the 
resident of beautiful Kanchi 
surrounded by golden mansions. The 
Pallava king who wielded his bow to 
disperse hordes of enemies in war, 
comes to offer worship in the temple 
of Paramecchura Vinnagaram. (4) 

jJj(]lDL| £_GDI_<7) /JjIgTJT GDA CUG3T AHCn AGlflJDf£)lG5T 

£jlLlJT <£lT<5)gi] ^IJGUli ClcU^rVjGU (IpGtfT ffjfTGTT, 
Ujib u|63tg 0 Cli_jmijG3iA i.jAArrGJfr e^cwGpjA^ 
^Llh-gjfTG37 - A,t_U) 

^,uj 

C^,lb OulTlflGU 0C3T©J CIuSIgvj O AjGaTGJTGlJ £D63T<2) 
Q^^Gldgu <?filuj(hgii C\oGSJff) 

ufub«_| s-snuu ucucuGuir Gaugst ucraflrbih 
urjGiD^AirGfilGJrar<^n«>tni ^^jCgu. 

The strong elephant with big feet 
entered the lake and was saved from 
the jaws of the crocodile; the serpent 
Kaliya who spat poison in the river was 
trampled upon and subdued. Our lord 
resides in beautiful Kanchi surrounded 
by water tanks. The Pandya king of the 
nectared-grove-and-mountain-like-wall- 
surrounded Southern kingdom 
was routed by our serpent-ensign 
Pallava king who comes to offer 
worship in the temple of Paramecchura 
Vinnagaram. (5) 

{£l<sr3T Ci9irrcnffluS)s3T cMjUJ, 

$,0GG\.»nG2FT ^AGULO Ga^G&gO (ipOT 0,fTGn, 
l (GtttT LJL U Guniprgjg, iSIrjITOTT^j ^ U) - 
Clun(IT) iDfTL f»wAGT1 I I 1 

Qgdgtst igipcvi Q^r^jC^tTcb 5,1 uu 

GTJ^GSDL QguGU (olAfTlq GgugO LIG5H (ipcill 

a_iurra,A 

U65iJTl_| £L CT1L.U UGUGUCIin Ga(T 63T uGrafliiFjjg, 

L) rrG IDA A (J gM GtfiJTGJraTA fl'CD ~^g)|G(»U. 


233 
























THE SACRED BOOK / Divya Prabandham 


IDCTijn E_^iDL 


The strong man-lion form wielded I resident of beautiful Kanchi with 
weapons that destroyed the mighty mansions. The bull-like bow-wielding 
chest of Hiranya in a fierce fight. He Pandya warrior of Nenmeli fell into 
resides in Kanchi surrounded by thickly jitters when our Pallava king wielde 

populated mansions. The white- the sharp spear in his right hand. 

comes to offer worship in the temp 
of Paramecchura Vinnagaram. ( ) 

(LpCSlGtfn <5>0«>tTCO 

icnco SJjjp 

ehenn) 9 _cn._ cuftcrr idjd tDCSTcairr Qth l_, 

AucoCutrw (ipiptii(§Lb *©«u"wu 

U63TJJ) £. 

UrjGLD5<9rIT^ € ^ rTG37T55,IL * ) —' 1. C GU . 

For the sake of the moon-faced 
Nappinnai, the lord fought seven 
strong bulls. He resides in beautiful 
Kanchi surrounded by water tanks. 
Our Pallava king has war-drums that 
roll like the roaring seas, despatching 
enemy kings to the sharp edge of his 
mighty sword. He comes to offer 
worship in the temple of Paramecchura 
Vinnagaram. W 


parasoled sceptre-holding serpent- 
ensign spear-wielding Pallava king 
comes to offer worship in the temple 
of Paramecchura Vinnagaram. (6) 

4«n (ipiq. U)fTCUc5l 5>G5T 

CcijctrsQu^co uMTarar 

(^>€.51 2,ncrr f 

osoCWQ u>„ ©tuib Qs.nerouffljguj.g, 

@uu> g,nor -auib g,eS\, 

2-eu® a_«>l_ IDOTGJTOJOT Qo,OT«WSlJGnC 5 Tft 

tD(T U>©«T Qo,^, 

U6o a mu CicucffririmOT 

uijGiD^djrijcfil^rarcraTo.g^ ^gjGcu. 

The lord who went as a manikin to 
the sacrifice of the radiant tail-crown 
Mabali and took the Earth and all as a 
gift, resides in beautiful Kanchi amid 
water-tanks. The great Pandya king, 

-- ruler of the vast Southern 
kingdom, who has a strong army and 
many cities with high walls, — was 
routed by our Pallava king, who comes 
to offer worship in the temple of 
Paramecchura Vinnagaram. ( 7 ) 

(3)«nL«, $n>cu iocffT«3TcuciyT ^oj, ^(rt^rrcu 
LDffjicuujrrcu <&t_«nc\j 
CT(i,c^2) iSlgncOT^i @i_^b - 
u>nL.ny«,6n <^vp(£) ^ui a,5&\ , 

-4 efi1d><wcu«jT Qfk«iQujGMcu 

Glcu0ftj, Cgucvj cucurbjcnftu iSl<*g>g» 

UGnL .§> ucucuciin C^rrcifT ua&tbg, 

i—i Q G tfKJ A ttfolbioTOjfJ lD ,^h Gctj . 

Then in the yore the lord came as a 
crowned king and commanded a 
monkey army and built a bridge over 
the ocean with rocks. He is our lord 


U«in U5CST«p| G3)fTCU LJ0»JpU UCUCUCUIT Cs>fTC3T 
uoraflfbg, uaGiD^<gTfTG^«rjT633T<^ , rGLDGu, 

Ann idoi^j <?,cn guujgu mrhjcnftujn 

5><nn6\jcu«5T fi_cr>afc<b 

$n iDong^j u>acT>cu ojcucuirrr 

£>drr ^(njCrriTCo 2 _c\j.£)co 
G«>rr u> 6 ijTejTf 7 rujii u^tt s>i_gu 

CWyg S2--CU(2) «^<WT© ^lftljpcUIT<9>GcTT. 

The world renowned Pallava king of 
lasting fame offers worship at 
Paramecchura Vinnagaram, which the 
ferule Mangai-tract’s King Kalikanri has 
sung in a proper Tamil song-garland. 
Those who master it will, by the grace 
of Lakshmi, rule the Earth as crowned 
kings and enjoy Heaven. (10) 


234 




The big WORK / Periya Tirumoli 


2.10 On Tirukkovalur 

Manjadii \ Nadanamakriya | 
Khanda Chapu 

10 (£3 <3,^0 Al_GUA6tT CJ^UD, 

*HfT<»TA(Lpcb LDC3TTCo7TTA(ip ID , U5fpjpJLD 
GTCUGUaih 

^©^nLDCO GUiiSlfjlTJJ <^1 0t& <£H,c61 cjflClDGVJ 
'@^5) Sicrflrflcvi fteyjrcucnnjbgj nvcsr g&rcnGn 
&J(g)0rT igjj QjgTTtb AIJA(£jLTI Cl uoraT6X)OT3Ta) 
Cl^)63TUfTGU 

&J1Uj r^fTCTTLDCDfrjujrTtrrTn CAfT(tptf Oaujlu, 
^tg)0rr©S) cfilcDcn <ruuu g^i err ^lai pfbgii 
C^rrcsrpii) 

^([NSiCarTcu^fTrT-^ii^i^jen - act3tCi_ 63T' ftnCcn. 

The cloud-touching seven mountains 
a nd the seven oceans, the sky-world, 
l he Earth-world and all else without 
harm, he held in his stomach and slept 
°n a tender fig leaf. He is our lord, for 
w hom pure-hearted Vedic seers offer 
Soma-sacrifice, in the midst ot fields 
°f golden paddy, on the Southern 
banks of the ever-flowing waters of 
Pennai river. I have seen him in the 
beautiful temple of Tirukkovalur.(1) 

<£4Cvmir>£, £>£11/3 gJLp™J, srrr 3 g,d>, 
gi/UJii), 

^ULO Q*HOT3T0 ClgjJTlpU UCTOTli 

Clarrcn umbiSlcu 

r^crcfl Clinch (ipcncu mcugrTcn, 

LD fbJ CiTl A 

<@0<aiir <$*tq aj00Lh $65T«r)iDujrrffn6jT 
gg<ar\3 ejfjp 

«3<bgji 

€>>sn ^ OcijcTTcfil f>,ncvj LDtfsngpftGn, pvp«Trr}j ^u^tri 
,J Qoujgj ^(^QurT^gjir) 6£>«rrnr)jLh 

CIacugija, 

^(S^^rrcucyjfv -actotGi cir j^nCciT. 

The seven Svaras, the six Angas, the 
[ Xe Sacrifies, the four Vedas and the 
lree Fires, twice a day praise the One. 


Celestials offer worship with fresh 
Tulasi garlands, Sandal paste, incense 
and lamp. The lord reclines on a serpent 
bed with Sandal- smeared soft-breasted 
Lakshmi 3nd Earth Dame pressing his 
feet. I have seen him in the beautiful 
temple of Tirukkovalur. (2) 

Cl A rnyj rbgd c“H cru (IT} id ld gy) rr<5 G^iremcviA 

(AjyjfTliQAfTGTT CluaitjCnAA 
G*ncTT (jpA^ncu currar tfruSlrbrryA 

Cl A n feij'ol I_A,ID(A) ST6TT<^>1 

Lorr A6iflrbr61g>JA(5) 

^nbaffGiD cufj£ G§,ndfin51 ^ 0 gti 

Cl 8 ULi 8) fTCIDOTr 

iflcunA A^fTj rgcuib ^0'b^cu Amii_, 
qcairfrnGn (Lpftgji 

Cl«5LbClufTdfT AHlll-, 
ALDCUlb j^sSUdiA GufTCU 

AHll 0 lb 

^ 10 aGa fTGucy_nn-^Ag)i-AcnnCi-cifT fP,nC<sn. 

In the lake amid fragrant bowers the 
crocodile with strong gripping jaws 
held the elephant by his foot. To save 
the suffering devotee, our lord came 
with his discus and showered his grace. 
The blue water lilies display his dark 
hue, the Punnai trees show his pearly 
teeth and golden hue, the red lotuses 
in the tank blossom like lamps, 

I have seen him in the beautiful temple 
of Tirukkovalur. (3) 

A,rnbJ 0 Curm trm<aSl ui u unr)car><aj 

255fT(bgiJ , 

■5a9 n S) c Ui5>^"2) n '^ 0 fin id (ip uj. A A 

8) GJT tfTl 10 li I (T CTT f 

«^0irjiSlA Aon $it Cafnijji^j 

An. 0 ib 

LucurtAil 0 ^^airTOTT 

A liST OT) CST 
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Catnip ^0LOL| *aM«5T«DOT. ^IT | 

CffrTGDGUft 

0ipmh cut?) GUOT3T0 urr@ib 

LJfTuCU 0*1105) 

A0thl_| &6J5TGljCTT0U) ftipcsfl 0,j£!bfi I 
i00ftC<5,frajg)nrr-^^ ) gi j €iT - *«nnCLcir I 
0) itCsjst. 

The lord plied his Garuda bird and rid 
the Earth of its unbearable burden of 
terrible Rakshasas. He is the ambrosia 
for devotees who offer worship with 
tears in their eyes. In the groves where 
Kongu, Surapunnai and Karavu trees 
blossom profusely, bees drink the nectar 
and sing in unison. Hearing the sweet 
songs the sugarcane in the fields grow a 
node taller. I have seen him in the 
beautiful temple of Tirukkovalur. (4) 

*©r>0 ojcrrn Cgijcu *ijcfr (ipgjGun* ftCuibgjGJT, 

qiitgSI 

££>£8T(f>) 65inCU 10 Iq. UJ @ C\J fbJ CD * 

j5b C3T^5^1 cn 

6i€yijD ctuSI fofry suficnCacrxarr crcucumh 

Qu0jj)g > ffJ)5 J GlJU<T0 2-I-G3I 

CluLfllDfiCn flj€3T(SnCJ7 
.u€J)0 Gucnrj, ^cnn, mnuihC#nn)jib 

ujessTLUib &*** Cl^rrcifl ,$icr>aTfc£|ii> 
ojmjii) &a» 

ilo.® Glunifleu .stcncwi,® 

Q.g]<>3T<DC0 GfiAlb 

^l(iij*Go. noj£ylt"-.5a2>©l s ™ - *^ L “’ !b " GaT - 

The sharp speared Khara-Dushana, 
Kabandha, Vali, and others were 
destroyed by arrows. Then in the city 
of Lanka, the Rakshasas with their 
crescent teeth, and their king Ravana, 
were wiped out by our lord. In ever) 
home the sounds of Vedic sacrifices and 
worship rise like a crescendo, while in 
the Mandapas, in every half-open 
space, students sit and learn the chants. 
The breeze caresses the watered groves 


and blows over the town. I have 
seen him in the beautiful temple of 
Tirukkovalur. (5) 

a — $ cMjirrbg) <bj^j Clcu cnrGcm lu s^crfliu 11 ^ 

Clscnrry 

2 —CT5n_ nc5D ar* *CT3T0 .%< i M ^rjCcjrr0 

*0<* *ffrflG0 CufTCO f9«TEUi 
5)i_fbi *cm«5>sTr uofl u>cu0iL ^c&TSDiDujfTcn^ 
Clcur§l u3c\jroD*cn itjh LDHiiC3^*Cujn0 

gSIojcst acnco crcfui Cf,TTCTflc3mrfr 

Q<?gOgu^ 

u>cnfl ujnuib 

C gj rr G3T ft}j tb 

^0*C*rrcu^nrT- ^*g)igir - *cmGi_£3i 

ffj rrC GoT. 

Reaching out to the fragrant butter on 
the rope shelf brightly, he ate it all; 
seeing this the cowherd-lady Yasoda 
bound him to a mortar. He stood like 
an elephant chained to a pillar, weeping- 
The fragrant lotus-lady Lakshmi, the 
goddess of speech Sarasvati and the 
deer-riding eight-armed Parvati 
reside in the mansions of exceeding 
abundance. I have seen him in the 
beautiful temple of Tirukkovalur. (6) 

«)* uort *ifl (ipGsflfbgjj uiflcmuA <£$1 
sfilcy>i_*6TT cjyp .r.jrt s&'b 

sniijflbgjj 

«5*L_LD @fT) 2_^<5>£>g)J U)CuCo)C\J 

Cl <5 UJ * 0 <9 £3)1 <3> 0 ft©* 

^L,C)TnciDcn 

*0fbi *^ip0 L15.UJ urrsnen Clcucnn (}p &£i 

«>fUU CTCUCUmi »X)rj*£>lh IJClJCTTlb 

»&-* Qionil0 ^cvjngjgjiib Ggjdfi 
Q*rrcTT (*5tTcr»cu5i| 

^(ns*Cg,fT6u(^tiiT-^^g)>cry - *ccnGi «jt 

ibnCorr. 

The lord destroyed the rutted 
elephant, ripped the jaws of the horse. 
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subdued seven bulls, uprooted the 
Marudu trees, smote the devil-cart, 
killed the wrestlers and struck death 
on the wicked Kamsa. In the nectared 
bowers where Serunti trees spill 
buds in profusion, the dark Areca trees 
with green fronds spill white pearls, 
while the fruit is dark and coral red 
all over, I have seen him in the 
beautiful temple of Tirukkovalur.(7) 

urmejn^j C 1 u((^ld urnjib ^(ju ligtotQ 
G&tfe oaij£i <n£\rTr£)§,{Tfr C&GnGsr 

jb&ib ^b 8 *I# Odtprar 

&G3 T(-n«fT 

CunrrgjiT^ 6^63TTrr)j a_CT)L_uunguLD, ^ <rrT63\3>&. 

C&rTgyiii 

Uff<b£»ncpiih i^rTcrr^AguLb Clufr^fbgjLb 
©.cTTfrCuncu 

^CTrpj iDeDrpuufTcrrn r^JcnrnfVg, Cltfcueug, 
^0<5 1 G*rT6U^)n'T-^5)gll6TT - <5> C3 TtCd L_ C5T 

r^nGcar. 

To rid the world of its heavy burden 
the lord entered the Bharata war as a 
messenger then drove the chariot for 
Arjuna and destroyed the army of 
kings in combat. The bull-rider Siva, 
Vaisravana, Indra, Brahma and all the 
other gods are gathered in the wealthy 
town with Vedic seers in good 
measure. I have seen him in the 
beautiful temple of Tirukkovalur.(S) 

&JTCuiq cfilC 3 T urrrr loach, y, ujr^ien^GiunQ 
n OfhjQ ^ 0 Ljfr«O ClurroSlrhgi] 

G 4 b H GSTfQ , 

< 5 lfT 6 Htq.cfi 1 «T <9.rT)iJ*Gli> GLifTCU , 

n<f>. l !0 i_jrf)u_iiij 

( -*cotq caia ^0cufTiij,Ag33T. «flcu<bS> cgH^L. 

ClurrGTr Oslli <£)0 2 _. 0 culD ^H^simcb 

4ku«ir ^ujGgji CurrcuomiT in<RtTg)i 

og)|<tT -AOTDtGl.CTT I 
r^nCcsr. 


A beautiful form with Dame Earth and 
lotus-dame Lakshmi resplendent with 
conch and discus on either side appears 
like a forest of Kalpaka trees, gracing 
the devotees with a benevolent heart, 
with red lotus feet, hands, lips and eyes, 
— even his robes are red, his jewels are 
of red gold, — his glorious form is 
worshipped by Siva, Brahma and the 
other gods. I have seen him in the 
beautiful temple of Tirukkovalur. (9) 

CUfTa633uid*rTfffT ^I_n5>l4fb2i LDfTGDGU, $GU 
iDemip (ip^lGeu GurrdjQjrTgaT 
Os GJT6D C3T 3 

u3finn)ujrT£nrT r^cnfD jv3S 

^l0i<9>GArTGij^mT ^Agpicn Ac^nCi-cjr gtottit)i 
sumte^csjTf^]^ (ipcmcu ifii_6umr LDf^jsn a Gguit^ot 
QJ fTll AoSl LUSH C£<aSl 

<Tli cO g\j n rr 

«9>nf)GJcTrbJ<%GnnGU 2_GUAib ACulRgi] 

CJ0)0} t 

dfbj(5)ii ugfbg>rrcnOTT<5b AirraaTunr 
AnCio. 

The coiffured-dames-abounding 
Mangai’s King, swordsman Kaliyan, 
has sung these ten Tamil songs with 
the refrain a I have seen him in 
Tirukkovalur” on the lord who saved 
the elephant in distress, has the hue 
of the blue water lily, is the emerald 
gem, and is the rain-cloud pleasing to 
Vedic seers. He lives in abounding 
wealth. Those who master the garland 
will be worshipped by the world, and 
receive the vision of the lord. (10) 

3.1 On Tiruvayindirapuram 

Irundan | Sankarabharanam \ 
Rupakam 

< ^ r tyb<9>G53T u)jt j£)gi>u) GjGTob .SHfbi .yjuj, <SU«nuTl 

u^uiSlssfleu 

a l cuagott ginSlcjumajcsr (gi .Jv 
ALDCunjCu iDCvjiVgjG^jfDcO 
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g>GJT (iptJCSTirilCT^lb ^lCtfl(2)CUlh 

Qurr^jstfl g\\b Qurnp^inGL_ 

rhrchiDwrr Oacnfpj ^cncraTiTjgj 

<£) (R) ftJ u9 Jb$ 9 M gC ifl. 

The lord who came as a boar and lifted 
the cool Earth on his tusk teeth reclines 
in the deep ocean. He also resides in 
Tiruvayindirapuram where bees in large 
numbers drink the nectar from lotus 
flowers, sing and dance, then fly to their 
hives on the tall Serundi trees in the 
dense groves around the temple. ( 1 ) 

QaiuojcucTT 


iflgr gy ib ,^rtiicn<5jUjciiCJT, 

2L-GnfT) 5,0 $0 H>mTU«T, 
uOTgy fhfT«n£ior>tDu ucu Cluff0<rfT r5K^uj 
ugeffT g)i_ih -cuenijtf srrrjcu 
lSlc5T g)| tb iXlfTgjC&U LJGlUCT)l— Cut, 

iSlenfl a4«&iP 

Q&xia t craiTfry msvQ (i£^5>0 

£1 0cu uS) <b$ 0M *7^ 10 • 

The lord with the resplendent discus 
in hand, with lotus-dame Lakshmi on 
his chest, the substance of the Vedas, 
resides in Tiruvayindirapuram where 
bumble bees on the Madavi bowers 
call ‘Tena Tena' in sweet musical 
tones, waiting for their mates, — held 
captive in the closed lotus flowers of 
the night, -- to join them. (2) 

Ottmab ««* ft* *“® U 

mniusuCT', ^ujojits.® _ . 

Cu.iujd. S'-* - 

CWS,© . . - 

Qu)1 ,i •***•*« 

CpAoiw *><> G*"» «*- _ . 

o2« *«<"»«* °*«* tP2>(5 

, .. lr»rd who swallowed 

J^slven worlds and lay on a fig 
leaf, De.vanayakam, reveals himself 


to devotees. He resides in Tiruvayindira 
puram, where dense Madavi bowers 
grow over Senbakam trees in the 
mountain side, the Mullai creeper sways 
in the wind and the lotus blossoms 
fill the water tanks brightly. (3) 


lAfTfl}) Cl5>fTCT3T0 CT$nj>5) CUGU 

<^€14CI7T63T 

cormn @0 iSlcncuna 

Oa>rr»<n0 «^^c^0CuLi)5jiT)0 ( fgcjT,^0G TT 
ClAn^gj^cucfT ^i_ih l5)cdl.2>^ 

(ol 5,176531 l_ QlDCJT 5>0ii)L4 

&«rup $>cr> 3 ' 

cfilftlhm 22_rt) lD Graft £ipcu 
Carrjj Q«,ncfen__ ac53T ujpanb cnflcu 

& (ITjCU uSl <t>£l0 M IjC ID. 

The Asura king Hiranya cultivated 
bate and anger. The lord tore apart 
his chest and graced his good son. He 
resides in Tiruvayindirapuram where 
tender sugarcane shoots grow densely 
reaching the sky, giving shade to 
wetlands which exude beauty. ( 4 ) 


<?>y*0 umoioSl Cwcruofilifilcu CW np 

&*>*> c^ffTTfbgjl, ^lon 

^ Q<w ^ @orr «fiW Qun^o, ^ ih . 
Qun«r u>cv>fr Ccu^on^, 

0 O*£»cni h @ 0 ^ 35 ,^ ^ 

Gaxar ftsufeg, *«*, ucu 
^0 CD uSl ffj |J 1 _| fj C ^ # 

The lord who went to Mabali’s 
sacrifice and measured the Earth, the 
lord who subdued seven bulls for the 
cowherd-dame Nappinnai resides in 
Tiruvayindirapuram where monkeys 
m hordes jump on Vengai, Kongu and 
Senbakam trees, raining flowers of 
gold, then go and eat honey-dripping 
Jackfruit. ( 5 } 
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SB—Currcfil LU ID l-£>«*>£> 5)63* 

O B fT oSl 63T 

$ID5>g>j ^crtf^J 0 Amn-Giun^^ 

SifTcn 2 _G\jrTcfi 1 tu < 5,(3 (jip^cu ^ 1(3 
@l-li) -AG&OTT ^(fTjli) 

Gvirrcirr a_cvjrrefil lu ld^ QjGuty iixtgvj guotq 

LDH LC^Idr l_JCDL_ (A,Lp- 

CgjCST a^CUfTefiluj Cl< 3 jL§li ClufTl^lcu 
^(fTjcuuS) jj^l fjqaGLD. 

By the words of the hunchback woman 
the cloud-hued lord went into exile in 
the forest with his young wife. 
He resides in Tiruvayindirapuram 
where mountains and mansions touch 
the sky and bees hover over fertile 
wetland tracts. (6) 

^caicaflcjr g^iCTrrjgc^t- iOL_AdAfTui. aitijcjsiud, 

cfiloj/rj AoS1fijfTLfil«0«5 ^CU fTiJ 6 ID A 
L0G3TC3TC5T (ipu*. Ouniq. OdJUJA <2DL01Tj^)63TgjJ 

iDcrefl dJGTirj ifjipcu 

c~HGTTC3TLD iDfTlDGVjrr «£|06'&)£»0»£)g)l ^LDtolfluSlcO 
Clu«nu.OujfT(^ib <@€^£1 • 

^sijjClrFjcvj^rr aglkAa (tf^encudj* 
^^36UuS)|j>^)f3LJfjGLD . 

The lord who destroyed the fortress 
°f Lanka for the sake of his Sita of 
lightning-thin waist resides in cool 
Tiruvayindirapuram where in the 
s hade of the mountain, swan-pairs 
he on beds of lotus and fertile paddy 
fields wave whisks. (7) 

QLDG5TA(3Pij(£jipCU AmfCfifTU) 

sflcu * 5 . 9 , 2 , 2 *, ^i_gvj (jD«nipA (3 

^^CJACUfbl^L Cl I CD f](A)Giri L_ €T 02 > 2 > 6 bcit 

fSciJcfll LU ^L.tb - 0>L l£» ^fr 

^cmncucTTLO ^fjl acd uD^jAifl "0 

U>e^GVJ 6il6TM7 St-(b&*h 

^CngClAn«7TrTfb5iJ^«a><**iGlfl^i5fbS0 cijujgulka, 
^ (3 cu u 51 15 , $ n lj 0 G id . 

The lord who broke a bow for the 
Sa ke of the dark tressed Sita, and 
who lifted the mountain to protect 


the cows against a storm resides in 
Tiruvayindirapuram where rivers 
flowing through the mountains and 
forest, bring elephant tusk and 
fragrant Agil wood as offering, then 
irrigate the fields. ( 8 ) 

CdlCuClAfTCn GDAg^CUgig) SiW" OciJLD 

Cumflcjflcu 

cfi1<9UJg^)lA(3 tDGJsfl-aCgjirA 

Ga JTffuO A KCTT OTAft &CyJfhjb\ CTfjjCn^) 

O U LD LDfTSjfT ^ L_ ID - 
(AjCuCl_| fc" 35 " 31 GUST'S <9fTIJGU 
AfTQjQArTGfTA«73T OAni^CDACTlpA ® cm ^ 

UfTCncnACn ALDljp AfTfJCU 
C«?GUAGtT urTUJA)(3 fb^GUUJGU L|(A) 

d£) 0 CU u9 fb£) <J M fjG U3. 

The lord who drove the chariot in 
war for Arjuna resides in cool 
Tiruvayindirapuram where Betel 
creepers climb over Areca trees and 
fish dance inebriated in rivers that 
irrigate the fields. (9) 

ftp Cl J ri U ' C^(IT)£t! 651&JT, fip Ct| GV1 (<5) 

2_CT«n0 a__L61ip<i)gi] ^GTTtTj^ncncn, 

C^curr a frcsrcurrClscsi^j ClgcaTir^ ^snnrj^TyS, Afirar 

$ (HyGU IjSI 3£1 g L| 9 A,gj 

GlDCVI G<9fT^l 4DliJ Cgdoj cucucucjrt AGlSI 
Acrrr^l Gfilrfl^g)] 2_Gtfn73>g> 

UrTClj A®fiJT ^jlbllpLJ LJ^igl) j^GJIGU UfTlq.L_U 

ufTcur^JAcn u uSl cu nGcu. 

The lord who swallowed, made and 
measured the Earth, the One who 
became the Three, whom the gods and 
Asuras go to again and again and offer 
worship, resides inTiruvayindirapuram. 
He has been praised in this garland 
of cool Tamil songs by sharp speared 
Kalikanri. Those who master it will 
be treed of Karmas. ( 10 ) 
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3.2 On Tillai Tiruchitrakudam 
Unvada I Mnkhari \ Khanda Chapu 


pgffdngnm _ g> cs3Tannng)i 2_tlSln ftncucu 

B_A_oSlw iSll^Ujmj L_|CUS 3 T odt^ld Clr^ni^g,}, 

o>(ni) 6 DnL_ cijjti_2> g>cuib CIsujuj Ccucmi_n- 
{bin&n @cmuCujaft ^crT^rbiSM 

e»ndt^- vo^F>c5)0a 0 >cwnb uxtCl 

aiuco < 5 >i 0 ftrtcu &mj uipcrrib i_|CT>i_Cu(nbg> 
C^ai^y-, ujtTi_^ Q&rnu- S&Q £ 1 cvjgt>co 5 , 
$ 03 £)g>ge*Li .vb Qadnf^} CffnvBciiT0»C6n. 

O People who wish to rule over Heaven! 
There is no need to do severe penance, 
hurting your flesh, holding your breath 
and stopping your five senses. Go and 
offer worship at Tillai Tiruchitrakudam 
where peacocks dance in the groves, 
fish dance in the waters, bees dance 
in the wind, and pennons dance 
over mansions in the sky. ( 1 ) 


GnuibCluirarcpib ujasflu-liD 

Cl*l1<37T«T<b^ 

ucr>t_ iD«rT63TCu«JT uwcvxajir C^nciyi v *03^5^ 

QtflhO U(TC3T IDCH^ U>fU-ftJACTT 

fiwt&GOfb 

The angered lord came as a wild boar 
and lifted the freshly decked Dam<- 
Earth who was held captive in th e 
ocean. Those who wish to attain his 
lotus feet, Hearken! Go to Till * 11 
Tiruchitrakudam surrounded by 
gold-and-gem mansions, where the 
crowned Pallava king offers worship 
with gold, gems and pearls. P) 


AnCojnQ J 0 ©.otQj cfj* 

O.0ni»0»ngu £>)<fcnfbft) Clj£0rhi <3jncuih fpn^i 
£CwnQ fQdnjrjj gjcuib Qaujuj Gcu®r5Ti_n - 
$0 iDfTrruanOTs ^!!>cr>£,mtto csnffugjgjiih 
CTCsnSn! 

cu^il! Ceugjiri io©SI<£l<arrn} Q^rrcu <£n 
inenrrjturrOTTT ff,rr(CTF,ih (ipCDrqujncu Gucrtrrg^ 
ffiniisiu qfttp £>^0 ^cuancua, 

.^$c?flnr^| G^fufidjTaGcn. 

O People who wish to hold the lord 
in your hearts! There is no need to 
live on fruit and vegetables, drink thin 
air, or stand between the five fires and 
do severe penance. Go and offer 
worship at Tillai Tiruchitrakudam 
where Vedic seers chant endlessly, 
and perform fire sacrifices every day, 
with ever-rising glory. ( 2 ) 

Qcuiomi ^1cfl£bg)J u t.jCinfli Cibipcu Cp)©ncf)] jtj ji 1 
$rr opg)i Qcijcnsmb x. tin 

onin^a-cw: Cluni£)su 52_cu^ 

^i^uCungj ^cnaraniijncin ^(TTjuGunQ 
@}0ui3n! 


<^0vDmQcuti) ^(jTTUufrcw, (^tr)Cn 

^cucOTTcii Qu0 CeucrrcfiluSlcvj Cl 5 can ©I 

<(go!£>£ 

Qu0Li>ncsi ^l^fbfUDU] iSlgjffjfSb 

iSltQcfilg: gtiujrr CTOTTCST^JQ 1 ^ 1 * 

<9i0iDn ^l\_4 J g,n63T 2>_cuc£>g>], 

0>«ncu ff/T^ijefilch^OTiOTjTij ugttct^u^cstClDGO , 

^l0U)fTGvj fl^iDr^GnaQujnQ ^0 $6vXS*v5* 

» *i< Oadrrirjj 

In the yore the lord went to Mabali s 
great sacrifies as a manikin and 
measured the wide Earth. O Devotees 
who wish to cut the Karmas of your 
miserable birth through chanting his 
names! Go to Tillai Tiruchitrakudam 
where the lord reclines on a serpent 
couch and resides with the lotus-dame 
Lakshmi happily. (4) 


Ca>n iflfbiAj -£>i_cvj cncuujih ° iliuj 1 

(tfjcu locucsin iD^yjcfilcu gjiGSufluii 

5, n li> . . • ^ID^CTfT 

g><^j Lcn (ipcaflcnujo, g>ujft0 
y, IDfhJCD^ L^CVJ LOrhJC5D5> IDCJTCS^'- 1 

iotbjffji.9, crthi(^ui 

C^ldio Cl^ncri ar)Lj\i Cunj^lcu 

4?di«r5Gu£> 

Cl^icinn)] 
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To rid the ocean-girdled Earth of its 
tyrant king and elevate the souls of 
the good folk the lord came as 
Parasurama of great penance and merit, 
and wielded his axe on the kings. Those 
who wish to make him theirs, go to 
Tillai Tiruchitrakudam surrounded by 
fragrant groves of fame and 
auspiciousness, where the lord resides 
with the lotus-dame on his chest. 
Earth-dame by his side and Fame- 
dame all around. (5) 

^JbUJQjfTuj 

uessflCI s,fTGSST0 

«nio^rr 

cumjxnjcoC'SV 

^cijQjrruj u>i&cn*UJit Cutfcyib &)tuzn 

<^0 lD(T io«0[r) 

GWcbajmuA »-»n© $c0«ogv>5> 

lb Ojcttoj C*mflc*ftCGrr. 

The lord shot fiery' sharp arrows and 
forced the sea to make way, to build a 
bridge across it. He is the dark one with 
many ornaments. If you wish to make 
him live in your heart forever, go now 
to Tillai Tiruchitrakudam where 
parrots learn to sing the Vedas from 
young maidens who teach it to them, 
delighting the hearts of their fathers. (6) 

^LOcnojc’j ^£>1,0.10^1 OlDGT^ G^NCTT (bUJlT>gJ , 

I0«5>rjli> i9rip6\j<fj .TiipCU UUJ(b£) 

“'jJblijQig, tlJfT >nClMl iDP5jt£T)<9i 

$( ff ) ,i3r ™u<J>crM coGii0,&jib 

GT6BTl5ft! 

,9rf>^n)n5lCTfT ld^tfji jLjib QufT(ffjuiS)cu 
Au>«j) cuGviib Oa»TCT» 

i^faKTeti <£jf>{Sgx> 

.<£)(it|£jl£ij0A i ib C<5^i^irijfT^,Ccn. 

* he lord embraced the bamboo-slender 
" ms of the flower-coiffured cowherd- 
a me Nappinnnai. The Makara-fish- 


ocean-born lotus-dame Lakshmi resides 
on his chest. If you wish to keep him in 
your hearts forever, go now to Tillai 
Tiruchitrakudam where the lord resides, 
surrounded by the gushing waters of 
the Vellaru river which brings fragrant 
Sandal wood and elephant 
tusks as offering to the lord. (7) 

u>rr GumjSl< 3 T <^nu5>i0 LD^lujrrgj 

Loesiip idit (ipgd (£)CJTir>j cr^l^gj >yi.in <£*>^ 5,07 
C^fT ^UJ, ^GTXJ ClDLU^jgJ, 2_63UTl_ 

iDfTiu^yr 

(<3)£y>g ion aipcu <*ta.(^Lb (<5y5)i-jq 2 — 
<\pGyrri6)rjib j^ ( nrGJTiOG5')iT)ujrTGnn fr>rT\GrT>tb 
(ipemroujiTCO sucrmr*^ ,31 ,uj C-sn^p^ 

^)5>ip^)67T0 ^Icucyjcog, 

G«£MTl£l<S?TAG6TT. 

The lord ripped apart the horse 
Kesin’s jaws. He lifted a mountain to 
stop the rains, he grazed cows, he 
swallowed the world wondrously. If 
you are intent on reaching his tinkling 
feet, go now to Tillai Tiruchitrakudam 
where three thousand Vedic seers 
offer worship everyday, to the lord 
Devadidevan of immense radiance. (8) 

G)tf 0 rj^Go CcuGu dbttfci i0i_Gi)nrfT<^)fr>^>iff»i5 
i^largr)! idg5t^<mtgu 

GUGlTirA^lb 

§CU L JfTGL) lb c^<?>CU, U|£M*P G<9rr 
^lOfjrT5>(«5)lO GTlU2,fTflF, <£H&V\ .££] 

Qu(ff) i§a rglcun \}p$>fl*ib Q*n«raTaff>& 

CTfbJ,^lb 

Gb)<ff)gjjib <n>UJ§£!tfT &uj€U ufrujiV.^| a„^^. 
$0 l£<?Olb i^lOTjTU $£bl^«£)c3TlT) 

l ib OaGSitT}; G^ni ft 6310,0 cn. 

Looking at dark Vel-eyed dames 
with anger and intent on enjoying 
them, they only increase their store of 
misdeeds every day. Those who wish to 
cut at the root of this misery and turn 
to the lord in his abode worshipped by 
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the gods, — go now to Tillai 
Tiruchitrakudam where the big Niva- 
Vellaru river flows through endless 
fields throwing pearls, where thickets 
of blue water-lily raise their heads and 
smile, while Kayal-fish dance 
inebriated. ( 9 ^ 


the jaws of the horse Kesin, he killed 
the wrestlers, he protected the cows 
against a hailstorm with a mountain, 
he danced with pots. He resides in 
the cool shade of tall bowers in Tillai 
Tiruchitrakudam. ( 1 ) 


Clump gu (£F^ipIb&i $cuot>6us, 

/£l0*ilg>gafLL a_cr>rr) Qoda acht 

SuriicTTg^curr Ca,u© 2_€uuu, 

<^c<n(W jgii nif)u_|iD 

ff>nrr ^rr ujiucu SiG&laiGSTffJl (d^«Tgjrr 

c^oSl uinc^cu ^3ft fp>G5TuCairT0 cjMsnrryib 
OJCocuntT 

unrc ^rr a_cu<9>ii ^ctT^^rrcn 

ucu^neuib §ff)0ibuin. GumjjGurr ^nCai. 

Kalikanri with arms like the dark 
rain-cloud, — which always does good 
to the ocean-girdled Earth, — has sung 
this garland of songs, to the delight of 
devotees with boundless love for the 
lord who resides in Tillai 
Tiruchitrakudam amid beautiful 
groves. Those who master it will live 
on this Earth for long, as devotees of 
the lord who measured the Earth. ( 10 ) 

3.3 On Tillai Tiruchitrakudam 
Vadamarudidai | Purvikalyani | Adi 


GUfTu U>0g>J , 


Cuujifl^cTT Qarrtbjenfl, 

gJgjj CTCTTTTjnGU, 

ixm uitr iB 6 >ch LDfr^rr Cachcu63T 

GTGSigjjib GuGOTT© 

LI, ld^gtt fjjftujftdrr crgaT^jijj i_|cucin C1 a(i§ 
G^rrdilujfT uniq^ 

Gg, incurr g*ncu, Qj^Gurrcin - gjgiJ 

eh err nGi** 1 ■ 

When the attractive cowherd-dames 
heard of the child’s wondrous act of 
sucking the ogress Putana’s poison 
breast, they worshipped him with fresh 
flowers saying, “He is verily the husband 
of Dame Earth, he is the lord of bee- 
humming lotus-dame Lakshmi”. He 
resides in Tillai Tiruchitrakudam. ( 2 ) 


*>enL Cun<£l iDCo€uGnq& 
Q^narr^j £>*»*«& £>$*!© 

u>n 2_evm-£>g>J fglonrj*^ 

vgm_i U rTG5T 

**v.iq.ui mn LDGtTiip WCbth 6<\ cron 

cu0^GTTij)nGin 

Cs© a_iun Lijib QurTipIcu £I«Gc5%©l>« 

< <5>g 1 ) S-CTTcnfrCon. 

The lord toddled between the Marudu 
trees and broke them, he ripped apart 


$GToT £|(T)Qj 

1 


US53T© @GUGJT QcuotjtCIcottJ j e?_CJRju_.fT(S3T 
CTCimry <5^^ ^luy, 

6OTT ^CnaGu-jrT^LD ClJGOTTPbl fh ^gcjneffSl U3(fT)gJ 

®«© 

^ |WS * U -0ih «jn OT g, &€U(5)li 

ChfUD^D^GcTifT© 
UfTU CU^GURfiSi- 

a-GnarnCGTyi. 

The cowherd dames gathered and 
complained that he ate their butter. 

e eight Quarters bowed in worship 
when he went between the Marudu 
trees and destroyed them. Gods and 
men praised his strength with the 

chani-of-ihe-thousand-names. He 

lesides in Tillai Tiruchitrakudam.( 3 ) 
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CtlCttCTlifc CTi/h Cl ft 0^*1 <£h€ff31 LDi_«jrm ^ILItf^UJlT 

iJbcrscTT^gjj ^mDcnauj QumlicnAg] gjstfjr 

jSbuii m<^(£ 3 «^<afrn_n snarer, 

(y36T5ffn^,gj CTl61lX>J5J &KpCV ftfT<£h£jg)| £2_«i1uSlcu 

/Sicsmjj, ^gji cunu«) 

. ^jlojt Qsiiugi} 6U0ttjfTGaT - 

(j^KVLgjg^ &_crrcT7frCs3T. 

The fair-bangled wide-eyed cowherd- 
dames wailed in concern when the 
lord entered the cool waters of the 
lotus-lake and, — watched by all, — 
danced over the hoods of the poison- 
fanged serpent. The mischief-maker 
Asides in Tillai Tiruchitrakudam. (4) 

u 0«j& e>0 (i£,£)cu ft>{b& Op£g>J 2_cyn_ 

LDfT AL-CVJ 

^IftLp^cjTrT) ^uSJ <J ii> 

Cluncar LDcncvj 
*^0CU0> #,0nii0^puu 

LDfTCU sflcnu Qsirijru, 
>l <!>0«'filcu cu(fT)Currc7r - 

2_«ntfTTrrCCTT. 

The cowherd-dame Nappinnai with 
her dark tresses looked like the rain- 
ladcn cloud, the pearl-laden sea, the 
s tream-laden mountain range. Our lord 
subdued seven mighty bulls to win her. 
He comes playing in the streets, he 
resides in Tillai Tiruchitrakudam. (5) 

I jg’curbjan*; locu^a gu 0 
LDCin Lp SinuurTGTT. 

®- iuuju u(ffj cncr>rj e^ntbi^Q, ^ (&cy>a 

n&i &\nwji, cicgTfgi cj , 
C1ffU(ff)lJD CliGiJTFfbJai c^|CJ3TrbJ0 £7{lg I 

ion LD«ncu CunGcu, 

fi)LU«U U LJOTT STtfil SlJ^ffljrTCTT -^l<?,^)ljaVn_L .0)0)} 

£> cn ai nC t»sn. 

The mountain-like lord goes about on 
l he Earth riding his Garuda-bird, 
w °rshipped by all. He rained arrows 


on Lanka, he lifted a mountain to stop 
the rains and protect the cows. He 
resides in Tillai Tiruchitrakudam. (6) 

^curT genffu Claiugy ^ifflcumV ? ^{Qogsi 

LDfTLDCtDCuGuneo , 

Clcgli iflOTTftgii <s\j Geuipii) G&p (ipcaflftsjj 

AfTcfil LDCVJfT Clft0f%J ftCTOTSTUTITfT QgjfTJp 
cf>$ GD06^nG3T - 

G^jftJIT GU 63311^0 <£1 CU GTI C\J <5 

a_CTTtfrrnGsin. 

Who can do such things? He rolled 
a terribly angry rutted elephant, like 
a huge black mountain. Women with 
long lotus-like eyes lift their hands in 
worship when they see him come. He 
resides in Tillai Tiruchitrakudam.(7) 

OurTrbj<£l ^lorflci) tfj)0*acu 

Clu rrcyrGl uLiiCijrTGF>£UT Cl<su0G)j, 

c^GUGST ^C^eTTft,£lll0 

G^ncn «Jk,i , 

CiDlinij AOTt ( *grjGraT0 iTfrfl AfTG3T0 l^GTOTL 

CTuSlir)O0rT0 Cu.ijp CDniij^ 

^ni<?, 2_0cfil<arr cu0«jrTG3T - 

Lgjgj 2_ encariG^T. 

Once he took on the terrible Hiranya 
and showed his anger on him. 
He sported a thousand arms, his eyes 
blazed like fire, his gaping mouth 
displayed sharp feline teeth, and he 
tore the Asura’s chest. He resides in 
Tillai Tiruchitrakudam. (8) 

0>0(ip<£lcu CutTGUGU^i C£>rr GiDGafl; GtnAinc^n 

cSMjJjl U_| UD 3 fhl0U5 ; 

Cl U 0 G^l (T) CU GU fTGJTQi rr^tp Clips' G\.i0tb 

esjbfb, 

f?0ii)AGn ^ujit lDl ibGtna, 

^ c\>LD£K<rn f injj)c«niy)£, 
^(n^LPACurrn^llb Gij0euriGHT - 

i £>££) 3 J_crT 6 TrfrGcyi. 
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With the hue of a dark rain-cloud, 
he comes wielding the conch and 
discus, surrounded by celestials, and 
worshipped by the seven worlds. The 
lotus-dame Lakshmi, the Earth 
Dame, and the cowherd-dame are 
by his side, when he comes. He resides 
in Tillai Tiruchitrakudam. (9) 


C$drsiiDft ^ 

■ ,C| ft rrCo) 63T ID CiT) 5)UJ fT 

GUfTOTCUn 5)IbJ*GTT Cll 

Ca*©* 1 iD(2)€unir 

SECT Caj " * e5 '** i:5 ’ ®‘ 8 ^ 

^sSiuCg.10 
oiffo6orTfrG»Xi<w fftrijn. 

^rrort gcncu AiDC>) 

^cfi1cn65T-g>nCe3T. 

The lord comes surrounded by bee 
humming flower-bowers m 'Tilla. 
Tiruchitrakudam. Kalikann the king 

of the Mangai tract, who wields the 

sharp enemy-piercing spear, has sung 

this garland of Tamil songs in h.s 
praise. Those who master it will never 
acquire evil Karinas. 


One day this two-foot tall 

manikin came and 
asking for three steps he 

measured the whole Earth. 
For the third step he gave 

Mahabali King 
rule of the nether world 

benevolently. 

With the sound of Vedas-four, 

Sacrifice-five, 
six Angas, seven Svaras 

he resides in 
Streets filled with gaity in 

festive Kali- 

Seerama Vinnagar, O People, go to! (1) 


( 10 ) 


3.4 


On KaU'Scerama 
Vinnagaram 


Orukuralai | Atbana | Sopanan 
9(5 cpcu,q “ 

IDctst : ..mcnru), 

a-cu© "" dmujow 

Cpi 631 rr)J LQ 

CTCfm (DnQjCul^UJa 
$m_rrcn6*T ^fTch 

^(fTjiDwntrjuSonfbn<*(g>ii> C<?u6ttgdI ejbfciib, 
0>c6» c%" ^'DA(2)vb An$a 


roncsi^&caT i^nor @0^(5 

cumjj€T)bD 

f£>coih v£\( 2> a_GaruD5G5m€\j j*,c6lfbj5b 
rF>£»0»*5n 

SdcifTtlpftlb £b«X\j gul.0 22KOTT 

c^crf) uicvjrra Gacuuv c^Gncsarcfin! sa_ 

C<3 

cucncn ^©nstTcunuj 

(\p(bGr>£,ib 

Q^ncu 00(5) ^crvcsT ct cot cars 

^OJrbJA, CT^J0LD 

CO)G51(Up«jlb 0>lDC\J GDUJCO GffCO LJfTUJ 

^anu>c&OT5iaraT3,Gii Csni&esT tgGrj. 

Proud over his life span 

Brahma forgot 
chanting and lost one head 

by the curse of Romasa 
Siva took the skull as a 

begging bowl, O! 
Our lord did fill it with 

blood and free him. 
He resides in fertile fields 

ploughed by big bulls, 
where conches grow pearls and 

egrets hatch them. 
Lotus blooms spilling nectar 

thrill the fish in 

Seerama Vinnagar, O People, go to! (2) 
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cn ®>«s*cncwTrisg> C<9>nu0 curjrrftib 

tfp>63T£U 

in vTT cusucvjnih 

Qadjty 

■ '■ ^l^lffluSlCJtfTGU CUfTGTOTOTT 

C.^rrcn 

£E*<£icu«rr fijncrr £|<nav£jbt5&! 

Cl jV)tL»£)G G\J rT01 

-or -,•. " £>li) ASSSTACn 
GiojrijiJ ib 

id cun a 0(ip<&ih GufTuj <n dirr fpj ii) 

& CD L -£\ lD IT IT 6\ GTT 
'Cl^ uj^ cngami ^i AGncn<9>«ncmun£j einryibAnips 
'^OfTLDffSlcTJTCJin.ihGfl C<9rK$67T (§GfJ. 

On his rusk he bore Dame Earth 

coming as a big boar, 
Lifted her in the sky 

whispering the Vedas, 
^ith a sharp-edge discus he 

cut the thousand 
m ighty arms of Asura king 

Bana in the yore. 
Transplanting farming-maids 

see their faces, 

e yes and lips reflected 

in the water lilies, — 
Then cease to work in the 

fields of the Kali- 
Seerama Vinnagar, O People, go to! (3) 

lJ (£*) <!$1 yj Oldgvj e^iqili iSlcarGnart^l0^gjj 

(ip«3T jTjfTGn 

UrrtLJ {JilcDLaCn Grip ClU(TCTrCSTGST 

cnuib Ujfirar 
gfi rj,g >Jj 0(5<$ CciJGu 

G3T in 6U 6JCT £, n GT1 c5HCD C33T ,£1 li} lS IT! 6VJ 

LD n CD CVJ 

^l?)*^cnLtii 5,ompuu *h<]cmb Ca 

ld£) LiSl 63T ftjlcufTA A fTL_L_ UCU6TUD 

O) an an n g\j 

^On-LOGfilcjaTtOTT^Crj igGij. 


For the sake of Nappinnai 

he fought seven bulls. 
For the love of Prahlada 

he took a lion-form 
And tore the strong chest of 

Hiranya with claws. 
Devotees who wish to see the 

pure lord, hear me. 
Mansions with blue gems that 

steal the darkness, 
set with pearls shining like 

moon in the dusk and 
Corals that light up like the 

red Sun rise in 
Seerama Vinnagar, O People, go to! (4) 

O&CUoKu LOfT) IDCSTOTTIT ClAfTG33T0 

^05iilGlaiugii 

Cl 6ii 6u gii rr ulj ld rt & C&T0 G<dj ip ld <£Mu» 

cfil 63T5T GTOT <SU IT GaPG 37 T ^ «n GJTJT IT 1 

1 cyfTGTI « >1 r ip,I AeJsl (AjGlJfiJTCn ADI—1_, 

(Lp aid *m_i_ ^(i^Ga ^ifiucu 
Cl<£IGijGurTuSlOT^l(TCn AITL.0lil GUUJ6U ;/V J Anj|)l5 

(ifrjmDG^l^JffTffrffTAGo C^infiUaT £Co. 

Destroying twenty one 

mighty kings with axe 
he performed mane worship 

through their spilled blood. 
When the horse-demon Kesin 

charging came on, 
he tore the jaws apart, — 

lord of gods, he. 
In the fields of Kali where 

water tanks abound, 
red lotus shows the face of 

different women. 
Blue lotus shows their eyes 

red lily their lips, 
Seerama Vinnagar, O People, go to! (5) 
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«nurij*COT <%)gu QaiLQp6&& ojnc6l uncrr, 

Ul_ftSlif^^ClCTTnQLb UOT>i_ 
«£$/* £Igwt cn A 

Qg^JLD 0>6OT G&rr)CU cfillJTW^jr a_A gSIgu 063%flj 
sfilcOTCOTctirr Carron <£4 otj cot eft it* 

0<sun)L|u Cun^nh 
g,jrii0,(y>«, lonciflcn* Cmcu 

@€Sfn_ujrr&(ip&& AU>cu4 C an$ ^GSTffinncb 
^l»ii5>6n(ip^ib ucsfl 

^,n arr^la 

$0 fTlDcfil COT COT A C fj G5fTl£l«fT (£Gg. 

Green eyed and red faced 

Vali was killed; 

deep-in-the-forest-dwelling 

Kabanda too fell. 
One-eyed demon Viradha too 

fell to the bow of 
our lord and master who 

rules the celestials. 
Mountain-like mansions in 

Kali rise high, 
thin waisted girls in the 

balconies call, 

Putting to shame the face of the 

full moon, dazzle in 
Seerama Vinnagar, O People, go to!(6) 

Ouft(3@co QJGuibqrfl (ipu^crr 

U|jrj(T)j LOlfJIrFjgjQIT CufTCULJ l_|6fflGlU6*j Dg r t 
d O (fTjsfil Gu QJ6ULD Ljlfl S\ cyiCVJA LDCDGvj/j, 

GgjfTCTT Gftjftjg,^ 
C^KTTbg,j a_ii»4Il "iiSit* <£l©nq i^rig, Q^en£\ 

cucuiii |fil anthcnpyOi |g| 

6UUJ6U JJiCOTGftifl iDGdltp &(*) &A g>6U|p 
AfTctl LDGSTGjfl f 

cucuibqffl -ftgenii rr-gyih *m£|,g 

.IgrnxHrfjIsOTCOT^hCg Gaiiibleir i^Cg. 

Head after head of the 

demon did roll 
like white-ant-hill-canker 

in the warfield, 
Hit by the arrows of 

strong-arm Rama. 


Those who would join his feet 

go to Kali, 

Waters from ocean deep 

rise high in the sky, 
fall as rain, flow into 

rivulets and tanks, 
Then go through fertile fields 

fenced by screwpine: 

Seerama Vinnagar, O People, go to! (7) 

^0,9)0*, cjfr ususn * 

G<9GU CUfTUJ, 

u«r„ 5 JjiCl S ( 3 \ l gCo )nshj 6 ICTO 31 Cljj.glrbiASW'. 

u <^ih fl rrou, 

GunC«jnnT 

U>0U. «•«***»■* ^ 

^firaflcOACTT^rTGLI, 
Q alil 

£ . <£b(TUJ cfuj), 

," ueus£ '® n &";p s< **> 

-SLuuipuidJlenaj^^Q^ ^ ry 

'fynioefilciiroaiftC, CartJJd, gCj. 

Satyabhama with broad hips 

R 3m L„ ... . '‘ke a snake hood, 
Bamboo-like long thin arms, 

c _ in , fatvn-like eyes with 

Speech l.ke the sweet milk and 

m-j. rU i i , necta red coiffure, 

made the lord bring f 0r her 

S nn ; r -j ■ Indra’s rare tree. 

Squirrels jump on tall palm trees 

Tall T^oLf • s piHing red fruit. 

1 a ll Jackfruit trees hang with 

Crusher, ^ eav y fruit branches. 

among them ripe jack fruit 

c , squeeze out nectar: 

Seerama Vinnagar, O People, go to! (8) 

««»*. *.**«, ma ,e£e, «***£,, 

Gsua, £ 

UlirAlSl go 

*>*>*&<* J€WT $1X6* ( ©,cn653l^| 

<96^ iq.g3 
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&jOnrr)g,nij(2) gjjuSlmrpj CT&ft 

»)U> Cll_lfT^l G<!7rttb|T)J<3 < 5.G33TG3JTlil 

(^cnraaf) 

^cnrocijcTOT^l .acrfl un^liii guujgO (Qp 0>m£lb 
6TJTCT3T<5 jGo CsfTlijlm f^Cfl. 

Keeping mat-hair Siva on the 

right of his side, 
Brahma too on the full 

blossomed lotus, 
Sharp-as-spear-eyes lady- 

lotus on chest: 

Devotees, come if you wish to 

see the lord thus. 
Bumble bees in lotus 

buds drink the nectar, 
then go to sleep wearing 

screwpine pollen, 
^ng and dance in w'et fields- 

surrounded Kali- 
Seerama Vinnagar, O People, go to! (9) 

^ujGJT ^cncjiiu LOfiin^GujrrfT 

^rTLDgfilgyjTCT^T^fT CTgyr Q\q fh,\ <3j 677T iDfTCiDCNJ 
emucu (^up ,^4,6$ jT>fri_QT, 
<=>4^>)€n Lomfl, ^cnmjrnr 

<^luld , 

^ipc^lujfT Gguctt, id tfucm<9i 
G (TU HjiJJsGTr. 

GlftnfQrt) Gffucu uHAncuCST, <9 i<?S1uj 63T Cl-9rTG3T<m 
to&ip LD rTC5T5 0J UdjgjJLD GbGUGVJfTn 
nijaiL ACncocuffAnGiD. 

^edic seers bright as the 

lotus-Brahma 

docking in Sreerama 

Vinnagar-Kali 
Lotus-filled-tanks-and-fields 
. Ali Nadan, 

° e nevolent rain, foe-queller, 

lion to enemies, 
w eet coiffured dame’s sweet heart 
Mangai-tract king, 
Vl ctory-spear’d Parakalan 
~ Kaliyan’s garland 

^ gam-Tamil sweet decad, — 

those who master, 

Wl 1 rule as kings of the 

w'ide Earth-ocean. (10) 


3.5 On Tiruvali 
Vanda | Saveri \ Adi 

Guffjgjj 2_C3Tgi) c^iqGujcin udgstld M (£)£>£> wu; 

> ^ iS ft yn 1 '' OT SDQJTfbl^fljLD CTfiiJT 

,^lfb5)«nG3T<^(2) ^cJ^Lunuj *^I(7 T)Gcu! err err 
c^4,it S2_u$)Crj! 

^UX) ^crOn ^Gsr^m ^cnrb 

^GTflfTACTT ACU^bgJ CTIhJ^tf) 

Qefb <3>Lpco qcngLLjub ^^currerSl ^aHDnGgui! 

O, Lord of Tiruvali, my wealth! Freshly 
sprouted red leaves on beautiful Asoka 
trees everywhere paint the landscape 
with fire. You are my life breath, you 
have entered the heart of this lowly 
self. My heart worships you, you are 
indeed sweet to my heart. (1) 

&>Gvd) <5,1 GU€rr>fJ LDrr iDGrafl lf3Acp0» 

^L_<i>2)gjGu rT <A J , <£t9&| <3>4C3TOTTJT 
G€D6^cU(5>^GntAi(9> ; cgHuq.Gu.KSrr 

lD67T)ff, g,| 

G(?n 6 T>cu 5 > 5 )Cincu<g, <9,cm uon iduSIcvj fbL-U) s^- 
LDcnip (ip^lcu GufTGfTirjj &[£!£>& * CTT^(£>a> 
(gljOTCUU l_|CT>0> <5> ID LD c^i,oSl 

cgH ld uorr Cm! 

O, Lord of beautiful Tiruvali! The 
smoke from the sugarcane bagasse rises 
like dark rain clouds over fragrant 
groves where peacocks dance in 
big numbers. You recline in the deep 
ocean on a serpent bed like a bright 
gem on a dark mountain. Today you 
have entered my heart. (2) 

Or^OTTOTTGYJ CLlfTUJ, G1J(OplD C1G3T(J\] CTOTTfQj GTCWTfiJdfl 
^Qncnm gtott incartfjGfl) q(5)fb5>gil 
jlS*ib«anif)A(^) CT63TITU t @(i»)ii?G§,(Srr -<rrnfil r£,A 

Cl a n}j 6 $ c\j 

Cl(5(T-,Qf^Gu crup curiLDLi cjji^. ^iflcunri 

CT|ig Gimerncn Glmtuj , <9>(ff)Lbt_| 

<5*4^ ^CDCOTTtLjlb 

<*♦ tb ijj n G car! 
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O, Lord of beautiful Tiruvali! The Valai 
fish in paddyfields caught in the compass 
of the sickle leap out from the waters 
over the harvesters’ faces and move into 
the dense sugarcane thickets. Without 
deceiving me with “Going yesterday 
and coming tomorrow”, you have 
come to live forever in my heart! (3) 

_•* tucncptb iDucuiTn 2>ib 

HCJTflnCST UDCSTCpl CD€531 QufTl^CU 

cumlj ucnc55T5»cn 

^gjtcstu) iccrrgt) d) cmucu ^oS\ 

^ibiortGcai! 

O, Lord of beautiful Tiruvali! Swans fill 
the lakes in the groves where Punnai 
and Serundi trees grow in profusion. 
You weaned me away from thoughts 
of lightning-thin-waist dames and made 
me hold on to your lotus feet without 
ever forgetting, what a wonder! (4) 


!?>0 ucotfJGurr id rtGftcu 

cicisr iDCuub 

CDm_. ^(Qc^cjiGiucu lOfjiXJCTvtjg, hdt (ipcsflcDrr! 
u ft LCD Gf><& srhi&lQti v ( , ■» 

* JlPSgai iicu »j€ff>cnrTu jfi€vj inoSlj^j <rrrhj(<CFyb 
^ucvjcpana ^cO ^ihicnGcsr! 

O, Lord of beautiful Tiruvali, where 
sounds of conches, chants, ensembles 
and dances, never cease! O Hermit 
who shot through seven trees! My 
heart worships your feet with many 
flowers and garlands forever. Pray 
never think of letting me wither!(5) 

fljfbg) UJlUDCun CTL0 U) ^‘lQ, |£>G3 T 
5 ( nmn C*<9C]JIq CT> CT^QU) 

44^ J ^f)CuiU' LDCSTgjG^J, I J n €3% uj i.j 

G• J CT<5iO CD ft l.GLOT! 

<5fb^ CcuGncft at 4j cbncsiincaifT) 

Ifrf) ^^UjnUJ GD(TIjlb 

^fhACOTnncrrn ^H<Tjn . . ' ^LLonGcTT 1 


O Lord of beautiful Tiruvali, where 
generations of Vedic seers li ve > 
learning and teaching the chants, the 
sacrifices, and the ritual practices from 
beginningless yore! My heart worships 
your adorable lotus feet with fragrant 
flowers culled from the eight Quarters- 
You have entered into my lowly heart- 
Now I shall never let you go. (6) 

2>_CUCU ^anija&L.CU U€nsrflCl5>tT655T0 

SLC3T ^l^GuJCft IDOTlh H(£)<b§> c^ U 
MCdcd! qcssTCJsflujGcJT! q^jjjgjrrc^UJLJ 

Cu rrs>Ci CU IT L-C U ^ 
I&CD6U u&curru hottcdott, [brupcu j?»ipcv> *' : 
g>nLD«r>(j ir>co(flGjTL0Gr>3 t l ogS\ 

c^CUCUOT £hC75TU0a>(2)U) 

O Lord of beautiful Tiruvali, amid 
lakes where male crabs rest on lotuses 
under the shade of ever-blossoming 
Punnai and Nalal trees! You left your 
serpent bed in the ocean to come and 
reside in this lowly heart. O, My sacred 
poet, I shall never let you go. (7) 


g, L th.1 A L C\J , ALCO 

iDcu&ncumcn ^LijjgjnuLi; ^(TFjGbi.iiflrbg^ 

CTIOTTCTyCtT L|(g)!bSjfTUJ J .VLJ 

GunuSlcsrncu <^<s5irr)Gujn! - 

Q<5C53!u Alb LDCDCulcmA LfiCV) ^ 

I @CJT £\CTT CUOTH0 Cornu, 

I Si n gjl ,^CDGTTU_|lb ^(T^CDfrciSl 

^ibionGcs! • 

O Lord of beautiful Tiruvali, where the 
sweetly humming bees sip the nectar of 
the fragrant Senbakam and Jasmine 
flowers, then smear themselves with 
pollen from the tender coconut 
fronds! Lord who reclines in the 
deep ocean and in Kadalmallai! Today 
you have entered my heart w ith grace. 
Now try leaving me, I challenge! (8) 
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&£ rj 

, Qctt&c SH-sfi&tbg) t ?0 ClufT 0 cn, 
UJ n! ^wjrHjiu n! £_cn(JujfTaj, ££0 

lD rrrofr>i-£> -G T 'b<5> fT w! 
«Sh,AIuJ Gojg) '- DfT (Lp£*fl 
ujfrcnn C^nrT] 0 Lb SL -CTtO^^Sti iDfb<7)GuiT«5>0 
<£U,ou ^ 0 fV) 5 )fTLLi! 

^ linTi irCcyrf 

o Lord of beautiful Tiruvali, revealing 
to Vedic seers the source of all 
thoughts and residing in the hearts of 
others as the first-cause! O Vedic Lord, 
Mischief-Lord, my Lord! My heart 
Worships you with the chant of your 
thousand names, and surrenders to 
you. Pray reveal yourself through 
w ords and their meaning. (9) 

M<?uoS) cuctthQ cZNcnirjujLO Cl lj nipcu l_| can»_ 
Q&dn <@ 05 ) 5 ) iflmuflnOT, 

^GVJcSlG5n tocjrgni $6737 C^rTCn AoSIlLlCTT 

^cSlCl^oj^) 

ibcvicvj ^cst ^an* LDnctnc" jfin-g^uh 

ejscnfT^jLD rr^djlctiTn}) 2_L_6in 

^cvjcvjri £_cm<juufT<iA 0 tb < 5^0 vr* 

ffuncar 2>_6uC<9). 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs 
b y strong armed Kaliyan sing of 
the wonder-lord residing in 
Southern Tiruvali surrounded by 
bee-humming fragrant groves. 
Those who master it will live in the 
w orld of the celestials. (10) 

3.6 On Tiruvali 

Tnviriya \ Be bag \ Rnpaka?n 

(A girl sending a message) 

Ztfl cfiMluj iDCuiT£_iptf><£l. ^^netfjrCiLirT^ib 
lSI (fl UJ rrCg). 

Vi® 6 lrf)uj Q//K 0 i£ Gurrif)) Qjff )lu <‘flrr)j 

ctjtC i ! 


LDejnjTjcruaTrf^^Lb qaijp 

$06urr®Sl 

(Tfciirfl Q^uLbTlcDCoujn^i<g,0 gtott $cyieotiDU) 
2 rj lu itG ili . 

Hovering on the lotus blooms, 

— never leaving your beloved spouse, 
Drinking from the nectar filled buds, 
O, My freckled bumble-bees! 

Go to my bow-wielding lord, 
tell him of my condition. 

He resides in Tiruvali 

guarding the Vedic fire. (1) 

iSIsrefl^cfil^U) fbjpj £&> iDGurr <£) j£l uj , 

Q u C7> l_ G uj rr(^) ld 

^iGrafllACUflClDCU IDgJ ^)(5)0lO ^ jTJJ SifTlW 

^)cpj cucrinGu! 

tD0nbj0 ^c\j0ib guujgu S$gS\ 
LDGJ3TGU fT £17631 

UGrafl^l^GlUCST; f Q<5C3Tipj £7637 ulu6t>g\j 
C ffjfTuj E^cnrjiufTGuj. 

Six-legged O Bumble-bees 
with your spouses enjoying drink, 
In the lilies blossoming blue, 

almost shaking off the petals! 

Go to the groom of Vayalali, 
living amid lotus thickets. 

I do not know what he intends, 
tell him of my paling disease.(2) 

l^fT, 6U (TC3 TlD , iflGJTT, CTlfl, <f», fTCU $ 67T H) 

<^l«b(5 lDfT( ^ 

ff,nrr <£U,uj gjencmi) Qufpjih 

gi€y><9)Gujfb0 <^10GTrnGG7T; 

<£rr^4,0tx> Gixnrr CluftiPcb 0ij) $06ijrraS) 

<>1J ID GV.I Qjn^ipLO 

/fcvrKnjaiu ^n)| 0f$Cji | 

<9tf* or) nG uj. 

Water, Sky, the Earth, Fire and Wind,- 
being all these, he is lord above all. 
He denies his Tulasi wreath 
to my asking-weeping-self. 
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He resides inTiruvali 

amid fertile watered groves. 

O, Pecking-sharp-beak-crane, 

learn what he intends for me. (3) 

0)fTC5nT<3» (^jlcnCJTujrrGtJICV) rfJtcnGJTfbgj 

iSatQUJ Q*rri4 Qjt> 0 CeucrT CloiLnu 

Q U) qSI G 611C C3T IT ? 
CjT>G3TCUrtlXJ ffLIlfl CDC57lGl_! ^(rtjt.unCol T 

«%<$>) u> 

<5N>«T cSHjUJfQ^ 6T63T S2_fTy CftfTlLI 

Cl a sin i£] £>_6?ng lu nGuj. 

On his own he doesn’t pine for me, 

I alone do pine and despair. 

Is it right to make me thin 
through the pain of fish-emblem lord? 
He resides in Tiruvali, 

Cowherd-lord and King of the realm. 

O Honey-tongue bumble bees, 

tell him of my woeful disease.(4) 

GUfTCTT^liJ *6WT UCaflULJ QlD65T (Lp6iDC\j0,cb 

Quntfsr^i^ibu, 

ffjfienrtjrT^iTjiD r^lsDCST sffjrbCQjjD^ 

6p»! LD6531 S^^ibib 

^rrtftrrrcnfT! giWm (£ji_f£)<sr>£b jr^PiijnsTTrr ' cuotmj 

CT ©fl>2> 

C^i^niTcnir* ci«in &>cno>( 0 ) 6^n gj63i«nniurr6TTQn 
<5H,0>nCL 

O, The feet that measured the Earth, 
O, The ruler of Kudandai! 

O, The arms that held a mountain high, 
come and be my sweet companion. 
My spear-like-beauty-eyes rain with 

tears, 

my tender breasts have lost their 
colour. 

Everyday I think of you alone, 

O, When will you come to my 
arms! (5) 


fi)im 065JT gjjCTTCU CUCWT0 

Cuni%*£cn«TA Q^fTibM 

CT63T ^LDiDrtein, 

Qfj,0 ^^currofl i£><M 

ann^iucin ffTcsrgpiGnuuj agjt cucioffrriMib 
£hGnrrcu nGcyrrr ? 

O Lord wearing a garland of cool 
Tulasi over a mountain-like chest,- 
Which the bumble bees dig into, — 

O Lord who plucked the elephant tusk, 
O Lord who rides the Garuda-bird, 
my Master, who rules over Tiruvali 
With streets wide enough to run the 

chariot, 

is it right to covet my bangles?(6) 

CUnsra.0 Atom* £<n« e_cucm £,«n-! 

Oi»_GuCiDoj (^)6ucijcnqGunAi 

UOT5T0 ^cnOTno, ufrn 

UtfffUTUfTffTTrr! 

ChomQ cucnrr Quit^cO ^ 

6UUJCO cnuijjjgjn! «r«r 

77 aot 

cucnonujui dhuCcuCenn? 

O Lord who came in the yore as 
the form reclining in sea on a snake! 
O Lord who measured the good Earth 
in two tall strides and took it! 
Bumble-bees humming eternally, 
fresh bowers surround your temple. 
O Prince of Vayalali, you took my sleep, 
must you take my bracelet too? (7) 

©uSlcu AS^tfO) SUPTIT OulTj^eu 

g)iuStcvjn a fl.mp @CTiCTnCuj®n rfjc 

iSlonoiTjjgj giuinCcuCcjin? 

ep UJ ftj ^.guu, jj.cn lD £|*C* cucot 

©IP&CfcSxo, 5,0cm, 

rnujcg ,|H,<aSI u>«OTnmcmr! Qo,nOTCv,rrCnjn 
mcrefi <9rr)Cu> ? 
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O, Pot-dancer lord of Kudandai 
surrounded by fertile groves where 
cuckoos haunt! My eyes do not go to 
sleep, always thinking you. The tender 
r ays of the Moon, — made inauspicious 
by the rabbit, —have stolen my 
bangles. In the midst of this, would 
you steal my rouge as well? O 
Bridegroom of fertile Tiruvali! (8) 

f0G7T cu gott rcu <?> CeD&raTL. rrCuj 
ctgjt 

C‘p<3r>co v ^cTT ^(r^f^ncTT &_<arr 

^otitGuj ; 

^cnffutijfTCTTn! id«7ip Gnujb ^(DCu^GTm! 

^)(T^Ol0UJUJ 

l ^OT)cuujncrrff| i£ ^crrr 

ld rri_Gi_ rrCiD. 

O, Bow wielder, strong tree-piercing 
archer! O Tirumeyyam-recliner! 
Even if you decide to spurn my 
devoted love for you, come one day 
and rub your wide chest against my 
r >sen breasts; no more will our lost 
bangles concern us. (9) 


.. fiuiucu c^,oS) 
J u LJG7H ujrrg^QT 

O cvj , 

(2 Gu (Ai &> 6 \S) UJ dp 

& cr *«)&>&> a>»$ ij* LorTcncu 
SB falGfaQlib fgftncu njGvGvnnfrfO) &(**) 
GfHanGST/hGTi ^cni-iijnCcii. 


"Ehe spear-wielding Kalivan of tertile 
tiruvali, — where dark blue water 
blies fill (he lakes, — has sung this 
Rai land of sweet Tamil songs on seeing 
r be lord who wields the sharp-edged 
discus. Those who master it shall 
lave no bad Karinas. (10) 


3.7 On Tiruvali 

Kalvan \ Kanada \ Rupakam 

(A m other) 

^cficiiCtnCl^rrou? ujfTffST ^r^lCujCTr-^fflujrTcjr 
AfTGncrr 

cucn&rfl LD^nu^eu cion ^gs\ ldl_ LDnOTflenesTu 
Currg, GTffjfTnjj, 

Clcijcmnfl cucncriA cna.u uo/qu Qi jrnrp 
^jfTujisnrj JitilQ 

^gttgttgu &U) U,^J Aipcsfl fl ^oS) 

i_l0QjrrCl5.nGcun ? 

Was he a thief? I do not know. A dark 
bull-youth came to my slender-waisted 
fawn-eyed daughter saying, “Come!”, 
and held her bangled hand in 
his. Leaving me, her mother, she left. 
Would they have entered the beautiful 
Tiruvali surrounded by lotus-filled 
lakes and fields? O, Alas! (1) 

UC33T0 , ^fhj^riuj! uiqfn<rn; 

(TTGYt 

Cl^nffrarcm &itb Clflftj cwnui 

Pjj5,nii,^rT6yiOTT e_Afbg>] 

Cl<3,G33TC»ni_ fhttP lf)l Glfl fj<9, <M) ClJ HGX) 

‘®iPlbx6L ib 1 Jb&l, 

QJCT3T0 ^IfifT 5,fTC31CU iDGU^jlb GVlUlGU 

H ( 2 ) eu n Cl nG cv) rr ? 

O Ladies! Earlier this fellow was a 
cattle-stealer. Today he entered and 
tasted the sweet nectar ot my 
daughter’s red berry lips. With her 
innocent sparkling eyes she made 
off after him cajoling like a parrot. 
Would they have entered the 
bee-humming ncctared groves of 
fertile Tiruvali? O, Alas! (2) 

(TIguo) CWc\>; ^nij^nui 1 c *><<r4./vrt 

J | ifltiiPGl I <‘>jb.TTG3'iCfl 

Gqjid rf51 CST GfilflpGfinnc.’&i 

Gal! AIgvj GiOiLiGuj 
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u 0 ^ 1 uj Wtrw ^14 <mi ucncraifij C&ncrfl 

c5HLD gjijffT UCDOT7T ftJUjCVJ ^C.jl 

ftQ*nCeun? 

O Ladies! It is terrible. The Rakshasa 
clan’s precious dame lost her nose to the 
fury of the dark one. My body trembles 
in fear to hear about his might. My 
cotton-soft-feet-girl with Bamboo-like 
slender arms lost herself to him. Would 
they have entered the fertile Tiruvali 
surrounded by bowers with creepers 
and Bamboo thickets? O, Alas! (3) 

cj£ 6 )©u M ?^§«»«nujcx)OT ( 

GUOTICTT fiCTT^l LDCjt4>JT(V 
gjlgdtnjGJT S2£irr QarTcueSrracn! 

Q^rrcSfr: ^jflCujCTT 

id a^bCUOTT && gjCr»CJ3UUfT £>*-<£)£,hot; 

H20cftcu 

CufT£J CU67JT® <%© Qaii)tD«0 LJGSrCvj 

M itO s> rtC co fi ? 

I don’t know his antecedents. The fellow 
used to blow conch and take messages 
for nobles. If you know where he lives, 
pray tell me. My daughter tnisted God 
and went with him. Would they have 
entered the water-abounding Tiruvali 
where bees drink and dance in the 
lotus flowers of the lakes? O, Alas! (4) 

(Hanoi erarn*y gJijAftncrr. §,lC^ ncifl 
^ento^ 

<SM<5.C3Tff> @CUCTT; 

CCUIU e5*» af ^€3T657li) 

ctsst J 3 ujbgji 

GunuSIcr y,m *</& 

q^currOftfrCco? 

My long-armed daughter never 
thought of me as her mother. Placing 
her trust on her new-found stranger- 
friend, my slender waisted girl left me, 


swinging her Bamboo-like arms, 

walking the swan-behind-its-mate 

walk. Would they have entered the 
water-fed Tiruvali? O, Alas! (5) 

ctcst gdcricnr crcjrjp ctQ^G&£)(£, 
( @c^0GujfryLb 

«jCJT gjjCDCTJT CTC5T gjgjjl 

cucn gjjcnorei GutTcncurrs,^ cvfjib 

c_cinrDiMd> 

3* Gufiuj f cri^cv 

M06unQ^nGcA)n? 

I brought her up for company. Alas, 
she had no thought of that. I lost out 
on her company. Alas, she had no 
thought of that either. The lord who 
gives the gods his company destroyed 
the boon-blessed Lanka and resides in 
Arangam. Would the two have joined 
company and entered the radiant 

city of Tiruvali? O, Alas! (6) 

^u^CujnQpa,^ 

iSlatonc*! acaT Q U( ^ 

Jbcvjfi CusnflcjTcrrTfTCu: 
^«n(sr>crru^ih cu ( 0<£1 cn u.ui|ib Qojcnrr)] 

@«v^)(g,ub gJcisn.ujnA <bt__rr,gj 
M ©n<OTu^u> ^cncn^ipiD (A,ipu|C7rcu 

M(-?)€u iVQ&nGGvjfT? 

We were like father and mother tc 
er, alas, she had no thought of that 
She prefered the embrace o 
Nappinnai’s lover with long arms 
With her hgluning-thin creeper-thii 
waist, she walked all the way to wher 
Punnai trees and Swan-pairs abound 
Would they have entered the watei 

fed Tiruvali? O, Alas! ( 7 ) 
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CiPIDrftlcyjih Cg~n_itrjj uibgjJib, 

GoA^OTfD 

^ID/ 5 lcO Clmcjr lJjGdcull|ld g 61 l!(^ &iO>GRfD 
Q^ru Q,&,nGn{E) <2>^ T6 < riG37u 
^ujjjf^Gcuear (tprbrry ^cnip^uj; lS^ rr>u lSI cSl 
lSIcttCgjt <b'-£b§i} 

^iblTjJ GTCuCofTLO 61 T)fh (ol^jHlpU GunLU, G1JUJGU 

. ii g' l|{ 5 jGU nO o> itCbGvj rr? 

Herwinnow-plates, her parrot, her ball, 
her swing, her caged talking mynah, — 
she left everything. Alas, I did not beget 
a garland-wearing ornament-decked 
bride-girl. Worshipped by the world, 
she went after a fellow of no birth. 
Walking together would they have 
entered the fertile Tiruvali? O, Alas!(8) 

^ld «,<nr?T63tjfl <n<^6T3flG\J ^14 1130 

ldcvj rr 1 _j ufTSDCu urr<jn \ 

Ljr T<a&Cuj<?in Qun}0 CT)iduj ncu, ucrx^raTa 

C^ncff! wj&fcifift&l 

gJlcfil (Ion ^63T63ni) UJlTi^T 

ClfTj^i.D^Clcvjn^ii Gumu, 

^ii) IjCSUtflt G1IUJCU ^*,©9 

j^ciiiiCl^nGcvjn ? 

Come to think, my lotus-eyed girl 
^ r as verily the lotus-dame Lakshmi 
herself. Because of this sinlul self, the 
Bamboo-slender-arms-one lost control 
°f herself. Walking with the grace of 
l he flighty swan, she left with her 
long-time lover. Would they have 
e ntered the cool lake-surrounded 
fields of Tiruvali? O, Alas! (9) 

& a uj lEcnih 

Gla.-3(5 , LD fT <? u fjieiricramjn. 
'UrTuSlcn ui,ibj uj nerr l|gjtgvj <^,g6I 

rr CTCTTn^j 

C^ci, Ag61ui 6OT GpteSldtfI jLI tfi'Wip 
ld rr^cu u : 5 >^;jU 3 

•-» 

£_.CT»,_U.rnr7 <S,0<9LD 
dilGjar 


This garland of sweet Tamil songs 
by angry-spear Kaliyan sing about a 
mother wailing that her daughter 
left with the lord Nedumal, that they 
would have entered the lake-filled 
Tiruvali. Those who master it will 
rule the sky-world. (10) 

3.S / On Manimadakkoyil 
Nanda \ Pantuvarali \ Adi 

djl6Tr<s>Cj>! c^<?fT. 5 ><bfb{£) ^rflujrruj 
ir>fj iTjfTijiSTyrGsJT! <5>0 Lorr (ip^GuGuncvi 
<rif&2»fTuj! cnoaGa ^^ctrrruj ctcst rpOTTrj^j 
^^DLoCiJurm urjGL)ib @i_ii> GTft ^Ic^vulild 
ftjt^rTfTU) <^h ib C^jSST ggGftQ UfTl_ LOrTCL_, 

Asifl 6 UOT 5 T 0 u&upo>£T> fQ.ipcy gi)C 5 n 2 >jibgii 
l$ 63 TJD LD 6 J 7 TL 0 IDGU^lD <J,fTfbJ^ffi.rT 
lixsrefliurtL.AG&rTuS^GV - <nj<a>dtiht(tf> <rrdrr 
ldC 3 tGctt! 

Celestials stand and call, u O Nanda- 
Vilakku, lamp-eternal, hard-to-fathom, 
Nara-Narayana, dark eloud-hued lord, 
grace us!” He resided in Nangur where 
the bees fill the eight Quarters with 
their Devagandhari Raga while the 
bumble-bees follow their songs with 
shadow accompaniment. The Mandara 
trees spread fragrance everywhere. 
Offer worship in Manimadakkovil, 
O Heart! (1) 

(Ip^jOTCVJ^, J LD fT -T.i,; ^(^fTfQI 

v4^*Gnrr(^GUipi£iS2_|ILIUJ, 

(rSl5,ca'»Gvig)<5,OTCvjdf CUOTinjj ^arrjC-g. su^vij 
ffSl^DtfaT ld LD nGOT ^l.lD Guerin 

<£» G73TCLI LD 

Lja^cu* < 5 iGun<?,aia) mm 

UGLJCTTA (aldbfT^^fbJ ,ff,nG\j 6lm. 1 Pil <^fTGU 
u| OD Gii ld 

i at^lCLI (s)lDG3T(o^ JfciDL ^ffL.(hUb n 

liiCJoflLOnL.aC^nuSlcU - 6UG77TfbJ,JS GXG31 
LDGJflGG^ , 
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Th. 



w (ip2) £ujn,5> n6XJ 

GaJg>"' 


lake, — where the terrible crocodile 


descend to the lower pillars and display Rakshasas in the eight Quarters then also 
their courtship. Offer worship in besieged the island city of Lanka- H e 
Manimadakkoyil, O Heart! (2) | resides in Nangur where the three fi reS ’ 

I the four Vedas, the five sacrifices, the six 
Qftfr«nwu most ©otojuj 9 *u& , A ngas, and the seven Svaras are cultivated 

. ^ a-^***** i by proper method as Vedic worship, b>' 

u>n ®uhG*uj&, ' seers of high reputat i 0 n. Offer worship 

in Manimadakkoyil, O Heart! ( 4 ) 


a»bu»* ®<-<b ' b ® B ' D 


^ctribi G& c* 1 ^ ^ n ^ 


uoancuu ucwiu.ib ^otl-5) £)cd*j s«-!b£ni» 


Then in the yore the lord saved the , l0W>({1 ^ Gancincv) ^ Jlh 
heavy footed elephant in distress and 1 u,«nfla>nL s,Canu9«u -ojeax*© s’®* 1 
gave misery to the terrible crocodile. He uxsfrG^ 

takes the lotus-dame Lakshmi in his Then ln the yore> the l or d drank the 

loving embrace and enjoys her. He poison from the breast of the jewelled 

resides in Nangur where Ponni, the river ogress, threw a devil-calf against a 

Kaveri, brings elephant tusks, fragrant bedevilled wood-apple tree and destroyed 
Agil wood, pearls, white whisk and other both, toddled between two Marudu 


precious mountain produce on its waves, 
as offering to the lord. Offer worship 
in Manimadakkoyil, O Heart! (3) 



trees and broke them both, and entered 
the lotus pond. He resides in Nangur 
where the firm trees sway their 
branches, and creepers sway over them, 
the cuckoos sing, the peacocks dance, 
the clouds play drums and the pennons 
on mansion-tops flutter announcing 
their union.Offer worship i n 
Manimadakkoyil, O Hean! (3) 
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Ljsjjr Gf>)fr Qtoni^l ^{Q3, cu(G^?u 

U(&, eufuus, ggtjfti&ngl 

^CUGTT fh, G3T 

2— OTbiGnmr (ipg^cvj ^cucri ^^gSIGujit^Iid 

suuCgtt <9.etn6U5>5>rT«S5T l_ ui> £>**(£> 
CTiUjT) ^jfTCTI 

. * v rr a^idlSIiSst <5,«nip 6<n6u<£l, 

A^Lgf^rflcu ^tpipdC] O<0(i^ ^i_5)gij 

^crr CLD^AGn 6cr>^u(#) ^frrhj<5tfi_fi 
lDGT3flu}nt„ < !J J C<!JircLI?C'U - ffD ffTJT rbl (2) , C163T 
ld qtCgtt ! 

Then in the yore, the lord was a child 
nursed by the fierce ogress Putana with 
thick-set lips and poison-breasts. The 
sweet-tongued, soft-spoken cowherd- 
dames were filled with fear when he 
sucked the deathly breasts unharmed, 
then also sucked the life out of her. 
He resides in Nangur where buffalo 
calves nip the shoots of sugarcane 
growing tall, enter the lotus pond, 
then come out smeared with the 
slush of water tanks. Offer worship 
*n Manimadakkoyil, O Heart! (6) 

fibcncn.o, 0,il(*)) 0>nu)«ni| cncii0 

C LJ fTUJ CD &>0) 

2jl_ld daV .ld AfTcu ^goiib 

.©CnCTTA^g, CDffTT5,^,1 llQ ^2>GTT 

gGSrCucu 

<^io. ^LDLorrcyr ^llO ton lo^ujld 

!^,fnQ inrreiflcria ,• C<5 ,(TCjg6]cvj 
■ QP&2)} QCU6TOlCUwTjD(£ GTOTT.3 

CaCtfTfT}] (ipriTf^GU 
fTjjcncTTu urrenciJiuA iDrrrpiii) 

fT 

ld snjflu3 it i iSjC^naSlcv;- qj GOT r^j («9) C»C3T 

iDcnCsin! 

Then in the yore the lord entered the 
lake of lotus buds and opened blossoms, 
then placed his feet on the hoods of 
the venom-spitting snake. He resides in 
Hangur where pennons atop mansions 
P la y with the Moon and bangled | 


coastal women roam the streets peddling 
rice pearls for pearl rice. Offer worship 
in Manimadakkoyil, O Heart! (7) 

gd<£ntfIT - ' OlDOTT 0LpCU ^UJtf^lu-lfT gjlD 

g*J<£lcU GU fTffl LLI LD S\cTiOi{^^\h 

C^pjb <r» rr 

^GDGnLunrr cSI cr> cir uj n l. C i_ n Q &n£cu 
CgU GTTGTUri 

GfilcnGTrGfilgjg) c§H LD LD IT GST @L_lD Ggu©U 

ClFj^lflbi A(3T 

(LpGjncn gij rrfiTT fruSliT) rpj ldl gu rrfr uuSlfbjyiJ 

QiXiniP GAtliq.(ff)(b 2 )J (*V&h n s> ,@^CanGVJ 
cucncn Gijrmj ^cncnGn incnnp un^lub ffjfTnjj^raLrr 

LD GiJTlflLO fTl_ #iG<9i rTuSl £U - 6UOT3Tfbl(<?) CIGH 

LDG3TG«rr| 

Then in the yore the lord stole the 
clothes of the dark curly tressed 
cowherd-dames, broke the sand castles 
of tender unripe girls and caused a 
flood of love. He resides in Nangur 
where long-Vel-eyed dames with bright 
sparkling teeth recite catches from the 
Vedas and hearing them, their curved- 
mouth-parrots repeat them tenderly in 
sweet musical tones. Offer worship in 
Manimadakkoyil, O Heart! (8) 

gSIgDl. QGUQTfr^l OlDCST C^fTOTt 

fb'ufbg) 

dMrr<3>n! G$Gnni>0 <9>L-fT ctgjstg^ld 

U6Dl_CujtT(^l 0fhJ(0) £U-6T)l_Ujrruj gtctt 

J 0 rf(r(pj 

^eDLoGiufirr u»76ijii> 6tr>uiT> 

jb&u 

Ou«hl CujflQ Canjj <9,nc\j ^Garcanb gjctn auu , 

C < 5 , n GiT> < 9 , u nfcooTt_ S 

C a fhj n 

iootm gjjl r^lG3Trrjj iDgjj c51ih(ipib g>rm£]An rr 
a)€3afliDnj_^G*fTuSlcu oicraTrij/^ 

LD 001 (p CTT ! 

The celestials call, “O Different lord 
who subdued seven bulls for the 
embrace of the cowherd-dame 
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Nappinnail”, w O Lord who wields the 
conch and the discus!”, and offer 
worship at Nangur, where red-footed 
crane pairs in lakes roll and brush against 
the profuse lotus blooms, and the red 
lily in their midst flows nectar even after 
the petals have fallen. Offer worship 
in Manimadakkoyil, O Heart! (9) 

CUOTT® Qunjjilcb 

iOG33fliflfTi_0>C<5irTu9cu Q @ U3 n gy & Q 
GTCjrnjjii) 

QgjfTcisT^ eSHjlLI QgjlTCU TfT CUOJCU UJf^lCnftiun 

C$>fT6BT 

aoSIujcjt g>©SlCUuj U)n«nco 

eu&ojnfr 

aiOTflL-ffn 6UOUT (hl&t&> 5iGtfl ILlHCDOIT 

ftuO) Arrcuojfl 

cfil<OT C^rTUJ Qlb© 0«JC53T ^up 

efiltfi §rr e_cu(2j c$4,«raT0 d?0mncnGfj. 

This garland of Tamil songs on the lord 
of bee-humming groves-surrounded 
beautiful Nangur’s Manimadakkoyil is 
sung by the lord’s ever faithful devotee, 
the lasting-fame-fertile-Mangai 
King Kaliyan. Those who master it 
will rule the ocean-girdled Earth as 
kings under sky-touching moon-white 
parasols and rejoice. (10) 

3.9 On Vaikunda Vinnagaram 

Salankonda \ Nata | Kbanda Cbapu 

cjku* warx -4>*l ■9K'f** 

a Mjy/s. &ncr>CTr, 
(ip^CO CufTCU ^(f^ClDGsfl 
^iLic ncrr 

2_ <?nm ! »5>nuj!cu 


5GULbCl<5)ireyjrQ ld sxj rc O 0 rrjfl u_| ih lD C\j ^ ^ 

<5 CSTJ U fhl #> €TI LDOTJTiD rrrr^j lD Gu <J33T 

O u rrjL^jt ©SI gyrC*-» 
Gucoii>Qancj3T01 ftiusu ^14 cfilcncTuufT^^ 

ij> a f^j <svl n 

O^^Jb^^CWTCTJTftiju) - U3L_Olb^^* 

Then in the yore the lord tore apart the 
angry Hiranya’s chest, and churned the 
deep ocean for ambrosia. Like the 
benevolent rain cloud, he has a dark hue 
and resides permanently at Nangur 
where Kayal fish dance in the water-filled 
groves, which waft the fragrance of 
Jasmine, Serundi and Senbakam flosvers. 
Offer worship to him in the temple of 
Vaikunda Vinnagaram, O Heart! (1) 

gcfciarittjg, cjjn a_0 Cim d J> 

r&0ri»At 

GfccuQijnQ ftircoToja^CT $<sr\s>uu 


J,L-nj 




Oifrrrcq o 

SiraiCanono 

a_GT>(J) (^5.fTuS^*W 

GTC55T <@CU v£l(5j Qu^ CUcuGDgjgj Cl$*> 

c&cnnij^ u>crv0u4Lb 
GJ$ G^circfila,^^ 

Ou^c^j 

U>«fei <s&*> i£l(gj loc*©,^*** *©5^ 

CTajgjjuj 2,'mb^Ki « 

^a.($Sb2,cSW Qra , a> ,, lb . U}( _ 

^Jb(0G« 1 

Then in the yore the lord came as a 
strong man-lion, feared by the 
Quarters and revered by the gods 
and Asuras. He took the mighty 
Htranya and tore his chest apart He 
resides permanently in Nangur where 
the rich chants of the Vedas, the 
Prasnas and the seven Svaras of music 
fill the air, and where Vedic seers of 
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great merit live in close harmony. 
Offer worship to him in the temple of 
Vaikunda Vinnagaram, O Heart!(2) 

, &Gi J CU LD . 

cuofljtfiT} lL crctuJvjnd) 
<$4(lp£* Glaujg, cuiiSlfb^^ 

QarTcraT0 

(Lpc731i_ li f^UjWTJ^gn 

3 fTLJ lD ^djj 

(^p^Gocijcr! vr0c5). 

2_en0 GarruSicu 

<^6TOT Cl^JbClrbCU 

Qoiibi(&) a^)c61 
^snoj&QAnu* <gGSV (^cnCbA A(^jC&fT0 
ia»5c5i CUCTTib Qtfrrrfluj, 
OJ6T3T0 uoj ggens uffL, iduSIgo ^fy:^ 

rjj it nL rr 

^(2>t>fij^ cJsuotta gii-Gucrnr^j^) ldi 

Then in the yore the lord swallowed 
the Universe in one gulp, — and with 
it the oceans, the continents and all 
else, — then rid Brahma’s-skull-for-a- 
hcgging-bowl-Siva of his eternal curse. 
He resides permanently in Nangur 
where paddy fields, tender-coconut 
trees, banana plantation, and Betel 
creepers vying with Areca trees grow 
in abundance, while bees sing and 
peacocks dance everywhere. Offer 
worship to him in the temple of 
Vaikunda Vinnagaram, O Heart!(3) 

(^,cu* ClAfTiq uj£ 

fVp«4,(2> ^-L-fc^r 4*4* >4., 

^ciicrr. 

SCT-o.-uSlft) r^j C7n /*. idcdCvi 

,3'C * »,'• A I 1 3,3 
n --‘ lljGo.rciHai u\AUi ?-fr : 

» ..cff»g) C<5,rruS1ii 


^CnCUjgJCUf^J^ LDG^fl lDfTl_4>^i 2_<?^1 l6)6T135 

(2^cuih 

OajLgftl ClAn-ffifoTUGU ^40»0 

Qa<j4J (y>5)£ii 

inGDGu^cor^i^ id rTGTflcr>a,CinGu inoSlcvi 

GTLUgii fbrrr^j < ?^_fT 

6<ricu LD" crut.3oirhi(2> U5 l_ 

Qffj^G<? ! 

Then in the yore, the dark hued lord 
chopped off the ears and nose of the 
Rakshasa clan’s broad hipped 
Surpanakha, and made her raise her 
hands over the head and run shrieking 
to her Lanka haunt. He resides 
permanently in Nangur where the 
tridents atop the gemset-high-rise 
mansions tear the belly of big rain clouds 
and make them spill their pearls like 
mountain-heaps everywhere. Offer 
worship to him in the temple of 
Vaikunda Vinnagaram, O Heart!(4) 

sncfru.) £j GOTin^fb^cO QiDGVJcSiujrb&n, 
^cuniiGTMh 

Gajfb^cr G^ncn ^g^ugjiib 

Gurilj 

5,63rTifp£,n ^cuciflcncu Gucyxjrrg>^ 1 i 

^GUfbJOT^ Ourriq G^UJ® 

3 } L_(fc C^ncndT in<Qt*p<b£u ld0g£i1. 

2_Ginrp G^fTu^cv 

O^rT.Clr5jGlGO»T0 Cl^f^J AlDGUlO , G^cO, 

<9itjjGV.IA6TT, <n.UTGrr»crr 

O^f^J<9»(l£,£0CT«0 <9iLp<afl 

LCg?Tg)j GoJ^lujnaCTT U)c61gh CTlijgj 

(b ft ni <5 «y n 

cnffLivcMtni^, mi. 

Then in the yore, the lord with strong 
arms waged a terrible war tor the sake 
of his slender-waisled lender dame 
Sita, tel led the ten heads and twentv 
arms ot the Lanka king Ravana, and 
destroyed the city with his tire-raining 
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arrows. He resides permanently in 
Nangur where paddy fields and lotus 
thickets abound with Sel-fish, Valai- 
fish and Kayal-fish amid red water-lilies 
brightly, and Vedic seers of lasting 
fame reside in large numbers. Offer 
worship to him in the temple of 
Vaikunda Vinnagaram, O Heart!(5) 

CluorrcniD Clff>fT0 

Qu^uj 

CuuSlcar^i *_ j - - CI&nQ Lorrcn, 2 _uSln 

S_CHtQ, 

^cwTcmo <*,qj 0al_ui 

C&cucSr ^ciien 

2_c^rr) CAnuSlcu 

2_ajrcmn u>tr.g)Qujn0 r*>€u ^csvwAcn, 

(£icyirr) Glunanrr^cti, 
S_§C14 Clamant. ffTCJTiry ^>1^04 

^CVJCUfTU QuifllU 

CHGTjrtDLD lS 1 ( 2 ) uDGr) 0 iucun' 5 >cn moSlCL] tfTiugjj 

<E>ftrbJ<55vn 

OMM“j-flfccc 'C-.~ r*- Gu«WT(bi(gj ldi_ 

Then in the yore, the lord of gods 
sucked the ogress Putana’s breast and 
destroyed her, he toddled between 
Marudu trees and destroyed them, he 
smote a devil cart and destroyed it. He 
resides permanently in Nangur where 
Vedic seers of great merit, adept in the 
four Vedas and their various sections 
who cultivate tolerance, generosity and 
helpfulness live in large numbers 
Offer worship to him in the temple of 
Vaikunda Vinnagaram, O Heart!(6) 

acrrfyl(t,£i 

Coia* cr,i;uafi 

^uSin 'll^n-^sPoicaaiuj 

S>__ GWPl AffOTi^n 

a i jtfTC > 

8- frfb&l 731 ^ « jr. . 

Sf. er iff) Vjs.nifilcv, 


gcmi)ui%rbGk) &(ip0 (^cncug, Qg>nin&) 

Ci*nu4 

rr-CST ACTJTeuGTTrjA Affcu £>i_gui0 

cuGmi>OArT6j3Tt_ Qu(^0 Qacucuib guctt^^ 
^cufl r^rrrv&rL* 

C^GU(5)rbg)C&CnTC57T«5jljLb- «SuOT3TfbJ(5p LDl_ 

Qjb^C^- 

Then in the yore, the lord came as a 
cowherd-lad and threw a devil-calf 
against a bedevilled wood-apple tree and 
destroyed both. He ate the cowherd- 
dames’ butter and curds with great relish- 
He swallowed the Universe and slept as a 
child. He resides permanently in Nangur, 
where young Areca trees, laden coconut 
trees, Betel vines, sugarcane, and paddy 
grove in lush greenery irrigated by ever- 
flowing water canals. Offer worship to 
him in the temple of Vaikunda 
Vinnagaram, O Heart! (7) 


i61(£)£>'J3»gjt a_qih 

,£11_e j g, l &Ctfia lu erf ^Ncurr 

lasiil^ub <*M0fD£>^ 
&^rr,n<h& fi _ l 

(£)CO QP&&GUGS T 

2_CiDrr) G<5,nuSl»j 

tDnrQrTcj, iDCVjft* Ai^cu^ £0U>l9 

ingjQoiGTicTTLQ ojujcti s_ Lpeun iDcni 

<^OT>L_ULJ. 

Qu(Oj(CTj QacvjGuii Qjcn^ih 

n nil n 

® nG,J ( 5 l i , Si s ^ lG ^ T srai‘ 9 >aiii - cnictnr^^ un 

Then in the yore the mighty armed 
lord wielded his sharp discus and 
destroyed the angry Narakasura. He 
gives the pleasure of his body to lotus- 
dame Lakshmi and to Siva in equal 
measure. He is the lord of gods. He 
resides permanently amid wealth in 
Nangur, where unfading lotus and red 

258 




THE big WORK / Periya Tirumoli 


w «iter lilies grow in thickets, spilling 
waves of overflowing nectar that 
makes the farmers close their sluices. 
Offer worship to him in the temple of 
Vaikunda Vinnagaram, O Heart!(8) 

i_cyj CTT SU rTfei"6U 

a,ft (tpcsflcun Licvin ^sxiq. lDit lDCVmt<5,Gtt gjrd?, 
^'hi&cn ^afl r^nuj^Gcn! ctl d&(&) ^(^cnnuj 

gTcyr^T)i iij 

***** Seiler vn40«4>2>^, 

2_6nn} C^nuSlffu 

^ 4 y fi .;i fiericn*(£ff,ii) 05£>0f£>c\Skni * 

C<!?c\j C_ &>rvrt )ii Cl-s^ib ljctjott ^jp 

G&pClg>iTi$})ib 

,_r,g) 2_rfl0^ mGsrfl ldhl 

jt^ o r^j &e\_ h 

^^(QtbibG&GmtGSSTthtjw - udl 

Qff,(gjG<s! 

Then in the yore, the lord was 
Worshipped in the far Ocean of Milk, 
by hordes of celestials and bards, with 
choicest flowers, singing, “Our Lord, 
°ur one and only refuge, grace us!”. He 
resides permanently in Nangur where 
red Kayal-fish, Valai-fish and Sel-fish 
dance in the water-fields and the streets 
are lined with mansions that caress the 
under-bellv of the Moon in the sky. 
Offer worship to him in the temple of 
Vaikunda Vinnagaram, O heart! (9) 

LOCvSI <bCTOl(h' *<5»5.Cllb (ipCOT 

ibniDc.nfjtf, ag! nn Qfttquj lSI rjrrcaT ^nciiT 

^ 10 ^, 1 . GAfiuSlcO, 
tDc^l ai_cu ldoSIwvi irrujgjjLb 

(jjfifbj^v n 

«fercn«AnGu5cu , cuerr:(^1 
cn frni.| ib Qlihi^Icu 

^^UWiAujit &tb 5,wTiO'G1iG3T lf»(fK«jCUfT £ d) 

£3_ t_. GLl ♦jl •’ ^ 

c,JflKTT .«j^,rTt,\jcr', O^ncricn 

lOC\S 1 ina^’O I ■£,£.) (pencil 

<n 1 so cl' fT it s, cn 

&tT635jflCluin(»^ I ^scarontn | 

(olt ur)|Qiit(-n. 


This garland of sweet Tamil songs by 
Mangai King Parakalan, terrible sword 
wielder Kalikanri sings of the ancient 
lord of conch, discus and bow, with 
lotus eyes, who is the permanent 
resident of Nangur’s Vaikunda 
Vinnagaram. Those who master it will 
have the power to rule over Earth and 
Heaven. (10) 

3.10 On Arimeya Vinnagaram 

Tirumadandai \ Yadukulakamboji \ 
Kb an da Chap it 

<5((Tj LDL_iTjCT>5) LDG3TI LQL jj)Cng, ^g(fi)Ljngyjuo 

^•.'ftuionAvTT Gtinu'j uj«in*,L^ 

€T631*njlD 

^(fT)6n rbL [b&j ^CLi <7^p ft_o.)a5j/b6u fT 

LJCJrafllU, CUnCGOTfin 

^lOrTfT,^ €)&&, &' Glu(3»b 

l_|5slp Ccu^UJ/7 GUnjjp 

^§Lfb/ACn, IDCuHACn u l M,/V GTi&GfoQjthGn, 

UloiVA^iprC,n. 

Oj n id cn rj 5 , ctt , g,i_ fhi AffrrGfljfTfry ii) 

<i(AP> Clun^cu giitgcfi), gii^Icxj 

fil GlD U 1 efil CTuT6utf7<9>fjLb - 6VK*TCTfhJ(#) lDl 

Gfr^Gs! 

Then in the yore, the lord with Sri-Dame 
and Bhu-Damc on either side walked on 
the Earth showering his grace, ridding 
the world of evil and protecting his 
devotees. He is served by the seven worlds 
and worshipped by the celestials. He 
resides permanently in Nangur where 
Vedic seers live, amid fragrant groves and 
wetlands fenced by scie^pine, lotus ponds 
in every direction, and trees growing 
tall. Offer worship to him in Arimeya 
Vinnagaram, O Frail heart! (1) 
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Clo>em 5 ) ifig, a_rnb && 

GHAUJCTT, cfilcTSTSSJTCUrTAil^ 

(^CST^U GWQl 0«r>rj Aucncu* aonurbgy 
<^GP$u> t^crflA^u) 
00 lD 63 jfl CHOT ^JT ^(ip&lb (SjftJcfil j_ Q) - 
CftlTuSlco 

CTQTITJJlb L00 Qu(5© 

6®crrfbi^) iDCnjjCujnrr, 
s)ip gflWltlli) G*CTIcfi)&t«5U> gyrfWW) Ou(fTy^ 

c^fijrp 2_CU*LD UCnL-£>5)6ua>CjT 

^anc 3 TajcuiT«,cfT ibnni],^^ 
^rfllljClIJUJCfilfflraTtfSaTA? 1 ^ ~ CUCtftfT^J(< 5 ) ldl. 

®!b\QCs\ 

Then in the yore, the lord with strong 
hands wielded his sharp discus to 
vanquish the invincible Narakasura. 
He churned the ocean with a mountain 
shaft and gave ambrosia to the gods. 
He is my gem, my ambrosia. He resides 
in Nangur amid Vedic seers of great 
knowledge-wealth and beauty who are 
adept in the seven Svaras of music and 
the Prasnas of the Vedas, — who 
cultivate good qualities, and who verily 
look like the Creator Brahma himself. 
Offer worship to him in Anmeya 
Vinnagaram, O Frail heart! ( 2 ) 

2~ubu0ib ^du qxp c_cu@ii) cjup «, L 

ctcucu nu> 

2_cawTt_ cSlancrr, ^cjsti-IT&ot (tp^ 

LD5)lljp6L| CTuj 
100 i r>& ujfTCDOT tf>0.... 4 

onQsrisr 

L9i<V;2>giJ 

GnLjajQunrOcarn^l Qcuctjt (ip&gjii ucu 

U| 63 Tcy)G 3 i Arr^., 

UCURjfl.fi^<5>6TT G/J,C5T Ul_ 

GJP 

^iiji Acjfft tn 1 cufTfr 

cruigijLb 

< 34»flGLOUJcfi)c55TC3jlfl5(Jti) - CDOTJTf>u ( ^ ( 


Then in the yore, the lord swallowed 
the seven worlds, the seven oceans, and 
all else. He came as a cowherd-lad and 
destroyed a rutted elephant by his tusk, 
then dragged the wicked Kamsa by his 
hair and killed him, applauded by the 
gods. He resides permanently in 
Nangur amid groves of Punnai which 
spill buds of pearls and flowers of gold, 
jackfruit trees which spill nectar, and 
dames with snake-slender waists 
and arrow-sharp eyes who spill joy. 
Offer worship to him in Arimeya 
Vmnagaram, O Frail heart! ( 3 ) 


9L f ^ ( $i.T T ^rfloSlcjr 2_0Cmx> 

Claacoai^ ^Gjrnpj, 

2—cuuiSlcu Clu0 Cl )<]&>& ,@fjcnjf)ujc<nc3Tij 

u<m5h 

cufTu<rgj ctiCTT 2_<£lfjrrcu l£)ctt{T jgj 

8 >& T LO<5»CTU<5>0 
^^cirCl^uj^rTcrr cun^d> ^i-io - iDcu©Slc*>«9> 

Ga^0cjfpj LDCUfT-5 Ctfnpni) 

<9>(Lp*LD urrcsicir, 

^<3C73TU5>r^J<5>crr iDCRTID rp,rT(T)jcb cucjtt 

Gurupcftcor sisnGi. 

OQfJtry CUOJCV ^«T>Cou qcnai Au>^ib 

Ibrrnij^tfvA 


t5Hi11GiX)ujef)leJ3T6WT'9> | !J<i) • cuGsjTnii^ ^ L 

Then in the yore, the lord came as a 
man-lion of boundless strength and took 
the boon-intoxicated Hiranva on his lap, 
then tore his chest with sharp, hard 
daws, to protect the devotee-son. He 
resides permanently in Nangur where 
the fragrances of Jasmine, red water- 
hly, thickly flowering Serundi, Areca 
fronds and Senbakam flowers from 
the groves mingle with the thick smoke 
rom the burning sugarcane mills. 

V r worsh ‘P to him in Arimeya 
•nnagaram, O Frail heart! ( 4 ) 
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<9>63STl_G 1JI7 £,|£j LDCJTLD lDA lLp IDITCIiC\Sl fliCT* 

CdJ €TT (jfil A 

Acncti ^cu i5)0 ^flrpj (gj^cri ^uj (\pcui4 
ctotitjj $ajb£^@i 

^mcjsti. (ipti ( ^sa» ^cncu au^jlo ^cucjflAtfir^Lb 

tfTCuCUnti) 

c^CTnj^jj lSI( jrrcsT ^ld^ud £^1—ii>- cucnrbjClArTffrr 

Gurn£)cu ^luCeo 

•^cwtlld a_ri)j (ipipffLj c£c6)ll|id cu«raT0 

^GJTt^ACTT SJ>aSllL|Lb 

(f^LDCTljl) uS1g 3T IL| li) LDl—CUffff ^CUlDtSlcST 

dpoSIlljli), 

e^cusTuih 2_^)JLb ^cnco a i_cSlcff e^ciSl 

^A(igti) (hff ^h 

«^flClDUJcfi1cr!JTCS^TAfJlb - CUCJ5Tf^J(£) IDI_ 

Qtpi&Ge'. 

Then in the yore, the lord came to 
Mabali’s great Sacrifice as a beautiful 
innocent-looking manikin-lad, pleasing 
the hearts of all who saw him. He asked 
for a gift of three strides of land, then 
grew and took the whole Earth, the seven 
seas, the seven continents and all else. He 
resides permanently in Nangur amid 
fertile fields, where the sounds of musical 
instruments, the hum of bees, the 
chanting of the Vedas, the jingle of 
anklets and the roar of the ocean rend 
the air. Offer worship to him in Arimeya 
Vinnagaram, O Frail heart! (5) 

curcnCIfTjQfbJ acvtt in son a, ssi_ff>g>cu 

cmn^loSlAAff, ^cufcjcDA 

'■DCSTCJKnrr (_lplq. Cp>(f>)LJ£jLD G^ffCTT 

CumL sl_^!T5) 

ft -L, 0 cwril cn Go qj g2T> ctt<2, a 

GtfUU, CT65T 

A>«f!<5 <9IJGTJT. CUffCffCV»ffA(<5) A(ffjgx)lb 

5,1-ii 

'•^cm u ' vh Q^ffcn ldcuita aidculd Csgu . 

cu ffwj icn, 

GjffCTlOjkl’^)^ AC^JT A«^L_/ijJJffACT1 ClJff(fijlb 

ff>rtni»ACiff 

^^KIiDujcfil^TSTcnWT-Aa^ CJJC3Trfbl(«3) IDi 

O^xc^C^ 


Then in the yore the lord came as the 
son of Dasaratha. For the sake of the 
dark tressed Vel-eyed Sita, he wielded 
his terrible bow and felled the ten heads 
and twenty arms of the Lanka king. 
He is my protector, and overlord of the 
gods. He resides permanently in 
Nangur, amid lakes with Sel, Kaval and 
Valai-fish and lotus blooms that reach 
for the sky, and fertile fields of paddy 
wdiich scarce enter the sickle’s bend, 
spilling gems of gold which the sharp- 
eyed agrarian dames collect in beautiful 
heaps. Offer worship to him in Arimeya 
Vinnagaram, O Frail heart! (6) 

^lflC3Tg>AffC3T AJgjSCTT£j GU(CT)<9GDCSTuS)CU 

CgjguA^jpjib i3g>«not 5>dfi ^iT 2_uSI(ff)ih 
0 Q , A) jj ^ j 

AffLDC^C5ffg.5.rrCOT uiuffjg, A(ffj CuiGafl a_«ni_ 
^ ib id near 

A(ff)£JlD LD-OurT^ffjgiJ L|C3TCVJ gjlCDff) gJ^T>£D 

(^ipgjgji SLJbih 

ff, ffLDCoT^i^i ffCU LD(f,$fJf*)ACTT ffjfTGU Gciigjlb , 

TO 

CcucTTcSlGujffQ <^4^ ALD ffjcfi)orrrjj 

theneo uuSlcSffffjj 

^>L, ID 63Ti?,^| iDCTIfOUJCUnASTT LJ uSl Cyj ID 

frirrhio^b 

fflCIDUJcfjlC5ITJCTJ1A fj ID - GU£T3Tni(£) lDt_ 

Qrb^G^l 

Then in the yore, the lord destroyed 
the Asura Dhenuka and the ogress 
Putana, sent by the evil-intending 
Kamsa. He is the dark hued lord, verily 
the love-god Kama’s father. He resides 
permanently in Nangur where waves 
of the ocean lash out pearls on even- 
shore, and where Vedic seers learn, 
recite and practise the Mantra-wisdom 
of the four Vedas, the five sacrifices, 
the six Angas, and the seven Svaras. 
Offer worship to him in Arimeya 
Vinnagaram, O Frail heart! (7) 
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&SST ^ GfilcTT^ ftRf) 

r —arrcncTT 

* “<5 ^ 6U03TOTTQT, &noS] AC n 


UP® 7 * n uurrc5r 

@ a! ® ^S-otitco many, sgia,^, 

<%© &* l £)0>G3 t 

($^ia ^nb-ClftfTiq. tfl^erraA, mfrcrflcn^ 

g*j6irrn)i incrafl LD6yjri_uri*en F 

& 1 tfe^DCujrrrr 

Qtbn&fG) tT-arm^Oj Cl^n^^lQujrQ l ^l £FiU 
uu$l&ji£> Currency 

^GUirQjrTUJ LDgj S>_OTT@ 

^jcrfl (Lpcrgud) Ibfffi^rj 
^iflCiDUJcfilOTTOTT^d) - «j633if*i(0) ldl Orb0C$f 

Then in the yore, the lord came as the 
adorable cloud-hued cowherd-lad. He 
threw the devil-calf against the 
bedevilled wood-apple tree and felled 
its fruits, he lifted the Govardhana 
mount against a hailstorm and protected 
the cow's, he danced over pots. He 
resides permanently in Nangur where 
flag-high walls and mansions surround 
the high Gopuram and intricately 
carved Mandapas, and pure Vedic 
seers chant in unison in Yagasalas. The 
bumble bees drink nectar from the 
fresh blossoms of the surrounding 
groves and sing joyously. Offer 
worship to him in Arirneya 
Vinnagaram, O Frail heart! (8) 


6U05& 5 '>6 JTuj ncu CU2><&0»CTT p }&T 2-uSlrr 

22 _i 

^uSln 2..GtfT(5» ClOJflWlQ«W»ILI 

g> arirrQ tfuoSl 

a,0<?C3T a_u9rr 

2_ 673T t— ’5>rrcnfn 
0<b&}i <3» Ico, 

AC3T5iti> 

O' jmPg^T ®<0 cur^ 

Gucrtib Q<5>rr(^uu, ton LDcnirjCiurm um 

iDCWfTAcrr pjtirf,) 

_S H (GTj < 5ffl5l^,g>| «?<7S77T CTCJT^U 

^finrD0*5.LD <^«raf) 
^ 4 )OnujtffcnTar/kiJU> ©ioj»Ki(£ Kin 

Orb^ 3 i 


Then in the yore, the lord came as a 
cowherd lad and drank the poison and 
the life out of Putana. He ate the curds 
and butter of the cowherd-dames. He 
took the life of Kamsa. He even 
swallowed the worlds. He resides 
permanently in Nangur where the river 
Kaveri washes fragrant Sandal svood, 
Agil w'ood and gold nuggets, and flows 
through tall groves and fertile fields 
giving abundant wealth. The great 
Vcdic seers strew flowers and offer 
w'orsliip, chanting, “Hari, Our refuge! 
Offer worship to him in Arirneya 
Vinnagaram, O Frail heart! (9) 

Cl<qcznfT)i iflcjT tsiji gt>l_ gt^id ui_ ^ u 
61 

Cl«9djGfil«9, CjnCTJ i_jCTSTTTTJjg^j ^Iff^LDfTCvJ 

<5>C3T G^nuSlcO, 

orrrru ^ajgjjLb, ^fjcirT C# iq ii> 

^ err uj Oj n err rfc nr^j =5<n ff 
^rf1Girmj6file^nG3<nd.nii) 

0CST6O1/D. 

acttiCqjoj cug\jcijC3t id r»jcar> 

5>ii G<5>nLDnc5T, 

A^Slacinnp C£>oS) iDrrcncu ^rb^lQcnrnQ 

ppcnjnj ld 

cj>crrr^lQcrrn^lLb ^finnryib ^encu Arpnjj 

OiCUCVXTIT 

S_2>€F,lDn‘AL_0 £—SjgjlDfT ^LU, 2— LDLJ^ID 

^^cun^Cffn. 

The sharp-speared Mangai King 
Kalikanri has sung this garland of sweet 
Tamil songs on the lord Tirumal who 
subdued seven bulls for the pleasure of 
Nappinnai’s soft embrace. He resides in 
Nangur’s Arirneya Vinnagaram with 
Vedic seers of Brahma-like radiance and 
Subrahmanya-like beauty. Those who 
learn and master it will be the best 
among good men and also become 
counted among the celestials. (10) 
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4.1 On Tiruttevanar Togai 
Podalarnda \ Bouli | Khanda Chapu 

Currgjj c$4c\irrfi)2* Cluni£lcu G^nfincuu ujfDtb 
Clun0 

a_£lg oj<bgij ^cdgxja^ld g,i_ 

LD6?3TCnfl§> AOTMjClDGU 

^fTgjGUGST gjlTOTT 2_ <30 IT) U_| ID - d> , 

GUUJCVJffjITTbiGnte curfl 6U633 tQ 
^5>Gloj63T CTcarnjj Ljrr0LD 

^(ffj5,C5)Cutf3TfT(T d^rrcm^Guj - 

In the the fertile fields of Nangur, bees 
s mg ‘Te-tena\ in sweet modes. The 
mighty river Manni flows by, lashing 
^aves that spill the pollen from lotus 
thickets. On the Southern banks of 
the river, the lord resides permanently 
in Tiruttevanar Togai. (1) 

u-incu(rrjib c^lLi , LuncnQju.jif) c^uj . cti£)gu 
C 6U<3)U QLjn^tfn^^ii ^uj , 

Qp<ai 0 Lb (ip 5 >cv ) ^uj 

^LOirripgji a_cnrr)ujii) 

111 n CU0ii> GMT UCDL LDC3TOTSJT ClciiCnffi) 

Cl^ifTCtTCHfin LDGSTCpi IVjHflii631 A - 

C 0 )Cli 0 iD Cl^CTTnjj §fST »(T)( 6 T,A Clurtij?cu- 
^(5)5)Gg>GUC3TnrT Cl^rt^AGiu . 

He stands as everything and everyone, 
and as the substance of the Vedas. He 
is the first-cause lord, he is the Three 
too. He resides permanently at Nangur 
surrounded by fields, worshipped by 
the gods, attended by Vedic seers who 
*'in over strong-armed horse-riding 
kings, in Tiruttevanar Togai. (2) 

Giinesr |5,n0LD. ldcjti rr-,rr(T^Iub. LDfbroj 22_cncn 
uSVj sp_ uSl^ffjib 

ftn-gar crib Cl lj0ld rTG3T , ^cnGuGucn 

c^jLDnibAi jc_*n0tqLD ^Ji-ib. 
r^Gnn^, CltJ0(€T; 0560 6^5,(5)1 <^0 

ld «jn rr^ G u i m tj^nthi isr> o-> 4b GTf 6j^< on 

lucu li l< C,1lj rn^lcvi 

$ 0 <% G 6j go 63T ft iirQ §j nenn aG u. <. 


The celestial world, the Earth-world, 
the souls and all else, — our lord and 
master is all these. He resides at 
Nangur, with Vedic seers, who 
command the abiding wealth of the 
Vedas, amid nectar-dripping fragrant 
groves in Tiruttevanar Togai. (3) 

rr^iiib. < @crHiHU6U0LO l (if GjflcurrAicrTjiD 
Cll^GU ^jCDIDITj^ 

&%,&) 1060^5 B£\(\p AGpilfl . A^lriCU^jlD , 

s , 

tnfbcng)! <sti£> 5>0 <^0^ (near r§l<3Trr)0(6Tf)tb 
^lii) ffifTriicna 

5,r»>g,ij IfrGu Ouitj|51cu (Ajjp - 

^05)G2 5 ciJCJTffffCn5)rT63n5 1 Guj. 

Indra and the horde of celestials, Brahma 
and the chanting bards, the Sun god and 
the Moon god, all stand and worship, 
chanting, “Grace us!”. The lord resides 
permanently at Nangur amid beautiful 
groves in Tiruttevanar Togai. (4) 

€39Tl_ (ip ti), , 

0cu cucnijiLiib 

a_<Ttfir»_ iSlftncin £_€3'><T)iLjib ^ni, fjicifl 

LDGJjfl, 5(T,giJ <^l<?£lc\J 5>6315jLD 

Cl&csin cuo4b $<7u.(.Vi0 

LD633T63aflA Cl aqiijCidgu 
06 Vjnn uuSIgu g>rrfhj63iA5) 

$ 0 g, G g> 61 ) 63T fT rr Q 5 , ft cjiaG uj . 

The lord who swallowed the Universe, 
— the oceans, the continents, the 
mountains and all else, — resides at 
Nangur on the Southern banks of the 
river Manni, which washes bright 
gems, gold, fragrant Sandal and Agil 
wood, amid well versed Vedic seers in 
Tiruttevanar Togai. (5) 

(ff^ncuih CICUCUfTLD Cl5 IU <2)1 , 

ff)fT«3ii£jsmfnt^|ii3 Cl^ni (in* 
l IfTGU AG3T ^UJ, ^CU^C^GIJU^CO 

utfrrciflCl&ncrii(GiT}ib uijuxai th , 
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5rT©S1 Gticrrib 6U(fTjih £l_ iDCSStcwfyb 

QgjGin AeoioCniw 
Cscu SL.5nt'*-1: cuuu w - ffjnrhJGin^g, 

^ QJ cn rr riQ 5 , rrci><iC uj. 

The lord, whom even the Vedas fail 
to comprehend, swallowed the 
Universe and slept as a child on a fig 
leaf. He resides at Nangur on the 
Southern banks of the river Manni 
amid fertile fields where Sel-fish dance, 
in Tiruttevanar Togai. ( 6 ) 


<g>(-ng> ^cnefluSW 2_(iv, A . 

<sufn_fi/j, cuctt 2_£tijfTco <^CincTT(j)£j 

IDfTGxjgj] 

Ou00 Cl<s6\jcug)g>] cnflcb 

LD€5ig)Ciunir ^rrniicn* ghcytgPiiGn 
C<50 Gjgy Qutr^cb o^tget} - 

$1 0 g>C g> Gil 63T fT nCl £, fT ftD 3) C UJ . 

The lord who came as a wonder-man- 
lion and tore apart the Asura Hiranya’s 
chest with sharp claws, resides at 
Nangur among bright Vedic seers, — 
whose wealth of knowledge should 
go on record, — amid the fragrant 
groves in Tiruttevanar Togai. (7) 

GlJfTft @CPC*jj C\<£nfirbJGTi<5t 

CTnc$oSl<S?nuj Lfliraub LjCTjTrtcurrcrr. 

&><u\ ^Icncvj 

ancmcn g]uih, 

cjn Ou^^OflGuGijftgj] cnj^cu 

lD cmr^^ajfrrr fv, ft rf^j<5J j <9i 67fg cn 

$tt iocunu Gtjnj£l& 

guc«t nnQ53ncn<9 ,Cuj. 

The lord who broke the great, heavy 
bow and married the tender corsetted 
dame Maithili resides permanently at 
Nangur with bright Vedic seers 
abounding in knowledge-wealth 
amid the beautiful groves of 
Tiruttevanar Togai. ( 8 ) 


(ffjlbu J3l(gj Iflgj UjnCTiGST un&ClGsmQ^ 

(£.Gtf>GOfb£hl 6 ^ L P’ 

Qftfnbu cr>c*Tu 

2_e3MDU-|L0 ^l U - LD ’ 
ihLD^LD ^ 

Q01X) Qurreir id^cjt Quni^Gu u^ 1 - 

£90£>Cg><ru earner ' 

The pot-dancer lord who broke the 
tusk of the rutted elephant and killed 
the mahout together with it, resides 
permanently at Nangur amid groves 
of freshly blossoming Senbakan 1 ' 
surrounded by golden walls and 
orchards in Tiruttevanar Togai. (9) 


<s>niT $(^Cu>cjflA ^ct3tcjttc3t 

c^LDrnbgj £_Gn<r>u-iii> 

Sh < 5 W,^iS> 3 > Ouiuflcu rbrn^cma*^ 

r 0 gjC 5 )<svj CTTfTnQ 5 , rr cm < 5 iC in cu 

<5«T.rr Gajff) ftc^lujOT savrpi £, 1 $}^ 

u 0 >£|th QjGvjconrr 

cjfi c^rnV,^ ^gcmi.niucnCfl 11 © 

^(ffjULjfTCrJ- 

This garland of sw^eet Tamil songs by 
sharp-speared Kaliyan speaks of the 
dark hued lord Krishna who resides 
permanently in the excellent groves 
of Nangur’s Tiruttevanar Togai- 
Those who master it will enter the 
good Vaikunta and live in the 
company of the celestials. ( 10 ) 


4.2 On Van-Purushottamam 
Kambama 1 Vasanta | Adi 

J »nfi .i~ . .-. 5 \a,&) tDC* 1 

rvpfq ^CT>«U , 

^ThiSlanrr^vj /vi"**!^** 

jb tc^lA »* weir ©_cmnr) C^fTuSlcij 

Cl/jib ucvjn i^lcmrj, GflCWHjAib, 

(fh£r+ h cun<£ftvj>tf,cn 

cijixm j SLOifiti n 

cuCffULH^C rr^ahiuCi^. 
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The lord who made a bridge over the 
sea and entered Lanka, felled the ten 
crowned heads of the Rakshasa king, 
then gave the kingdom to his younger 
brother, resides at Nangur, 
surrounded by groves with red 
Jackfruit, Mango, Plantain, Areca and 
Senbakam, Madavi, whose fragrances 
mix and float in the air, — in the 
temple of Van-Purushottamam. (1) 

ucOcucutb $ 2 ibt| gj$ 

■Ch rrjrrfl ujGJT UCT3T 

5?GUGn<su GuiijAj Si -fPLj urnijibgiJ 

(JjL LdQ«51JU5) 

2_ibuiT C<?.n(^r C^nuSlcO 

tb^vfiu QgLILD 5,lpGU (^pcifTipj l&fTGU CgDi^lO, «2 
CcuGiTdilGiurTgl r 

ciicvjGvj <£M2)£F>G3«rTiT LDGud^luj !bTr^J ,5,rL ^ r 

GU n ^ITjC l- IT£i 2 U5 G LO . 

The lord of gods who came as a 
cowherd-lad, climbed up the Kadamba 
tree, and leapt on the hoods of the 
snake Kaliya, then danced freely over 
it, resides at Nangur, — amid Vedic 
seers who tend to the three Fires, 
recite the four Vedas, perform the 
five Sacrifices, and master the six 
Angas, — in the temple of Van- 
Purushottamam. (2) 

rr ^GJTCTirr GumnrGiiir gtgtt IT) 

^OTHD<b4b G^tnn^i gtgviG\> mb 

B-Crergl G^rr iglo^ij CiDUJgjgil 

8 * OTT 

iVta_(MPfn C^miSlGV' - 
cu j-a.f*' (LpLpfffilGTr (^Gufin G11 IT |T (Tit ini^GVl 
<*>*•■ iduSI&j ff>t in ail . 

({Mtgsu !^6n<o unu}(^)ib ffjnrbj.fwn n - 
«)GTOTl n^.ft^GLD. 

The lord who gulped all the tood- 
°lfering, — that the cowherd-folk had 
made for Indra, — then lifted a mount to 
Protect the cows, resides at Nangur, — 


amid groves resounding with the roar 
of thundrous clouds, seeing which the 
bees sing and the peacocks dance, — m 
the temple of Van-Purushottamam. (3) 

U(IT)I^J GSlft UJHfC hTiG 3TLlSlG3T Q<£MTii)lSlG75Gtnu 
U^gd 

unTSKOGST^ ^niau q«9i>(£j, 

LDGVJG\JCna<5> CUfTGST£)j lSIcJT 0>[Q0CT»GS T 
2_G3D(T) C&fTuSloj - 

/v0lDl 51 GT5f T(?l 2 UJn ^ITGlSl&iGTT fffil GiTlGTJ20 

^KLpGTjfluSlcV LOG'S) CD ITg51 
LD 0rbJ0 GTCUfTli Ounj^lGO 

<r,nni)i567_iT - 

oj <nrn<-i 0 Gl-(T0 ] £) |J5 O c . 

The lord who plucked the tusk of the 
rutted elephant, killed it, killed the 
mahout, killed the wrestlers, and 
killed Kamsa, resides at Nangur, — 
where sugarcane and paddy grow tall 
in fields watered by big wells, and 
groves touch the sky, — in the temple 
of Van-Purushottamam. (4) 

5rT(^ Cornu nrv567T 2>G3T 

ijGn<_Ciij(Tg)ib ^GncnCujfTQub 
GmrGS^TcncTT <^4,16) mb C<2 > itch 0,^10 
G<$>nu9oj - 

^(Tj) GDn<?3T Cl^nUj. &{0>G\> gS)5.U)m ^g^ig£)o 

Cumuu 

U-2GUGUG3T IDGT»0>20U) 

ioni_ iorTGrf]GJ02 , *-y(’-jy 1 .' fT>rTiTu5(fi rr- 
«jg^ti_j0Gi n&>&> ldGlD- 

The lord who smote the devil-cart with 
his fool, then cut the thousand arms 
oi Bana and put his retinue to flight, 
resides at Nangur, -- where pennons 
on mansion-top penetrate the sky 
and stop the Sun’s ascent, — in the 
temple ol Van-Purushottamam. (5) 

1 ^iq (\p<jniT)| j£n <<NUJC» 

CWQ GT0>0>, 

Gi 0* itgv 1 

fbdMGSjrrin G^.tiiSIo 
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Oftniiiers, Gaming s.mlu cuni 

IDfT U^JLDrbJ&CTT 

iDfbienftLDrrrr aittiliqQub f£j*inilrr - 

cu essx n ^ C i_ ng,^j id C u>. 

The lord received a gift of three strides 
of land, then grew and raised his one 
foot in the sky, where Brahma 
worshipped the raised foot with water, 
which became the river Ganga. He has 
come to reside permanently at Nangur, 
— amid fertile groves and fields where 
the Kongu buds liken the breasts of 
the girls there, red water lilies liken 
their lips and bright lotuses liken 
their faces, — in the temple of Van- 
Purushottamam. ( 6 ) 


2 _GT>Gmu r, : cu Cl urccsrOuujCqrTGKT 


Qeui o 

^UUCJT 61J£>g>] 2_SHfD CftirnSlw - 

fi)cnctruj iDftiaiAujn 

i1ouibv9CaT«TQ 
CWgtt u)bgd ^uguCurm cn* 
mcncmMi £clrp S> nrWrT - 

CU OTT L] 0<Cl_ nS) 0} LDG LD . 


The lord who came as a fierce man- 
lion and destroyed the Asura Hiranya 
by tearinginto hischest with his blood- 
dripping claws, is my father who 
ripped the horse’s jaws. He resides at 
Nangur, — where the sounds ot 
anklets and bangles of the girls playing 
ball never ceases, — in the temple ot 

Van-Purushoiiamam. v) 


Qjncsrsn ^ 6,637 61J637 

^fTUtb -£«£>5M t 1 *** 

piemen <5H." SJ^ih UP 6 * 1 dii 

j 6iicd«ti!5ji6Tn a_ca>ro Ca>nuSl6Vi 
Ljncntrn cuncn «3,(ismjnCl^r^j^lgjn Gucin 
tfilip, QffLifnjdilLj Cuntu t 
Gunc^ico uniu <9ji i_b - 

gu saw t ^ (ffjC t_ <rg> <Si lD G ld . 


Siva, — who bears his wide eyed Dame 
Parvati on his one half, — was cursed 
to carry the skull of Brahma as a 
begging bowl in his hand. Our 
benevolent cloud-hued lord filled it 
with the sap-of-his-heart blood and rid 
hm of the curse. He resides at Nangur, 
— where Areca trees grow tall, with 
coconut trees in between; the coconut 
drops from the tree, into the lake 
where startled fish jump and dance, - 
in the temple of V 3 n- 
Purushottamam. ( 8 ) 

~0<b&) cunn 0cm_ rrsencyiu uujjbgj t^r.dr - 

(LpAfinCJTg, £)C3T CTt^CU 
SIDfT LD CU IT li) till C3T 8 l_J L J CD I_g, G\J CZTt 

2-0»rbgil v'** S- CArruSIcu - 

tm . cuncnipuSlgSi CWmana ■ r^jibnn^yj, iSWT 

(^(f^entnemug, £>it§djlu Curtiu, 
lD nib lj CTi OTirC iD Cu r*jrtrTu<56Y ** 

cu cstt i_j (C i_ rr Oy g, ld G i d . 

The crescent-decked mat-haired Siva 
was created by Brahma-on-a-lotus, who 
in turn was created by our lord on his 
navel. He resides at Nangur, — where 
monkeys sit and eat bananas from fertile 
plantation, then take their young ones 
to their bosom, and go to sleep on the 
thick branches of the Mango tree, — in 
the temple of Van-Purushottamam. (9) 


LDfa3eJCf£)JGTTmT LJffitpl Gcu^llUli »b ffn i»J£c» ft 

CU Mi)i i_|(R}Gl_ sir 

cSHCtftfrciRjTcvj £4CT>'- ^ a_ujrr^jdjc3 T - 

<£>«,€& IBC5T, ^(I^CTT tDrrrfl 
tj«s7rc$pcrr ^rr^iju unique ljiti cu 
us>g>jti) cucucowrr c_cu£W u 

615337 ^cufTg, CuiT gionjib 2_£D^, 

Ci?fT0Lb <5ff\ 0cuGn. 


World renowned Vedic seers live in 
Nangur’s Van-Purushottamam where 
the benevolent king of Tiruvali offered 
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worship with this garland of sweet 
Tamil Pann-based songs. Those who 
master it will live on Earth in great 
joy and join the celestials as well. (10) 

4.3 On Semponsei Koyil 
Pcranindu | Vasanta \ Adi 

Gun 2_cu*g>2>(iin 

Gi jfT^^ffjSTTfTerrgjr ctld iSlfjncr>6ST, 
curm ^p«arou ldcv<t 

UDCOT tf]*{GTF)Lb S> _ i CTT , 

^ ~ lQ fTt_ $)rrf*jjcnInCVJ l>)061|GtT 

0 lib 0 u n gstO 0 uj C<Ji n ufil c$ fip> utt 

AfT ” <$4«wfi Cid&iq rblcyr^^jj tf^uunensn - 

•' - • • . s_LLi»j)Cl5jn»|k1i>jG5iGc7T. 

The world comes to worship in 
tumultuous multitudes, my 
benevolent lord Per-Arulalan, 
With corsetted-breast dame, 
sitting on a lotus, and 

Dame of-the-Earth by the side 
of him. 

Splendorous mansions 
all around Nangur, — 

Semponsei Koyil is amid them. 
Dark as the rain cloud, 
seeing the good lord, 

I have found my spiritual 
elevation. (1) 

^!DuClun(^ £put_| 6p>t£lTfru ^cviCvjCucgT rvr*cr , 
Cu^ujrr jgcaTLt ClcueTTGTT^cn,^, 

@£Dui_| cT^lfi <9,fTcu;b Aip6i|ib ^cJTfic^crr, 
agspgh 3><sjrcn«JT. 

^IDul_| a_cyi l_ iDtf^rrjCujn-n r^cv 

rb(TJi gli 

'° I & ih G t j rr cjt Q (9 tii G &> n u9 cyi gti C gtj 

^cnrr)Lj nt j^nyi> OufT(^CT)fiTr f 6un , <OT<™n , C<fc frets’ 
n^nwT ^nijprkQftrtt^nbG^CGffr. 

B 'nh, death or old age, 
he doesn’t have any, 

flooded in the constant joy ot his 
being. 


Present in the past and 
future and present too, 

he is in the delectable sound of 
the spheres. 

Qualified Vedic seers 
residing in Nangur, — 

Semponsei Koyil is amid them. 
Seeing the Vedic lord, 

King of the celestials, 

I have found my spiritual 
elevation. (2) 

$i_ £>i*, 

f0cu5>gij 2_ iiSIn-AtOTjib ix>{ri<T)jLh 
uunCun^cnAicnjii) ^uj $dr r vaicr 

Uf*]S>LU<!T>gl5 «^GUG3T ^GTDOTTLLJ 

^11_ Clnmi£l tDCJMpGujnri ij,nrfbicn* fhcu 

[£» ( *.* Gl_] GTT 

Cl/nbCli jfTCTiQgujGa,rTuSloS) g>» CTTGcn 

^ fiO I^l (T) GU GUtJTGO’S!GTT &j G5T(3D631 fJjfTfaJTI 

^ Lq G LU «fT 

ACOTT^GArTGTOT^, ^UJfbClgjfTl^llbC^GG^T. 

Sky, Fire, Water, 

Moon and the Sun too, 

Earth and the beings-living all, — 

He who is all these 

and other things too, 
lives in the midst of Brahma-like 
Firm-of-speech-Vedic-seers 
residing in Nangur, — 
Semponsei Koyil is in their midst, — 
Seeing my lady-lord, 
dark as the ocean, 

I have found mv spiritual 

elevation.(3) 

Gu &Ti crHUJf lOfTfuoSl CGucrrefil 

iDfaTjT gti c.y l! i ojfain 5>63T€»n(sn, 

^GTXSGLI tSMinO 17 cr^Uj Qj&jaTTbi.fa. 

^cncv.) At cu ^liuonGTicn, 

^1ciT»5(ipdJ,CTt ^cdg^tGuj rrri o^fTf^CTi* fF,cv 

fh(pGt|CTT 

Cl<?tbCU jncjrOff mC^rtnflcvSIgtyCTTCcTT 

a_uja LDGJafl LO(^i_ti) (dh,iq <Oenfrjn6T>G3T - 
fl»GS3T(^lGaj(TG7Sr(K)) £2_ ujihG^ni^li^GgsCcai. 
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Going as a manikin 
to the Bali-sacrifice 
he took the Earth in two big steps. 
Gods in the sky above 
offer him worship 

in his deep-ocean cool resort. 
Brahma-like Vedic seers 
residing in Nangur, — 

Semponsei Koyil is in their midst. 
Seeing the good lord, 
wearing a tall crown, 

I have found my spiritual 
elevation. (4) 

£u>ar£0 £494** $n)w 
CTcarn^j OtfcJrrn^j 

g,niumaT0gij ^0CTflc7)CST,!7, 

Cl 0> fT 00 »(g,UD 
tDg,«r>cucar)Lu, <?ujCld , 

Cjgjincumli Clumjileu fbn^ona, r^«u fb0c^cn 

s ib Cl u rr cirCl a uj C eh n uSl cSl end cn 

ftfTLDCDGnU UUjrbgjfTGrT ^CBTCnajT IT^rTCVT ^lq.CuJCST 

ACffSigl CUncwrg! ^ujjbC^m^CfbCcjT. 
u O Mighty strong lord, 

Vanquisher of Asuras!”, 

those who would offer worship 
thus, 

He with a motherly 
heart of compassion 

graces as Dasaratha’s mighty son. 
Honey-dripping flower groves 
all around Nangur, — 

Semponsei Koyil is in their midst. 
Seeing my good lord, 

Kamanar’s father, 

I have found my spiritual 
elevation. (5) 
tocucncuin rt n ^i^rrut— u>cncoujf?Gvj 

Odujgjj gidncncn, 

aoucSIcst lB^ji ^monrr) /Mq ifj^cri 

^>n cuncrfl Glg,nili rose:t - 


Clacucu £, rrcisTLDcnfnCuj rr rr jfjnrhjcnft jbGu 

Cl q ld Cl lj it an Cl o iij C a rr uSl ®S1 cn C cn 

^cvigSIloh ificuqrrcn 2,cnOcnn0ib ^iqCujtrin 
&CT3i0Cl&ncnT0 ^cucucvi 

Building a bridge of 
rocks over foaming sea 

in the yore, my lord who found 
his joy, 

Shot heavy arrows 

over the mighty walled 

city of the island-King Lanka. 
Learning-wealthy Vedic seers 
residing in Nangur, — 

Semponsei Koyil is in their midst. 
Seeing my precious lord, 
with the lotus-Lakshmi, 

I have found my spiritual 
elevation. (6) 

ClcuLbilcjTA ^cflrryib sfilcbClcurr0 incugyjib, 

Clcu^crarQ <@C&J£bg>J *$«» 

0 ] tin C3T) £31 | 

<3,nujf£>g) airrcncTT ^ ib ld nrcnerr, 

Q(5(gjCl<?nc\J rjjndiTLDcmrnCiun’n' (>)rrr^jcn<5, 

jj,cu 2>0GucrT 

Cl 3 ub Cl u ^dsxO a uj C<£h n uSl cSl @J C err 

(^OTrrjtb ^uufTctncsT - 

0>CTiJT0Cl0>rrCJflJT0 , ^cucucu ^irnhjd^CcJT. 

The strong rutted elephant, 
the bow and the wrestler, 

met with their ends through my 
dark lord. 

Even the terrible 
Kamsa did fall to the 

wrath of my dark and noble lord. 
Soft spoken Vedic seers, 
residing in Nangur, — 

Semponsei Koyil is their midst. 
Seeing my precious lord, 
dark as a mountain, 

1 have found my spiritual 
elevation. (7) 
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ffuncOTcirT ^uSIgib C^fT^ih 
ff)< CTgfltU Cl flj fTL-»_ fTOT 53T , 

t' : • I *. j. , ',1 ji.,''I GuUrbJAl— ll£33G\jCiogvj 
Giocfiluj CgU#, £)<AJ cfilcrt<3,ST)*, 

$cu«9jLb ^cntfanu^urr r^rrrhjcnAa 
Cl a lo Cl i_i r C3TCl a oj C A fi uSI c51 orG an 

Lncsrrrji ^gji Cunc61iu jf^CFTgrrgyjcJT - 

sucTOTfbj^l, linear CbrrijpnbCl^ni^l (bGajCcn. 

Then in the yore to 

vanquish the thousand-armed 
Bana, he wielded his gold discus. 
He is the resident 
Venkatam lord who 

shines like a beacon in Vedic 
chants. 

Stars-of-the-South seers 
residing in Nangur, — 

Semponsei Koyil is in the midst. 
Seeing my precious lord, 
granting prosperity, 

I have found my spiritual 
elevation. (8) 

<SiCTTPij0,Caf| ffuOffJTCTJin! 0>©jyiOT3TCG3t! <TTC3T £051 

Arm ^p«£)Gcu! cron r9cr>«Tff>^Ll(iJ 
S-crno ^c3flrf>^l(«)a»(f)ii) ^u^ujeun £r»jJA6TT 
a_cnan5,gjciT affinal uj C&c^>cm, 

Clftcinfj^j^ncmocnrQGiijniTnjn^jciriArhGVJ 

Cl a to Cl u ft G3T Cl a uj G aitu 9 oSl <^j 6 ttC err 

^ucnih Cli'hfTorr Cun' ^C5 tulo i/)f3TGafl ifJIcjrrrjncnOTT- 
CbCTnfTu^ , 5,n63T sump jjCl^fTj^ljjjG^jGCTT. 

O, Melon-coloured lord, 

O, Precious Krishna, 

Dark as the cloud-hue!'’, calling thus, 
Devotees who offer 
Worship and melt their hearts, 
find him in their heart as nectar 
sweet. 

Clear thinking Vedic seers 
residing in Nangur, — 

Semponsei Koyil in their midst, 
^raising my precious lord, 
spring of eternal joy, 

1 have found my spiritual 
elevation. (9) 


C^cn^LDn- Canc^cvj (5,nnij«n5. ffjcvj r^Q^cii 

CItfliCluneSrr ClaiL G^nuSloSIgyenGcn 

cvjiTGSicun Cancna^A A«an_Gir>L0 CltffTCugyjLO 

LD rhJ CD dJi UJ fT (T CUfTll &>gS\&,gst$ 

urtL-Cu ejcjiuG^, nQ\ ^cnn)] ld 
5>«flcM ,@£37$ a *iT)gjcucuojrTrr5,crr 
LDncsrClffDOOTT (A,«nuA«£ip tsnciuijAUD 
GuncJTCun ^ (A, suit. 

Groves dripping nectar, 
Nangur-surrounding, — 

Semponsei Koyil in their midst: 
Lord of celestials, 
sung in the songs of 

King of Mangai Kalikanri. 
Those who can master this 
perfect garland of 

beautiful Pann based Tamil songs 
Will get the rule of 
Earth under parasol, 

then become gods in the sky as 
well. (10) 

4.4 On Tirutetri Ambalam 

Matraracar | Danyasi \ Adi 

ix>CTfb(D r 7«9 | T iDorafl QpL^iLiii), ;£JrDgyiib, C-aAib 
lAfprry «£t<suri ALQ ArT£>aS)lOrTfT 

ibibanth 

AfTGVJajCnonu^LD &_L_63T AlpGVi Qjlfegd Ga,n63Tl5l, 

fhQ fKfi/Mu #»otfcttfwrn 

A 633IIP ff - 

£fT£DJ$5>tp CI.9»ncTi ^rjaSlf^Aib n^jcyupjt)^ 

u<<Trcn<bg)j 

^cnrbi (ipgjj ufTcncTt u(A> curTiu 

Q~) 63 iiq C3T 

CflfbfiJ^ cyicriu< il G ^ 1 CI^j^tot ^ip^xkih Jlfegjjib 

rbfTfhJAn IT^J 

<o>i insn 0 innCoy. 

See, Lhe lord, saviour of the elephant, 
who took birth as Krishna and felled 
the crowns of enemy kings, — their 
strength, their glory, and their wives' 
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jewels too fell; the fetters on his father’s 
feet also fell, — is my Senkanmal who 
resides at Nangur, — where the male 
pincer-crabs enter the hundred-petalled 
lotus blooms in water tanks and Areca 
trees spill pearls of flower buds, — in 
his temple of Tirutetri Ambalam. (1) 

Ounit)Q]Drn42> Cg>nGTT u>l. iDttcn o,6trr cuiqSLi 

CWotju. 

QuiTCucurTg) gucjt Guujtf^ 0<Knn^CT>fl. 

OjrTrbi^l , 

Qurb^jcxQg,^ g>muCuncu idQuu, 

CuG53Tn a_653T0 2_Arib£) l^ffhcncTT 

ftbtfollClT - 

Qff)GoClfl)fT0g,2, lfl«un j9a>g)g ) & (A^GUi 
<@0© ffl»C5310 GJloSlu^lb Cln30tb) 

AGftnnn ald 

/ilj)ir>»q.Cij)cu <£lcv>ibi_| <£>©Slimjj 

E>ntiiAi\.nA 

^(I^^Q^fTjf^liuLbucojj^j irunn 

aottt ionGcu. 

See, the lord who came as a child and 
took great relish in the detestable 
poison on the breast of the beautifully 
disguised ogress, is my Senkanmal 
who resides at Nangur, — where the 
hum of bees hovering over festoons 
of paddy sheafs and blue lotuses and 
the tinkle of the ankle bells on the 
feet Vel-eyed dames mingle, — in his 
temple of Tirutetri Ambalam. (2) 


ui-Cv^e^L-^ (flrry (ayjiheiDi j i ,| *(A, 

Uft Qcjj6tfijK>lGWTUj Ug>li> UGJfflCiTXtfiJT 

<541 ACTwrcjrarnn C^nAGJDA 

<£>{6UJ£,g>ODCVCnID *■ ipjypX* ^pU)C31 

acJjtiu* n 

(Oi ' MpniiAsh cfiip, 

.unn*A«^AC»i &9>-0 *r 

G» inoncaf), 

$1 (WCT0g>^y Locvjrr aid rb&j 

rbnnijAr. rig, 
cion Clonj 
AOT3' (CIlCo 


See, the lord who entered the closed 
huts of cowherd-dames, and ate their 
butter all over the tenements, and went 
about playing mischief, pulling the 
Saree-ends of Vel-eyed dames is our 
Senkanmal who resides at Nangur, — 
where fronds of tall coconut trees burst, 
dropping ripe coconuts that fall over 
the mango trees, shaking ripe fruit that 
the river Ponni gathers in its waves and 
flows into lakes with lotus thickets, — 
in his temple of Tirutetri Ambalam. (3) 

cumr.^y^ga (jpCOTCU mu GUfTGTT 6lOTTCTICTTA(£) • 

cncncTT u>irff)iJiSlesT 0i(5© sucirt 

2jn<*r 

Ann ALti ciilcju ^4_ n^gji j 

<3h, tin u 

A(0> £)*>£, &> r»cr 

A fetfdl Cuoai IT ACffTUr? n- 
cjn iDConu Quim^coAcn cn^i(A)U> 

cii^Igu io$oti\ua Ancu Cl^nurj, cfilcnrhi^ 
GstT$3 

9h ^| 0 iD mcnrfl mni_ib 

^(nj^Q^nDf^ujthuGxj^gxi ocst Q^fbi 
ftuii ioiiCgvj. 

See, the lord Krishna of dark-cloud 
hue, who fought with seven strong¬ 
horned heavy-footed bulls and married 
Dame Nappinnai is my Senkanmal 
who resides at Nangur, — where the 
breeze blows through flower gardens 
wafting fragrance, then stops the 
moon over jewelled mansions, — in 
his temple of Tirutetri Ambalam. (4) 


acjdcu ^cuffaigjih aiu&um 

unermu. 

(ipfisSj ClcuGfltfT fh«nAujncn, 

S. G5BT A A) 

(ipcincvj ^<6ufhj(A) cjicrtl incnflij ^erirr cut 

C^jUJutt. 

Cptuffft, GU 6 T 10 Ga,ncn (‘ipnA&l 

acjhue n 
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LQcncvj ggafQcnqd uoni- 

«=>i,l- 6 u cn rj, ld l_ Cl ix» rr cfjl uj n it 

•*'cncu <£\eothi£\ iccmi) /l«r>0 ClAncysr^l 
{b iti*j ssv 

$ 05 >Clg,fT) ujLDL jcu^gij <rrcn Cl,or£i 

Gt€5S T l£ nCcu. 

See, the lord with long mountain-like 
arms who rubs against the breast- 
ornaments and pearl necklaces of 
slim-waisted lotus-dame Lakshmi and 
pearly-smile dark-eyed cowherd-dame 
Nappinnai without tiring, is our 
Senkanmal who resides at Nangur, - 
- where mountain-like mansions stand 
in rows on either side of the streets, 
where the hearts of men-folk get 
entangled between the twin bow-like 
eyebrows of sweet tongued dames, — 
ln his temple of Tirutetri Ambalam. 

(5) 


AfTcsrOun^jub ci<aT0j ^ociirflujfTffnfirT; 

«.£S9t0 <5,rfl5>$0LJLJfTC3T ^fJAArr 
g) a cn 

cjffjfrrpi 

&dncn 

C^jfTfln si_i cn gjjGjaflg)#) ^(f^cucifT 

diCtfSTlCfT - 


’-Dn-QrrOurg^jti) Cliflcir Gaujuj 

si/ nujnn, 

LDTftiO, ldCu RCU ICl A ^OtTlflfiiT)UJ<5i fi3"><5)CLDG\J 
Cl^fTfiJ3T0 

^acsrGun^iii) ClinfiJT ioip ghgnj u u51 ro ngj ib 

&A 

5,rT)nf)luubuoi5)g)i «rrevr 0.0 f^j 

Mh ld rrC fi\i. 

u . 

^ re you any match for me?”, the 
Sl j‘°ng Rakshasa King challenged, 
*hereupon the valiant Earth-ruler 
rned the challenge, and 
the twenty arms and all of 
-usa. See, he is my Senkanmal, 
Riding at Nangur, -- where fawn- 
V c d red-lipped dames hold their 
herald-like pretiv parrots on their 


ur d retu 
7 s lroycd 
l he RL c u , 


hands and teach them to speak honey- 
sweet tender cajoling words, — in his 
temple of Tirutetri Ambalam. (6) 

OunrbJ0 ^cvifbj^j ^ngULD Cfongyiib ^mpu 
Quncucurut, ^jDCtt e_0 ^lu ClufT02>g,rr 
<SU fTCiTdl C5T 

LfiHuACUifl C<9fT LDfiD0 CojfiTTfifil Aj£>jg)ICTT 

udctot 0 fin jo >fb Gnunjj^cyi 

ififc0jTU2nr - 

Cl<ffjfTT^I0 ^CUfTJkdJj iDOJCTdii 0ipfiVJfTTT Cl^fTTtlCD^j 

G^jITUJ03 ^) 

0 rii0iD2>£l<njT 0ipi£)L| ffincirj|)g> 

Ca nCXJli) G3T 63T FT CU 

Cl^nil <5,ffurM6hcvi Clcueror LDfiffsicuGiDou 

jb rtfhj An. rrg, 

$0jZ)Cl2)lbn$ LU LD U SU 5) giJ CT CJfT Gtffhl 
A £731 iDflCfiV), 

With his bright Vedic thread and 
deerskin hanging over his shoulder, 
he came as a beautiful manikin to the 
great auspicious Vedic sacrifice and 
took the Earth as a gift from Mabali. 
See, he is my prince Senkanmal, who 
resides at Nangur, — where fragrant 
flower-tressed maidens’ breast- 
Kumkuma-red is carried by waves and 
deposited on golden sand dunes, — in 
his temple of Tirutetri Ambalam.(7) 

S\ 6U lb l9 GST <5 ^ U (J G\J C U ITCU , 

GuifllU ClD 0 

0 fiTUDlS)cU AfiTTn^erDTUU, $0 
<nb 

0 gyr»i»ft $6u ldi fb^>2) jbgjf 

L|6V«^)a 

Ctf»rti_i4t.T>L * ; t*%u£i£S0»'^uj fr\b CiftniDrTOTT 
AfiTOUi? n - 

»♦* Aim iT>nGtr Lnca^iT) ^ cn fi3i a <gji to . 

^nyAib .01,2)1 ifc, 

cjtp ^fim0u_|<.o Ca,cfififi)^,(c?i» ) u3 fiTCjat 
&\ 5U LD i'll UI (bfiV Gu0^0 G(9GV.ifimi ^IA|L^U.i 

ft#, 

f '■ ni gtgs\ tTUnii agszi mnCcu. 
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When the lord took the form of a 
boar and lifted Dame Earth on his 
tusk teeth, the big Meru mount at his 
hoofed foot was like a small stone that 
is placed in anklets to make a soft 
rattling sound as the foot moves. See, 
he is my lord Senkanmal residing at 
Nangur, — where the chanting of the 
four Vedas, the six Angas, and the 
seven Svaras in the eight Quarters, 
softly reverberate through the 
wealthy city, — in his temple of 
Tirutetri Ambalam. (8) 

*'•“ S_SU(2)li> fljrnjp eJGDfJmtf} CTfhJ(gjlh £piq. 
CTOT37 UCS3Tl_CU(ySli> LDCWUq. 

L.tb 

CiDfTar^p CT Qcucncnw, 

(\par ^0a^uj cnh 

ACTHlc.fi - 

aeu^lQjjnj^jii) acc^Cl^nf^jiij s^ujrTfTjg, 

Os«UCU£,g l | 

fj)fTcniDcr»flQ ccncaiT^gjjin 

g>rTrij(2jii fjjncurr 

Cajp SL-ujriffjg, iDoafliDnui $ a ^ ih 

^0<2)^5)fbr5^iJU lOu cr«t Of*, 

fh C53T id rrC ffu. 

Through age after age, the Vedic seers 
store the Vedas on the seams of their 
lips in tall gem-mansions around 
Nangur. See, the lord who stored the 
seven worlds, the seven mountains, 
the seven continents, the eight 
Quarters and all else in the Universe 
in the seam of his lips* resides in his 
temple of Tirutetri Ambalam. (9) 

gn 'florefl 

ctcr Offfht 

d>.CT3T iDfTCTkCU, 

*c. n Cojcu cu^htucst 2***' ***• 

0**<4 Ifl Hl_ . 


uniT Qa,fTcu . 

O fircSFC* 

urrmncncvj gOfjjgjjiii ib 

cu fr* CO 

S2_CuA«)gy LD«7?CTfT Ju 

' 6£l<*Mb6lcu cu rrcrrcu ri 

r* **0*0- 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs on 
Senkanmal, resident of Tirutetri 
Ambalam in Nangur, surrounded by 
lavish gem-set mansions was rendered 
by sharp-spear-wielding Timvali King* 
Mangai King, Kuraivalur King, 
Kalikanri of lasting fame. Those who 
master it will rule the Earth as kings and 
shine as celestials in the wide sky. (10) 

4.5 On Tirumanik-Kudam 

Tumbudai \ Sahana \ Adi 

gjubi_j 2 _C 3 ")li_j LjCincai* cta Ctfuipii) 

lA63T^« 

&naiL4 cjrv^lft. «g>0 iDcnrup 

An&ifc tr*£**f^ * 
y^ibqcncu Qu^csTofl (ipn^guib 

Cl un cjt Ct> <fev ff! fbJ(A)li> 
Ca,ub Quit^cu Alo^ld f^nnij^ rt^ 

(ff) lD Sh <9sv l_ g, rrC C 3 T, 

The lord who saved the elephant in 
distress and lifted a mount to protect 
the cows against rain resides at 
Nangur in Tirumanik-Kudam where 
the river Kaveri flows into fragrant 
groves everywhere, and lashes out 
grains of gold. (1) 

s,qj ffufTtfi cruSlfTjny cucn Ci.pjua 

(tpcncu frenaifk&i ^.^va fs 
cvxiijtffiltu ^0ii)enu i> n f' A0nii car 
gdGIbfh ct byGT'tb 

Cl<9»fT$u«y>Cu cunuj LDACiflrr C.l®TfrrCcan A A 
CI^jujqj ”£b 

*r. i 
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The lord who drank the poison 
from the breast of Putana, and who 
rained heavy arrows to rid the world 
of Lanka’s misery, resides at Nangur 
in Tirumanik-Kudam where the 
sacred river Kaveri flows washing 
the Kumkuma off the breasts of 
coral-lipped dames. (2) 

Lru_ndj0i<5 Osrbnjj, U50g>/ 

0sL-jigiJ, Gucin a,n£.n 
iSIbircnfiJfT Q«ci»d)l5> 

CjJitctt (.iijjGywj ■ 

!b n {b Clgjrri^lcu uDcnrr) GDCUG\jnri«jfe6TT gjiufbg}} 
^irjib Ljiu^gj (JuGrraT€iT)Aab 
$>& ^SjfTi^lcO UuSlg^JLD £>fTfhj«5<rLlTg> 

0 ld craft (h l_ &) g) n C G3T. 

The lord who ripped the horse Kesin’s 
jaws, toddled between Jvlarudu trees, and 
subdued seven bulls for the embrace of 
Nappinnai, resides at Nangur in 
Tirumanik-Kudam where well trained 
Vedic seers with Dharma and 
generosity feed the sacred fires. (3) 

Sfrr^j^ gucjt ^rren 

iorT lD0ul| Guarbj^n, 

- - ' Vv /v (_}cn GUfTuj L^GnfTjgjj 

1 _ GTfr,ud) £h - 

curreiDipa, 

AO^l f^]A0ti) fbrrrbj<5<9i rrs, 

$(O)U>C2^0.<*n i -5j5>nC<WT. 

The lord w*ho plucked the tusk of 
rutted elephant, broke the 
Kurundu trees, ripped the jaws of the 
Cra ne Bakasura, and subdued seven 
Eighty bulls, resides at Nangur in 
Tirumanik-Kudam amid orchards 
w here monkeys eat the sweet mango 
!r °m trees and disturb the beehive 
as they hop over to pluck bananas 
rorn the plantain tree. (4) 


<*0 lDSjGtt ^GUf»xiCD«iiunLli4 iSlcur^j Cl^rrcn 
GUfTLU rrjrrjgjj ^cctCldgu 
GD 0li> 0<5cfilu_|LD (Tp&0LQ 

fildClflcsi rrcu G) CTlF)Cn^| - 

0 U(ff) LOAfatT Cuffing, U) HUM ^Tiboitpl LO 

iSllflsiJ ^CVJfTg, 

$0LD.SiGTr ld 0 €V|iti rT 3 rrr*u<g«r>_rrg ) 

0 ld GSirfl Si <9si_ i— G) rrC £jjt . 

The lord who chopped off the nose and 
ears of the terrible Lanka princess 
Surpanakha with gaping mouth, who 
offered herself, resides at Nangur in 
Tirumanik-Kudam with the virtuous, 
innocent Dame Earth, and the always* 
together-dame Lakshmi by his sides. (5) 

0&<OTTGT>l_lL|li>, L-|ttT(£ff>lb, 

G*tpGyjl£>, ^lAlLIlh iDfTGmb 

^OTJTi_(Lptb, <£M-0i_b, ^cuGorr .^ybirj^jib 
^oj Gnh>Gr>& - 

GJ>6TOT ^IrrjGVJ ^>L_ CUL. <910^ 

Gpill—LD (5i GiT3Tl_ 
j£)riG\jrTSTTiT r^nrhJG^rr^, 

^l0lDG33flA^m LgjgjrrCffiP, 

The lord who came as a fish, manikin, 
swan, boar, man-lion, and horse-rider, 
who is the Universe, the orbs and all 
else, is my master residing at Nangur 
in Tirumanik-Kudam amid brave 
warriors who put to flight the kings 
of the Southern Pandya kingdom and 
the Western Chera kingdom. (6) 

0G3Trr)^ipii) , GiJ n gTil LD LDGJr3T^)lLD 

0Grflriq63i6vj, ^lri*CGTrn-(^ 

^GTTfT) Cl£lJl_b Gr L 0lb , ^ C\J CVJ fT 

^CDCUA^LD <^L1J CTTTjffing, - 
LO GJfl fT) ^ip id Glj UJ g)| LD AfTGL|lXl lDfTl_(lpl£) 

tOffTOToij GlArrcrji^ <Ptfij0i£ 

Cl<5C7Trr)GU 2_crueL|ii f^rrrbj*^ng> 

‘^5>5» rT ♦63 t - 

The lord who is manifest as the 
mountains, the sky, the Earth, the cool 
waters, the moon, the Sun and all 
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else resides at Nangur in Tirumanik- 
Kudam with wide roads, fertile fields, 
groves and mansions, while the breeze 
blows through all these wafting 
fragrance everywhere. (7) 

0 fhi«y)«,iL|Lb, gjjcreflcLiii), Clurnuu^iD, OiDuju-iib 

Cl u mi «£l uj rru 

ClufT^cnft^rrjib ^uj ciRcna - 

UIUAIUIB 2 _ 0 gj 2 , C#fl)CU U 0 ^ 1 LI 

cuncncTT unuj, 

CltffhJ AlUCU E-AlCITjlb 

$ 0 iocrv a tfffL i_£ Oj n C cn. 

Doubt and certainty, truth and falsity, 
the spirit of the forms on Earth, and the 
forms themselves, — all these are my 
lord, who resides at Nangur in 
Tirumanik-Kudam, where the Valai fish 
and red Kayal fish drink the nectar spilled 
by lotuses and dance enchanted. (8) 

ufrcu(ipii) , @d»UQpti> f 

gjCffTuth 

C<9ifT6U(lpli , < 5*10 £5 ^ • ^CUCUfTA 

(ajoraTniA^ii) <^uj crfTjGng, - 
(-tp cij rf!cu crKi^cn ^cugjt ctcst 

(ipajflcuCijnQ 

Cg>curr ,@anro(gj*ib 

_ 2 )ftfrCcn. 

Good Karmas and bad Karmas, freedom 
and pleasure, forgiveness and anger, and 
all other qualities, — these are my lord, 
the excellent one of three forms. He 
resides at Nangur in Tirumanik-Kudam 
worshiped by gods and bards. (9) 

^IfhiACfl CgjniD LDfTu ffjfTfhitfffL " 2 ) 

(f^LDcafl<9i«5ci l .gigjncncjT 
LDPucD^Mijn gjancucucrr cucnn g,rtn* aoSIluOT 

QjlTUJ tfploSldfcSTf CllSVJCVJ fTfT 

ClunfbJ 0 ft—cuAib ClurTciJi 

iSlong^ih 

Clcuii urfl$ cu. i Ctfa SJ530 

Cun lu djlfffTfbj06UrCrj. 


The lord of Tirumanik-Kudam in 
Nangur where mansions touch the 
Moon, has been praised by Mangai 
King Kaliyan through this fragrant 
decad of Tamil songs. Those who 
master it will rule the Earth and the 
golden sky, then also enter the orb of 
the Sun and shine forever. (10) 

4.6 On Kavalampadi 
Tavalandu \ Todi \ Misra Chapn 

Ojn jjgjJ «_CV)A (IpfTJfQjLD , fljl_ U3CVJfTU 

Cluntucns, 

rv,a cuaub jbcfilcsipj] cjo,#, 

tr 3 na>{t$dn ! 

inn cijcttld Gu(nj<£) Locng^j ld LDCDjniuciJrr 
ClJfT|LglD rtjtUhiGnthih 
ArcuciuDunm C in lu th cm csznC an ' 

<9>encTT3,cOTT J?)Cuj . 

O, Krishna! You took the whole Earth 
in one stride. You entered the lotus tank 
and saved the chanting devotee elephant! 
You reside with knowledge-wealthy 
Vedic seers in Nangur’s Kavalampadi. 
You are my sole refuge! (1) 

mcrijT cjcrfib ,*«,£), icnffu©S) cuc$) 

Q^ncDOjuuncn , 

cfilorarcrarcijn Ccusraiuo OacijTf^j CcucncfluSlcu 

gjCEJT CIOT LDfTC 0 ‘D fTn £) LOC^ing, 

0nezncu ft#, c^j n ffjfifbJCDa, Ciduj 
0,ct31cjT3tCc31 1 <5j rrCi j cn l£) «2jC?tst i_i niq. uj niu! 

*onor*csiy igCuj. 

O, Krishna! You came as a boar and 
lifted the Earth. You went to Mabali’s 
sacrifice and begged, then subdued him 
to favour the gods. You reside with easy- 
winner-seers in Nangur’s Kavalampadi. 
You are my sole refuge! (2) 
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cunc^l ifirrrTcfalcu .acnsrai 

c-e>o* $?Ctq 
a_cr>L_5) fl,ibi51<!fc(£> ,@g3tua a^Iit 
<Apixv Sieft&e>ruu*- 
U ©*SS" CT li§ ucucxiif) mficuii) uipin 

< *p J U5(5) LD rkfTihJGnAft 
^rrcucTTub &C9ST lj riunurruj! 

5,CT)Cn<9i63^ fiClU . 

o, Krishna! You shot an arrow 
piercing Vali’s chest, then gave the 
sweet nectar of crowned kingship to 
his younger brother. You reside amid 
groves that swell with the nectar of 
ri pe jackfruii and mango fruit that drop 
from trees, in Nangur’s Kavalampadi. 
^ ou are my sole refuge! (3) 

£Hija,a,dn iDfrcrr (ip iq then 

ugj&i 

^C3T>C3Tujftjri3^ ^GnCTTUJ «J frjCfl, 

^CoiCST^crflcij ftUJCUAtfir ufTiufl C&GSl 

r^<9i(rTjiij rjjffibicnajft 

*ert Atpcu ArTftjcnii fl>6Wr urTuiuj ntij! 

AtaiCT1£>G33l lSGu.1. 

O, Krishna! You felled the ten 
crowned heads of the Rakshasa king 
J nd gave his kingdom to the younger 
brother Vibhishana. You reside in 
pleasure where fish drink and dance, 
w hile bees sing inebriated with nectar, 
ln Nangur’s Kavalampadi. You are 
m y sole refuge! (4) 

,J| tL_8t fl 5,C3 tGiDGVJ I lfTUj<bgiJ LiGJ 

2)^ riftCTrCl^UJgij 

laQ| cijfj©., ,n<Vwrs« fahVercr iofTncua>g>gjJ 

w y ( v ^^il^atfrCcan 1 

A, 

ci'Cnn irifii a, 

Cifluj 

** Anciicnd) fl,<arar urriq.ujrroj' 

fh <KTi tiTI fl, fcJJI j£Guj. 

^ Krishna! You danced on the hoods 
° KaJiya, then took the cov lotus dame 
,ni ° Vour embrace. You reside amid I 


mountain-like mansions of lasting 
fame in Nangur’s Kavalampadi. You 
are my sole refuge! (5) 

t£)C\jC\JC3'>rj IDrren ( 

tocncufj)^ ClAncsT^i, 
ucu dnpu untjojij Cunri 

(ipiq^Smij! 

^fjerar Aircfileai i^jpcu £jc t>*t) AiDjp 

JfjfTfbl 6iT>0i GlDlLI 

^QCJCJT AfTCUffnii fljGOTT u Hlq Uj ntu! 

AcncnAcnn i^G lu. 

O, Krishna! You killed the wrestlers in 
combat. You killed the tyrant king 
Kamsa. You killed many kings in the 
great Bharata war. You are our fortress 
of strength residing in the fortified 
walls of fragrant-groved Nangur’s 
Kavalampadi. You are my sole refuge! (6) 

£P3><!bGb(rt)^>(£) Ceucreriq (ip«ruj gjfTgjj 

I 0 ngj£] urr0i€3T djtp LDfl, Alfl lO^UI-J 

j! 

i t/vAj ^iiUfT G^fTcgicvi i_j«tcO uijfbgji 

f?ti S^> t0 'b fTr ^^£»* 
A11£■Q^Ca* , 0»it«icttq) o>Gtt r uniq.ujnuj! 

£h 6 «r> err o> cr jt G uj . 

O, Krishna! You upheld the elder 
brother’s right to the throne and plied 
as a messenger. You killed the rutted 
elephant and the mahout. You reside 
where swirling waters make the groves 
grow’ tall in Nangur’s Kavalampadi. 
You are my sole refuge! (7) 

£7<A| ^Jcnirli | @CTiAuuain 

(?AflOTti3Ti Cl ^ mfr)i 

A,n CUCTUD <*lq£>| L @ 5 )l<?igxJ< 5 i fli^Llflilb 

al fli Cl I niii£, fl uj ! 

L 4 , ciiffTTtb Q« im^ 1 cvifl, 6 n 

Cfluifl, fi>nr^ianfl,/», 
An^icrtLDi jntq Giijuj AOTsrarf '^ 1 


fliCf 1 Cnfli£33) 
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O, Krishna! For the sake of the young 
Dame Satyabhama, you subdued Indra, 
and transfered his garden-beauty 
wishing-tree Kalpaka to her garden. You 
reside amid groves filled with fragrant 
flowers verily laid out by Purandara, 
Indra, in Nangur’s Kavalampadi. 
You are my sole refuge! (8) 

<5rF,£>U) lOUJ lb , £t£) LU 

<5£111, IDGnjT) 

^CDCuumi) ^curruj! 
it> 2>g>U) ^It QurTipcuAcnC^n’o^jiii idl 
iDuSIco 

&>ih{b AfrojctTii) / ',<rr uffiaujfTiij! 

dhci ctt Si cnrT j^Guj. 

O, Krishna! You are the chants their 
rules, the five elements, the beginning, 
the end, and the Vedas four. You reside 
amid the fragrant groves of Mandara 
trees in Nangur’s Kavalampadi. 
You are my sole refuge! (9) 

in n dJCTTib 0 u0^1 LDC3Tg)iLD incrigiiuciirf 
4u0|ipii» 2 3 nmcs)3>& 

^ffajcrrihurtu Cinuj ACCTtcauTcncjTa 

<5bc\SI uj cn OafTcrresr 

urt cucmh Li^jftjib QJOJOjnft urrni£l©n/j 

a***" dvyfl* 

C^rr (@cn indTonn §,n^«5, $ipcu 

OutToSlcun ^nCiD. 

This garland of songs on Krishna, 
resident of Kavalampadi, rich with the 
learning of Vedic seers, is offering 
made by Kaliyan. Those who master 
it will be parasoled rulers of the Earth, 
worshipped by vassal kings. (10) 

4.7 On Tiruvellakulam 
Kannar \ Paraj \ Adi 


3,057 M- 3 ,i_cuCunoj $ 0 Cin«fl AfftujfTuj! 
r^coTasrrrn (ip«D«n ^<5,f7crrciirtiT 

iDGTTgH LD fT£ 


£&* lo^lsn <9^p 
dHOTTOTtr! ^j^Ciuar giuonijs, 

*or>cTTujrTGiiJ. 

o Lord with hue like the 

dark of the deep ocean, 

Residing in Nangur 

victoriously won! 
Temple of high walls, ~ 

t , , Tiruvellakulam Lord! 

Rider, pray rid me of 

m y Karmic misery. (1) 


a * n !b*l Sj„n ft, oir, 

f^cafioj rC<7>! 

Qu © li> M-y? G toQuj, 

r*r?* * A * 

atuCiuwT 

A cri ctt lli rrC uJ ■ 

° Lord with cool fragrant 

r ... garland of Tulasi wreath. 
Residing m Nangur 

p j i P Ia »sed by the Vedic seers! 
Kea-lotus waters, — 

Svatv .1 Tiruvellakulam Lord! 

b am, > P ra Y rid me of 

m y Karmic misery. (2) 


«*»« 

_ . ! 
S' «$yu ciu^uj Ceu&ii)it 

r\^. . flbnfhj^n na 

' - 

*.lftu,ujniLj! ^h«,Cuj<* ft 

° Lord who lifted the 

mountain to stop the rains, 
Residing m Nangur 

n -i amid the famous seers! 

1 "grimage centre, — 

Tiruvellakulam Lord! 
Ancient One! Rid me of 

my Karmic misery. (3) 
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0.rrcjT ^rr arfta CWttfM 

ib^onfTcij^A rj> Cu cu cu ft Locsrcsfluj tf > nth)0to-it6 ? 

^dr^O^n^ ( ^ { ^fi^nfkuOK*ii^ , ^0 cn 

^crrfTuj! ^iqCiu^jA^ ^^cnLiiflojnCiiJ. 

O Lord who pulled out the 

tusk of an elephant, 
Residing in Nangur 

with many learned ones! 
Nectared fruit orchards — 

Tiruvellakulam Lord! 
Elephant! Relieve me of 

my Karmic misery. (4) 

CckQ t T ClOLL) 

ZSlQl < £n | fT Ccu^kun LDGJTGsfltU 

5,fTfbJ6^L(T5 

-'l* V' 

urTLqcj^Ggij^jT cfilcnc^ ufTrt)Cn>. 

O Lord who shines like a 

beacon on Venkatam, 
Residing in Nangur 

praised by the noble seers, 
In blossoming groves, — 

Tiruvellakulam Lord! 

I came to sing of you, 

rid me of misery. (5) 

S’Cocurcy gt>g\j .*C7>ar Ail^ 

£L-<9,rb£)ITUJ 1 

icocunn ucvjn Ccu^Iuj<t ux^rcjfluj 
^^cOcurr! ^p^TjQcuencn^^ctT^gjj 

2_<r>n3CUfrGc3i ! 
^ojcurr ^•..trFjin O^^LOfr^ ^(TT^TrrrCuj. 

^ Lord who parted the 

ocean with rock and sand. 
Residing in Nangur 

with godly learned seers! 
^ ealth of the residents, — 

Tiruvellakulam Lord! 
^* r ace that I be rid of 

my Karmic misery. (6) 


CAfTcuncu iQcnij Cimugjg, ctld C< 9 >ndjcun 

C&nCcu! 

n^ncu ^^luj Cgu^ujit LDcrrcafluj 2>rrf%jAfi.rr ( g 
Gocu cuujoli ^^Qdjcncn^^cng^jicn 

LonCcu! ctc 3 t cucu djlencjr ^^^(fKcnftGuj. 

O Lord who came as a 

cowherd with grazing staff, 
Residing in Nangur 

with learned Vedic seers! 
Lakes and fertile fields, — 

Tiruvellakulam Lord, 
Dear to me, pray rid me 

of Karmic miser) 7 . (7) 

CUfTrjfTAti) <5H$J $V> lD<srcTGr>OT3T 

tu ! 

gjnonujOTrGcTr! fbCUGU CdJ^ujft f^nrhj^ns 
fin Clunv^lcu t^p ^(rTjQsusncTT^^cnSj^jJ 6 ^ 
^QfT^^ipG^! ^^Guj00 ^(rfjCnrTCaj. 

O Lord who came as a 

boar and lifted the Earth, 
Residing in Nangur, 

Namo Narayana! 
Exuding flower groves, — 

Tiruvellakulam Lord! 
Ambrosia! Grace me, — 

this lowly servant-sell. (8) 

^IT fit*) OJIT lOAGH L^CU<jCIuj 

rt,(T \ Ceufiivrt LDC3T«flLu f^rTf^^yrig, 

0«9> <^u rr ? ^^QdjenenA^GTT^gjj 

2 _ Gin rp cu rrCcjr! 

.-*4/ ^iqujfTCST ^CiJCfT tTQTfT)] ^l^jCTTrrGlU. 

O Lord who enjoys the 

embrace of Lotus Dame, 
Residing in Nangur, 

Glory to Vedic seers! 
Lord of celestials, — 

Tiruvellakulam Lord! 
Say, “Oh, Oh, this is 

mv servant!”, grace me thus. (9) 
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ffjco ^oru) 2 _<ani_ Ccu^tuii iccsrcafluj 

Qflcucufflrr ^0Qcu6nffn5>^OT5 ) g ) ] 

2_cnrr)cu ncDOT, 

acuc^Icjt inoSI Cg,ncn aoSliuCfT ClatTCffTorr 

lOrrcnoj 

cucvjcucun ctcjt cucLcucuit suncrrcufT ^nCm. 

This strong-as-the-mountain 

Kalikanri’s song garland, 

On godly-benevolent- 

Vedic-seers’ wealth, 
Resident of Nangur’s 

Tiruvellakulam, — 
Those who master it 

will live as celestials. (10) 

4.8 On Parttan-Palli 

(A mother's lament) 
Kavalayanai \ Kamas \ Ekam 

ujrrcDfiai^, O Anion Ml r 

AfeBfflWJTCST ClCSTirjIli), AniD0 &i T 

0cu<:j) ctt, Cldald rStt&cr Cmcafl 

ClancrjTL- CAnon, cuarr cTdrrgiii) 

ascucn iDffi_ £0 rj5rrniic<fl Agj 

^rtiucDQujrrcrt C acttoj £3i crcrrj^jih, 
ucusn GijfTiurtoi CTcan iOi JTjcmft 

u nftg 3 0 ) C5Ti_j gttc41 unQ^rrCcn. 

“Hungry elephant’s tusk remover, — 
Kanna, most adorable Lord!” 
“Hue of lotus!’', “Hue of dark cloud!”, 
“King and Elephant-master is he!” 
“Painted rising-mansion Nangai 
lord of Lotus Dame is he!” 

Lips of coral hue, my tender 

daughter sings of Parttan-Palli, 

O! (1) 

Glcuii) S\ca(b9> 

A 6 rfl 9 , 

G>,0/J ClDcftl CuuSlGffl 

a 'ti"u*CP odP^id). 


Cla^fjClarTCufTcrm £0 

CgjffU CfltjCUOTT CTCITff^] C»6JT^J 
U0ifl t^CJTdT Cl ldcu ^m lu ncir 

LifTrrojgjcjrucTTCTfl lj rr0 g\j itC^tt . 

“Cruel Kamsa’s killer-elephant’s 
killer lord, — O, Bull-spirited! 
“Wonder-lord who drank the milk and 
took the life of Ogress, pretty!” 
“Deva-deva, Lord of Nangai 

living amidst the Vedic seers!” 
How my cotton-tender-footed 

daughter sings of Parttan-Palli, 

O! (2) 

<^cj7Ti_(t C^rrcir, ciojt cT©nnjjib, 

<5M,ujrr iDn^rr QAfTf*ucy>0> l|GV(£> 

Cl a ctjt l_ err o ijjr rry ii ), jbrr63TLDcr)g)5,cn 

&G* ClocucijeiT <rrcfrrfpji-bp 

Gli wai0 2 L_ CUGI 4 Q u rr^lco Cl ch rrcrr 

LDcjrcry iBnujcjT CTaruru crcjriT^i 
u€TOT0Currcu ^CST^j <rrdrr 

unngjgjGjTuCTTcrfl lj rr0Qj itCg^ * 

“Lord of Earth, adorable, the 

elephant-bull among the dames!” 
“Lord who runs amuck to hear the 
chanting of the Vedas four!” 
“Bees in groves abound in Nangai, — 
ancient place of worship, his!” 
She’s now no more like the old, my 
daughter sings of Parttan-Palli, 
O! (3) 

0<9»rrc\;Gn4u .^crrn&n; urfl^ ^«^»lfj^rroi 

CdifTCU Qj GiT) CTTllJ ft 17 ^LD (ipALjGlJ J 
IDC\JG5>GVJ #)C0 ^G\Jr»uCtf'i<<>, 

Ail0 cTcjrTfQj lo 1 

OdCucuib ldcu 0 iDCs^jTjCujnn csnA>A> 

Gfljcu C^Qjdirr ctgst^j Q * '■ 

i_,g»j cucr'^nujncTt <n«n un 

li nn<3 ,cttlj cncrfl urr06unCcn. 

Expelled by her bangled friends and 
cheated of her lustre-wealth, 
“Stranger-lord you made a wreck of 
ocean-girdled Lanka city!”, 
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Lord living with seers in Nangai, 
Deva-deva prosperously,” 

Like a parrot, my gold-bangled, 

daughter sings of Parttan-Palli, 
O! (4) 

fJ <5x3)17 ld rrerr f ^OTTnQj 

dM_6U ^gcuruSD.fh QafQ/D 

CTOTTn^jLD CftfT6VJ 

sfilcusSl CTcfrTrpjti) ld n 

LDfTL_LD £0 ff,fTr*jOTT<5, 

/SIottldcuott ^jncn stotth^ srOTTn^j 

Lj aa<5,l^1 jjjgjfTGrT STOTT U)l_£)OT>g, 

ufffr^j^sTTucnGrri u n0 sn rrGsn. 

‘Leader of the monkey army! 

Wielding mighty bow and arrow, 
Marching o’er a bridge on ocean 

you destroyed the Rakshasa clan!” 
‘O My faultless lord in Nangai, — 
mansions rise and stop the Moon!” 
Losing all her grace and charm my 
daughter sings of Parttan-Palli, 
O! (5) 

(©"COLD (Lpfbfrud) S_COTT0 S2_u51(jp|b5j 

fbn&,dn stottjtjjld, nFjHOTflcvjii) (dtyjp 
* c u€sr.Cu ^carcat G^nsu CldotA 

cusottsottott sTcsTj^jii, Gldcu 

r* 

'"■scvj suujcu ClAfTGTt rfjffrbj cr>a(h 

G^J,CU CSCIJ OTT STOTT^J ST OTT fT) I 

UfTG ^Gar rVjGVioj Clrndn OiDru^luj rrstT 

ijnrr^^OTTtjSTTsifl urT0surTGsrr. 

Lord who swallowed all the worlds and 
brought them out in time again!” 
Lord of dark adorable hue, 

M like the ocean, — deep in a sleep!” 
Dancing Sel-fish fields in Nangai, — 
Deva-deva’s paradise!”, 
Peech-of-milk-and-nectar sweet, my 
daughter sings of Parttan-Palli, 

O! (6) 


STOTT «J) OTT 2_STT STI LD Cl £h ITSoVt |_ 

ITjng>S5T OTOTTn^J ld , JJ,(TOTTLOOTT0 < / T>^YT 
C<5)i4 <T?G3To^j lD ^iTfeaoT tDnili_ira 

Cl <9 GU GTJ OTT 6T OTT ITy LD , <^T1 OTT fQ 

Cl n cn svi OT3T ^^1 
C<50 2_6UCH Clu itj£ 1GO Cl«5,nsTT rhrrtiiGnOtg) 
G^jSu qj OTT Si OTT n^j ctotjtt}j 
uni_ajii) G^n CIldcu ^iq. lij nsfr 

urrn^j^bcjiLjSTTsifl un0cunGsn. 

“He did seek and find me, then he 
took my heart and made me a slave!”, 
“Vedas try to reach him through their 
sacred chants and yet they never!”, 
“Bees abound in groves of Nangai, — 
Deva-deva lord resides!”, 

My anklet-wearing tender-footed 
daughter sings of Parttan-Palli, 
O! (7) 

2 SU<5jLD SJSjgll LD fp^SUOTT STOTfT)J LD , 

SpiOTOT <5 ,lCo" 0 2-LDUIT sruj^n 
(^ls\JCl|LD UOTTLUJOTT STOTTipj LD , 

CrF^OTT STSSTjryii), 

^lfiU5>Ui OTT OTT LDOTTfT}Guj fTIT TV, TT nil 

G<DjCU G<0, GTJOTT CTOTTHT^J STOTTITQI 
ucu(fTjLb 67<5 j otott LDi—jjjGna, 

u(Tn , 5>2,S5TuGTTSTn utt0qj nGcn. 

“Lord receiving worship of the 
worlds and wielding discus weapon!” 
“Even all the radiant gods 
never attain adorable you!” 
“Tilaka-to-the South in Nangai 
Deva-deva lord amid seers!”, 
Earning all the world’s abuse my 
daughter sings of Parttan-Palli, 
O! (8) 

(id 0 1 GTOT dn £*l£37flT^ILD 

<5in^,oS1^3^ LCCVJn^STT gJTSL|li) 
stot5tot5tott sisin^ii), ^ottliott stott fry to , 
sjip stott^ot, 

^lsooiSooi idol i^0 rT,fTr£j£jTo,g, 

GfijSu G^gtjott STGSTfrji otottit)] ^ 
LiSOTTOTjflcjr ,-Z^ S3 7 OTT Q ID SSI Cl LD ni^l iu ncil 
LJfTIT^jfljSSTi lOTTSrfl l i fT0GVl itGsn. 
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“Calling ‘Krishna!’ gods adore and 
offer worship with flowers, 

The lord residing sweetly in the 

hearts of all the four-and-three- 
worlds!” 

“Sturdy wall-surrounded Nangai, — 
Deva-deva lord is he!”, 

Sweet as music of the Pann, my 

daughter sings of Parttan-Palli, 

O! (9) 

uracil ffjfivjcu LDcnroCiLirm 

ufm^aTuffTTcrfla tofTcncu 

Gtinfr Cl 5»fTCTT JJjCUCU (ipcncvj IflLClJffOT 

um_&nc\J<3) fiifTlu la ~ v '* LDftn)fr)ib, 
ClArrcn j^ojcu Cgucu ac 61 ujcrr 

<3tfLff)J $l£lg>U Ugjg^jlb CUCUCUfTIT 

cjfr Q&rrcrr rjjcucu 

^CJTUii f&n^ib cnijgijftjnCo. 

Praised by Vedic seers in Nangai 
Parttan-Palli Senkanmal-lord; 

Songs of a corset wearing dame 

through the words of her good 
mother; 

Sharpened javelin-King Kaliyan s 
garland decad of Tamil songs; 

Those who master it will enter 

Vainkunta and enjoy living 
more. (10) 

4.9 On Indalur 

Nummai \ Nilambari | Rupakam 

r^ib g,ib uGraflClaiug,) 
r^io ,»mu) Cuj rob; 

l.ydtcxuurts{fh, gjCTTLJib Cl u ffjCrQ rub ; 

c'ibcvni}* ft(rv,Ldib ^ 

curr! cranny , 

Jbi^oran OirrtLiq £jt ib3>ncij 

nyr nil 4k.cn fi_ujCuinCifl? 


O Lord of Indalur! We worship you. 
We are your devotees, at the service oi 
your lotus feet. We are happy and well- 
If only you would wake up to our needs 
quickly and inquire of us with concern, 
if only you would reveal yourself and 
walk a few steps before us, would we 
not find elevation of spirit? (1) 

*ott£)icti £nij0>fTgi] ^0fb£> 

onu^$n! <?nib 2>cjyr ^eSI idhCcu! C#<rcn«v 

lDj£ r&crflGfT)! 

<b<b$> n iP 6 * 1 © 

fr>ibi5! ffrcrr 

@5>^bcS?0 rTlu ! <^iq.Cuj<D(£> 

@GnfDu-lib ^gnu^fTCiu 1 

O Lord of Indalur! O Precious one 
remaining in my heart! O Prince 
sweet to approach! O Lord-adorable 
of Tiruvali! O Elephant roaming in 
Tirumalirumsolai! O Lamp-eternal of 
Manimadakkoyil! O Lord standing 
in Naraiyur! My own sweet lord! 
See, you have no pity for me. (2) 

,@g>jGcu anojujih nr-rr 
iq lu ncvi ^ 

ojct>» 0 (iptjgyjib (ipiqiSii! 

StL-lDCmO^ ^rT^SQlLD 

CTcnguixi ai.oSIcvj cfiijjrbgj 

^ujn^G^nib; ^ ujcu fT^ib 
GjA^GJTfDgtj <@g)]GQj arTCSQjib, 

O Lord of Indalur! You took the Earth 
in two strides and wore the crown of 
bee-humming Tulasi garland. I fell 
into the ocean of a desire to see you 
here, and despaired. Others too are 
complaining about the same thing- 
This is what I say. (3) 

cu^gcungjj cj £,£nb ffunA^, ^nii^ 

^'lipA^rruj^gj; 

G Q)0\h 2L_lf><5>Ctf. »(,CVKTdLi^ 
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C^CtfluSlcv'j j£Vf>«Q|ft GbCOTTCJrTii; ftfRliafT, 

CUD 

GU Cuffon! ^jib^lGTrj^U- CUfTgJJTjCgj 
CufTib jgCij. 

O Lord of Indalur! All the praise that 
we devotees offer wholeheartedly 
has gone waste. The whole world 
knows that we serve you alone, and 
yet you do not show your brighter- 
than-gold-face. You know what is 
proper. May you prosper! (4) 

CUi> OlJ^LDfTCBI, &IT Clli) Ou^TjLDfTcjn - , 

$<ar>0iL|ii> @0 r£)cv§pitf> 
^jjUj, cni) Qu^tO^OT 

^U^CtUfTti) AfTGcraTaujfTcO J 
&fTUJ, GTlD Ou(f»)lDfTCfT, {bib^g) 

c^i^GujnQpA - 

Cft GTlD Qu( 3U>UC3T ^CUcSGlJfT l£lT ? 

fr! 

O Lord of Indalur! You are my Fire- 
lord! You are my Water-lord! You are 
the Earth-and-Quarters lord! Yet we 
do not see you before us anywhere! 
My Mother-lord! My Father’s Father! 
Are you not the devotees’ lord? (5) 

G^TTcucvingjj G^lujdflcvCcusfrr; 

OarrcOoSIcO , g>iii> i^iurrA 

ffTCUGVtfTG»JCr0lb CTCJ3TGrafluSl0)i)^rT, 

L^CujcrtCTT; 

5>Cbcunit <&iunn < £ 4 r+jU£r;'Ku»ft(ft l 

$eii 2_a>ft£>i£)cu 

^cucuruh ^rfyistfn rr-Gift 

^ Lord of Indalur! I cannot refrain 
from saying it, let me say what I feel: 
you only think of me as yet another 
devotee. You know who is good and 
w ho is bad. You know everything 
a h°ut tLi s wor ld. You only don’t know 
how to shower your grace on me.(6) 


inmlicn ^afn, ucnfl £rr Clftncrrcir; GTiicruou 

ucrsfl ^rfjlujrr 

djilicn; jS)^< 3 >cr GguGo} ClancjiGcunib; 

ftmiian j^lD gjib ^iqftftcn: ftnilmcu, 

ibfulGi. Cbffjgij Cl^frcjtfTLii c^ot fbrrritfjtfn 
SL-lLlGiLinGlD ? 

O Lord of Indalur! You have rejected 
our service, you have denied us the 
pleasure, we say this openly. You have 
refused to show us your feet. If only 
you did, wouldn’t all devotees in this 
wide world find elevation of spirit? (7) 

(jp C3TC31 <>JT <Aj€T3TC37TLb U nC\$] C31 &j G331 Gaol l_D J 
(ip^Lggjllb l^faDGVIf^ C3TIJ) 
lS1c3tCJ)CJT GUC3JTGJJTLD Clft (1 6JT>l_GVJ CbCWTCiTTrLD i 
GU6TOTC3JTU3 CTgT31< gT) irbl^»fT6\J 

ClurrGhGjflcjT cucTOTcrmb, iDcnfluSl cin GbCSJT^Tii) 
LjCnrjU^LD ^(fTjGlOGafl 
ffidnai mjcOTTCTOTib ctcsijqj ftrrtlusn, 

O Lord of Indalur! In the beginning 
you are white, in the end you are 
black. The colours in-between are red 
and yellow. Alas, you do not let us see 
what colour you are now. (8) 

cTfbcng, gjibiDncui cnc^m)! <ttld rr cjiji 

C7jj> c^cttg^ld 

Cb^igjj 4>165jTfO ClgincyjTi_CrjniTftCft Gijrr^n 

GbGVKaSgncvj; 

^,C3igp|CTT j'ilnW^iir 

^l(ff)Gui<Ssfl 

*'* tfii t'lfin c 3 jt io <n cjr itjj ft rr i n , 

O Lord of Indalur! My father, and his 
fathers before him, for seven 
generations, have been faithfully 
serving you as our only master. Alas, 
you do not inquire of us; you neither 
stay in our thoughts, nor let us see 
your body’s hue even slightly. (9) 
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ejh <2>yT Ouir^co cxj^cjng) 

Qu(ff)LDncDb3rft 

ftrrri^n i_|jT)6fil63T GGujjg>65T, 

Oi®S1uj«t ^cS^Clsujg, 

<?rr @G3T Q^nco uoncnoj <9,ji>n)j0, 

^iflcurm 2_cu<5>0>$w 
^n^rr, ^GuCfj ^iu>giTA(gj cnsniryic 

c^LDIjn ^sunGi). 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs, by 
Mangai KingKaliyan is on the lord of 
Indalur surrounded by fertile groves. 
Those who master it will be sweet 
ambrosia to devotees, and rule the 
gods as their god. (10) 

4.10 Tiruvelliyangudi 
Aicbiyar | Surati \ Adi 

^ICiDipuu QqjGTTiCIotjtiu 2_«WT0 ( 

^cu^cncvj cucnrrj^g, cni) Ou0iunOT, 
Cuib«^65r>uj (iponco a_cs3T0 gjcDcyji 
“>(*>&i 

Qu0 f&CUlf) <$4StTfljgi6ll€3T C&tTU^CU - 
ftfTujg)^, igeri o»(ip0Lb *^,c6lu4ib 

CTPaj^u) <^i> CluiTj^lcuACTflcn ^QCgu 

GumijV)(h urrujib i-DcAncnfluSlcSfi Q^cnuncu ■ 
^0Qciii?rr<?rflujr^j0in. - . 

The lord who then stole the 
butter of cowherd-maids, 

lay in the waters on a fig-tree leaf, 
Drank Putana’s breast, 
broke the twin Marudus 

took the whole Earth, now 
resides in Manni river’s South, — 
flowing in plenty, — 

amid groves of Areca, bananas, 
Coconuts, everywhere 
around the temple of 

Tiruvelliyangudi, that is it! (1) 


^ CiDuj£bgij , ^<sr>Qo fh\S° 

5)LD ilonilACDCTT 

5>nri[9cniD Cuiftib ^rr 2 _( 5 ) 6U * 

£» CJ5T 6T5T 63T ft IT £h0/£llJU Gs>nuSlCU - 
U$«nQ3 CW0^| t_jG5TGT>C3T (IpgjgiJ ^0Lb6^, 

Qungjubcm_ Qjrfl gugtot 0 ifjlcfon^ 
CojGTT^CTHJfbgxI ffi_£37T0 .i'V 

00ffu cn ctfl uj r£j0uv - 

The lord who then grazed cows, 
built a bridge on the 

ocean and killed all the Rakshasas, 

Has the dark hue of 
rain-laden cloud is 

Krishna the lord who resides in 
Flower groves of Punnai, 
spilling their pearl buds, — 

Serundi trees harbouring 
bumble-bees 

Drinking the nectar, 
singing in temple of 

Tiruvelliyangudi, that is it! (2) 

0kQc&i_ib £L_GTU_UJ 0>nCrfllJUG3T 

0>C\JA*D (ip63T , ^CUG3T g,C3T 

Ul_lb @H)U UITUJUGV) IDSHlfl 

UGU J>jL.lb UliSlGJTfT)QJOfT Cfl»rTlj5)cU * 
ul^Och umsncu jbcucunn^e^ 

uuSln)f5!uj fT>ni_A5>gjj ‘‘ GurTiij 
Oj^Lpcfil f£l<ani£j 

^ 00 cij CTrcifl uj rbi 0 iq - ^giiGaj. 

He who in yore went 
and disturbed the terrible 

venom-spitting Kaliya’s water 
haunt, 

Leapt on his many heads, 
dancing his feet on it, 

spilling the gems from it, lives where 
Thin-like-the-serpent- 

waisted good dames there 

practise the art of good dancing, 
The sound of their ensemble 
fills everywhere in 

Tiruvelliyangudi, that is it! (3) 
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&<Dcancu ^ipcrr <9ifiujrf)0, 

<5>fT6nClX)^^> SJ-Zf^GllCTT, 

u^^noj (ipcjr 2_uj(Tp3g)i unrrjAuffu gjaSl^rnr) 
LJ (JlD (TJTfTIT LjtfTGlfl £]<?>"€" C^ITuSIcu * 
gijCDfp^i^fTjG^jfrtriiii) ClufTOT Locrafl -jflgiQjii) 
^IcDO ID ClgjGiTurTCu 

Cl<gr 51 LQcrafl inm_ A CiftfUq - 

^(^jQcucncrflujf^J^iq. -^JpjCcu. 

He who in vore grazed cows and killed 
Kamsa, benevolent-as-the-rain-cloud 
form, bore the Garuda banner, and 
slept in the Milk Ocean, reclines in 
the temple, — on the Southern banks 
of Manni with Hooding waters, which 
desposits wave after wave of gold 
everywhere, and where tall jewel- 
mansions play with the Sun above, — 
of Tiruvelliyangudi, that is it! (4) 

nmflcncn r. .t-i ,1, urnflttftGiP SL •$*{>»£>£» • 
urrngjib cr><9,Oujr5) f b<2ii <^>(‘^ AnGU * 
eerm?,#)], 

Cldnu AGotn iDncu 2—t»r>CQ GAnuflfiu - 

Qn rQcn/j cu uj£yj£n Cii nc^cnthCt 1 i DQ&, 

rant s ^wT^j cur&riry rrcwrcs^fl. 

<^n lcgvjI Ourmjc^^ G^finajj - 

*i&Gcu. 

Pie who in yore swallowed the Earth 
and brought it out again, then fought 
the great Bharata war, driving a chariot, 
pursuing chariots, is our Senkanmal 
residing in the temple, — with fields 
around, ploughed well, where Valai fish 
jump out in fear saying no place for us 
here, and enter the water tanks, — ol 
Tiruvelliyangudi, that is it! (5) 

» tLJic* .ftrjJbOfijGTf 

W.<0. <?>i_fi\j 5)ib 

^0rblGni a Oacucu. ^>^,rrr»* gjifjrb* 

£><sin C*nii5lcvj 

(T) rfj) jGurTCPipuSliJP <3><S3fl0>GTt 
dnj)0><9)GP £_6 OTt(^)> i/)OTOU q 
‘ ■•fbjfilwi* & AujuuAsn 2_A6n <£1 aij> ' 

l n tG Cue* of) • 


Like the fine Pulai flowers blown by 
the wind, the Island king’s Rakshasa 
army was dispersed, routed, and sent 
to the jaws of death by the hot arrows 
rained by the beautiful archer Rama 
who resides in the temple, — amid 
lush green plantations, of banana, 
where the truit ripens and drops, the 
Kayal fish grab and eat it, then dance 
in the paddyfields, — of 
Tiruvelliyangudi, that is it! (6) 

(j^cncrfluj OtfajcucifT <rr<arT(pi 2_<STOTnfb0> 

L0JT<njC$ C^GHcfiluSlcu LjA(0), 

Qg>6TT6Tf)uj (^rr )<pt , {Opcuiq Cl«9,fTCwr{^l 

g> jt) cucafraj^cucrr C^rruSlcu - 
^STrffifl j*Mib Ounj^lffucumij cunip 

(^juSl GU^fitT 

€T63T2)1 «£<OT<u «£<i2nipuu, 

QeiK^^iiJfnTcaCT^l^cfilG^ojigiJcSj^n^TiClotuiSiinfaiT- 

Mabali was intent on collecting merit 
through good Karmas. Going to his 
sacrifice as a beautiful manikin, the lord 
asked for three steps of land and grew to 
cover the eight Quarters. He resides in 
the temple, — where the fertile groves 
are haunted by cuckoos which keep 
calling, “Hari, Hari”, pure souls offer 
worship, and the lord showers his grace, 
— of Tiruvelliyangudi, that is it! (7) 

(ipiq | i i a Ortiumio 

0} ID Qt l(fT ) U>n€^C3T, ^OTTfT)| ^ ft) . 

LDiq.lib)CnL GPCUtfjgjJ iDPfTffULD ^ip<S31 dSGTJli 
lOfTiuOTniV LDCTfffiVluj Gi^nu^Gv - 
umuS)«r>t_ u>iri c5Hiq iiSlcni a, g)(T«rafl6\J 

i»$;£hS> uctt too jt I/k I cf\ ^crfluinGvi 

^P(fTjCl<an.'TTGTf)itl(bJ^9)tQ ^gjjGcif. 

The wonder-lord who came as a man- 
lion to destroy the king of A suras who 
gave misery to the gods, placed him 
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on his lap and tore his chest, resides in 
the temple, —surrounded by mansions 
and pillars set with gems that make it 
difficult to say whether it is night or 
day, —of Tiruvelliyangudi, that is it! (8) 

(£)14 014 dto .14 fpcytj}!, £|| 0 J 

0OjTi^]&GGn G)6>eb, 

«n cma> gj uSl GST ID 
^iflujrreifT s_«r>© C&miSlGj - 

*14 aincvjih ^i^oSlcru- ldc\jq , 


5.1 On Pullam-Budangudi 

Arivadu \ Nataikurinji | Rupakttm 

<^r#CUgj| ^I^LUfTOTl, 

£»_cnL_ujncjT CTsincD^T ^ctj s> cdluJ^’ 
0^uj Loncnsf) 2_0 

<?Jin.5i2,G5T,iDeirr63f1 ^ixi^ib ^l-lD “ 
jbl5*Ui iDGorrCuncu <3.0ibq 

CTt^cvj «gH,n ID^,CTJ(CT) Jb*-£ . 

OuiTr§) Cl ,9, hot ^icyinn F.JST3T0 i ' ' : 
qcirsmi)^ 1 ^ 1^014 - ^nGcTT. 


A0ibOun0 Qu00 Q^jjQiTjCJ ^gtwuj, 
2_ct>l ^dncmh QucrM_Qujn(5lih 
C^0ib 

CulLlffU Q(JUCTT6TflliJfij0i4 - ^gjlGc'J. 

Gods in hordes come and offer worship 
with praise where the lord graces his 
devotees, reclining on a serpent with a 
discus in hand. His temple is amid fields, 
— where lotus grows between sugarcane 
and paddy, swaying in the wind and 
swan-pairs nestle in the water tanks, — 
of Tiruvelliyangudi, that is it! (9) 


ucrcrQ (ip«T, gjcmb &{GSig)\ <*£>(*> 3>ncu, 

uniT GTuSljr^cjftcu Cl0>rrdsT0 

Q&srcr $GDfJ CU0UU UIT^Al-Ck giluSlcST© 
^1 (<v, - QJGTTClfluufb] t4.UJfT67>63T, 

OitinrQ Currency iDnu6T>5.ujn g^cycucrr, 

iXirron GsuCy <9>c$iuOT cunuj 
Cl*rTcj:70 f unQibgjCULbs-c^ 1 - 

gj* 0CT1O 2_G\jCa>. 


Bee-humming-groves-Mangai-King, 

spear wiclder Kaliyan has sung this 
beautiful decad of Tamil songs, on the 
lord who in the yore came as a boar 
and lifted the Earth on his tusk teeth, 
and lay reclining in the Milk Ocean 
lashed by waves, and who resides in 
Tiruvelliyangudi. Those who master 
it will rule the ocean-girdled Earth. (10) 


The-hard-to-comprehend lord, bearer 
of all the worlds, who keeps me in his 
service, came as a little manikin and 
danced over the worlds; he resides 
permanently, — amid groves where 
little bees provide the drone for the 
bumble-bees that sing for the dance 
of the handsome peacocks, — in 
Pullam-Budangudi, yes, always! (1) 

Acnena, 0fQcn ^,uj , LnncuoSlcruij 

QufTCTT^nGn5» A9gt& 

g^CTuib n<2,& - 

ucttctt<9 Q 0 (T)]eft)Gu ifcLUCu &_c,err. 

L-I LpfaSCl^j ftlpsjfl CufTUJ, 

ijcn^u J&ftno Cg>0ib - 

, jchcnii- frnGesT. 

Like a sly trickster he came swooping 
over Mabali and took the worlds: he 
went to the wailing elephant and ended 
his despair. He resides amid water 
tanks and w-etland fields, — where 
birds swoop down upon jumping fish 
and snatch them, then fly to their 
wailing chicks to feed them, — in 
Pullam-Budangudi, yes, always! (2) 

CiDCijn -'?,prr jgey 

GevifbS 5 ^ <*5ui^ arnb g>jrjfbgjj, 
id rr ajrruj iS'^fbg), vucb r 

iDncugjj - 
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AfT C^Lpf 

ff.ujcu&€TT urriLj, 

y, .Jk^ £>ip«fl CTififfb ^t,0Lb - 
HCTTcrLbu^^^^ * ib 17 ^^ 51 - 
He fired arrows on the unrelenting 
Rakshasa King and felled his heads: he 
ripped the horse’s jaws, killed the 
wrestlers and felled the Marudu trees. 
He resides amid flowering water tanks 
and fields, — where ripe coconuts tall 
from trees, fish jump out startled, and 
waterbirds fly away disturbed, — in 
Pullam-Budangudi, yes, always! (3) 

dcijX , . 1 as\j io rrtf r 

•.Fnc-J Liljnsir ' «2)<3 rr 

C^ruH <gri 

6bCV> CfalcO fj(TLD<TJT - 

4 .*> * \ | •flcs‘i«io*<Juj . 

a»£i]^t .i ,T o**- -»£> • unGiflcnAaiirfi, 

^fT .0*1—tc - 

With a mountain he rendered the rams 
powerless; he is our bow-wielder Rama 
who felled the twenty arms of the mighty 
Rakshasa King of Lanka city. He resides 
in the well laid city of mountain-like 
mansions, homes and Mandapas, — 
in Pullam-Budangudi, yes, always! (4) 

CJMfi Vi/ £,1 ^ 

jjl i <4^1 irCT>rrjui 

0.t,uj <f-HuPgu '^0iu<S) 

G^puO ir'rujc^ *2/-^ ' 

Ofliu /*,n. * 

O-ofh: ^>rrcv jfefftiSMT 
olL/irojiiin nsrr<»filtfjrT irG.T)fT-ii nciTT * 

U| cn cTTii> l 4,5> ^ ( c 

Lhe black collyriuni-eved dark haired 
cowherd-dame Yasoda hid the milk, 
curds and Ghee, but the resplendent 
discus-bearing wonder-lord tound and 
al c it all. He resides amid lakes, — 


where auspicious-red-footed storks 
stand waiting for transparent Aral-fish, 
and where clear thinking Yedic seers 
seek the hidden truth of the Vedas, — 
in Pullam-Budangudi, yes, always!(5) 

iWgjtgJIott ^rirr&iT g^ta'ai lD, 

Ci.ijuj gjili G^n^n OiDCucxSlujn^iT. 

LDSTvp <4lC7T£j0j LDtp •iSlCTt^ACiT 

6Jip <5*U *&£> IDHCVJgj] “ 

UlCTTgpJ ^£1 f§fT 
ldcvhCldcu 

LjOTCrunrr Quncrr cjuj ^>ng,i ^—^Irr^^ih - 
uicnffrubu^pii^ta - ^rrCGir. 

For the pleasure of embracing the 
Bamboo-like arms of the lightning-ihin- 
waisted Nappinnai, the adorable lord 
subdued seven angry young bulls. He 
resides, — where lotus blossoms in 
eternally wet water tanks, on which 
gold-lined dark bumble bees drink 
nectar and sing, while Punnai trees 
sprinkle golden turmeric-like pollen, - 
- in Pullam-Budangudi, yes, alwavs!(6) 

€fil6\>r T 4!<3»CO Cl«9>-TC37l(^ • 

iDrtrfl AfT<5ig,i. 

4i»iT>l_ UJrtCTl tap)I_ ,{hc bllflOST^ 

5 jU.fi. G^rrcrr • ’ v-\ 

(^l4tL».T 61) S JJT *9>6^ £> C3TJT6TJ1, 

C<*fT<»\) l£>C\J(i> LOll(»)l 2_(<5)A(«!>)lii 
u^cdl. ^rr crjpcti ^yiTjU) - 

i_|«>n6ii ibii,fhfh){<9-,tq - #,nGwi. 

Holding a mountain as an umbrella, 
the lord protected the cows against a 
ram. He let Siva flee with his retinue, 
and took only the arms ot the warring 
Asura Bana. He resides, — where 
families of bumble-bees hover over blue 
lib blossoms and drink their nectar in 
the ever-wet tanks, — in Pullam- 
Budangudi, yes, always! (7) 
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frcnn) ^it C<Tucu iDfQ LQOTgrrn 

c£lU, Gfil«5Uj63T Cg>lT ftL-efil, 

^CDiTjiLifrsjr f^GTJ^DLufr^, 

{lp«&T(_lh f^CTHtigj^j CrjjCn^ ^1_ID - 
LDfio^ojrcvj (ip2>.4> ^cn<^j ojcnrra^iii 

LDC3T£J)) LjAipftCu, GUOT3TCT) ID uj fTQj , 

0 U fTCTSfRUJ fTGU l£l<?><9> ^fbgjCXITfT cunjjp - 
gCTrcnLDLjjgjPij^u).- gjnCcn. 

The lord who drove the chariot in war 
for Vijayan, and killed the armed and 
angry kings, then also filled the unfillable 
skull-begging-bowl of Siva, resides 
where Vedic seers of lasting fame, 
forgiveness and patience tend the three 
sacred fires with proper Vedic chants, - 
-in Pullam-Budangudi, yes, always!(8) 

incTOTqgmxt cfjle<57i 

C^rrcjTfT)^ @0^ r^non, 

^CTTCflti) , <^0 iXitfDfrjiSjCTT 

^LDCUfifT ‘ - 

i£Iottc^i C^rr^l r£>GULD«raflu_|U>, 

C(»1J uSI £37 (Lp^giJLQ, (5fTlD«nfUMlb 

QunfijrgjjLb Quncircafl O^rGfinnn^gjj 
i^CTTcnLbL^gjfbj^iq - ^rrC^sr. 

When the Earth-world and Sky-world 
had not appeared, and an envelope of 
thick darkness spread out everywhere, 
the lord came as a swan and lit the 
world with gems of the Vedas. He 
resides, — where the river Ponni flows 
with waves washing out radiant 
sparkling gems, Bamboo-pearls, gold 
and whisks, — in Pullam-Budangudi, 
yes, always! (9) 

3>ri)n}fT LDffyg>«3^j fh anerflujerr 

QflCFGsft fb(T^fh»<9> f£)L lb I JuSlgSTfr) 
QLjn<OT /J,niLcr)fjuin«h C&cttchcsi 

MPTCTTiiu^jrbi^tq. <&cnGii>c\j f 
<5iff)fr)nn uifCijib iD^jjana,ujft C«,rrG5t 
L| ujfr)on«,d. AoSUesrifil 
Qffn«v> & nck\ PT-n jti&fc, gjono, urn , 

(1/ituj rgicOc^jrr guujft- p^rrCm. 


The Mangai king Kalikann, 
benevolent as the rain cloud, has sung 
this garland of sweet Tamil songs on 
the lord who grazed calves and danced 
on Kaliya’s trembling hoods, who is 
the husband of golden lotus-dame 
Lakshmi, and who is the resident of 
Pullam-Budangudi praised by scholars. 
Those who master this will be freed 
of despair. (10) 

5.2 On Kudalur 

Tandam \ Madbyamavati | Adi 

s,mh gjd) CIu0OTlD ghngjj 

Cgd j>gjfT EsinCurTCu - 

rrj>2>«TT cfjlrjGu Oidott fl>cnc\> jj^cu iOi_cunn 
0>U>((-gib - <2kn L.cy/jCij. 

Unassuming of their excellence, — 
like the lord who though himself ‘i 
king, went as a messenger for the 
kings, — beautiful dames with fingers 
thin as glory-lily petals, and dressed in 
soft material, move around wafting 
the fragrance of their coiffure in the 
lord’s own Kudalur. (1) 

QarpjLD fi $i£)cu sjn^j e_cdl_uj iSWcnc* 
Gurry ib fo crjT Cff,ncvjih Oufj}fT}nrr sHjwnGi incv - 

£lb C«5>C3T £2_C3TT| QjGiTCT0 

un0ih -«nu.guGij. 

Krishna received the beautiful 
Nappinnai as a prize for his subduing 
the seven bulls in a fight. Tie resides 
in Kudalur where bees drink fragrant 
nectar and sing Kurinji Panns. (2) 

iSlcrrcncn su^omiLi^, 0>u9n » 

m Guj or 

«"“• ^rrCuncb 

^ncr.0 ^juj^jen ^ajcinB^ 
otftrrshcncn Qa^Jj j* , ^ n 0«j. 
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The lord who, coming as a child, ace 
curds and stole my heart, resides in 
Kudalur where sly herons steal Kayal 
fish from the fields. (3) 

cjtt (£Igvjld i£,rr 

cjfO'TjfTGJT, eroding, Clu(rfjii3rT63T a^iiCunaj - 

G^rhgjj cjrr sj_ipGurr CArTCD£>u Currg,i sfljcm 
CAncvj - Arui_$ynCn. 

My lord and master came as a beautiful 
lad and took the Earth and all. He 
resides in Kudalur where bees take 
nectar from the coiffure of the dames 
tilling the land. (4) 

Q^frOTJTunr ufjGU, 0 >i_fT Cltfcirrirjj <^gotgd , 

<Q\ lD( d^ih iq.Acn a^rrCufTco - 

QJ 6OTi__ 6 \j < ^cdcuu.|Gtt CIagotcdl. ifilcrflg, 

Cl AncOT\_cO - Arn^cynCn. 

The lord worshipped by devotees, is 
manifest everywhere upto the sky, 
touching the Sun. He resides in Kudalur 
where Kendai-fish sparkle and dance 
seeing which the clouds mistake them 
for lightning and begin to roar! (5) 

ftAAOT Ccuore&l 5)<3>ITgjA) £>CT)<SUGUG3T 

£hJAA lD gJCDi Q>0) gjGDGOTGUn 21!irTGu(7ffu - 

CT&ACU JjjwVr lDGOTGV'ClDCU 

uipib effup -ArLL^nGn. 

Siva who destroyed the Daksha-sacrifice 
found a comforting superior in the lord; 
he resides in Kudalur where raw 
Mangos dropping from trees ripen in 
the cosy sand dunes of the river 
everywhere. (6) 

dbcm Ai Gyjiii, tDcncuu_|ib. gu^AjLO , 
^iq A£n ^ t_D0iii a^nCuiTOj 
*0Jb ■J'v.ctnn ^ipg\jcdgvjlj iSlsTrcDGn <^?iq a 
A,( ipcu|LD - Ar> t cyjiGa. 

The lord who took the dark ocean, 
l he mountains and all the worlds, 


resides in Kudalur where the sapling of 
the cool fragrant Mullai creeper climbs 
all over the hefty Kurundu tree. (7) 

agdcu cun up iSlGDOTnCu-irr^l ^sntOTiLiib 1 

LOCDCU GUfTlp CTfjjCDA, ID^CVJLD 2enrCufTG\J - 
^cdcu Afnp QA,rbJ^ejT Gi£>6ui§GjT[nj rif,r\A 
(£)GDCU £>rttp - An.t_^)JlGf]. 

The lord who resides in Tirunirmalai 
with deer-pairs resting in company has 
come to reside in Kudalur where 
coconut bunches hang low on trees, 
over leaves of the Betel creeper that 
surrounds it. (8) 

^ u 0(2> An<jcu ^i^CllkSst &_cncnih 
2-0ALJ M(£)2>£> CtJfTGU - 

<S^0(5j CD A CD A, LDCUQ, G AGOTCDl 
(5)0(5) CT63T, D) -<9«\l cynGa. 

With love for him rising in my 
heart, the lord has come to reside in 
Kudalur, where screwpine bursts into 
blossoms, and Kendai-fish live in fear 
taking them to be storks. (9) 

AfTc&lu Ou0<V,rr cugotgotot, a got got ot 
Cl£>dj)£>J ATL L_ £yj] dGlD GU , 

Ca rrcncru^ 45 lEI ip n g\j agG ujgtt Cl^nOTOT 
LjfisyifinuufiL, lj rrcu ld CunCiD. 

Those who can sing this garland ol 
sweet Tamil songs by Kaliyan, — on 
the dark w'ater*lily-hued Krishna w'ho 
resides in Kudalur, — will destroy 
Karmas. (10) 

5,3 On Tiruvellarai 
Venrima \ Malabari \ Tripnta 

GcuOTnSI iAniD{ig cjfh$ (ipOT in got lSI cn 
lOOTCJTcna AficO 

G A n n~) Casu 1 - 06tDrj Aipcu 

Gjait 

gucda ctota 0 jHlGai - 
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mcjriSlw iamb 0 ucucAgda 
Q lD6TT«j®SlcjT CufTgjj ^curra>$, 
Og)«T(T5Cu LDfT ldctctlo AiDip^ij cu^ . 

Cl6uSTT6TT67>fD r£lffjrrr)nCc3T ! 

O Lord residing in Tiruvellarai, where 
the breeze blows through the Mango 
orchards, over blossoming Jasmine 
and Mullai buds, wafting fragrance 
everywhere! Then in the yore, you 
wielded an axe and felled twentyone 
kings who ruled the Earth! Pray show 
me a way to attain your feet. (1) 

jfjfTGffTiDGnn) 0*05)5, 

LDOirr ^iLirp^ 

T Uffl (IpAlflfTUJ 

^cy^Q*fTCTTCcu2,2JHucTcim)j ggerxu uiuth^ci/- 
Cot! ctota(£> ^(»)«nL|iOCui - 
ft_ujrrOA itctt iDn^cfilu CunQfi) 0 © «_CufTffSluj 
ti^uSlc^cvinoj 

^ftcmacrcucumh Gum£l«o £)(&) - 

QcuffncTTcnnD (©cyrrortCcin! 

O Lord residing in Tiruvellarai, where 
Madavi bowers grow tall with flowers 
whose fragrance is carried by the breeze 
through the streets in all directions! 
Then in the yore, you came ns a horse* 
face Hayagriva and gave to that flower- 
born Brahma the Vedic chants he had 
lost to the Asuras! Pray grace me. (2) 

OsiJUJ UJtfJT ^LD . SL_ C»J C7l£ t.L.OT 

*b©Sljb2,ClJG3T 

ft- 7.1^ 6lctTCiifTA 

€tn<9>u5)c0 C—<*£)rru u«dl cimujAfiiS'Li- 

Cot! crrc«?A{Aj - 

cntnuSlcrr c^rjffcu ( ih u , cliotjt 

fb <— {bfy i_ A A iD Ou (hi A cn 
QgiUJCU 2)*Q|lb CVj«UAJ«^CP . 

Q Cu ch cn cn rj5 /j^canfr) nCcnr’ 

O Lord residing in Tiruvellarai, where 
schools of dark Varal-fish swim in 
lakes, where lotus flowers spread a 
divine fragrance! Then in the yore you 


came with sharp claws and tore the 
entrails of the tryrant who persecuted 
the seven worlds. Pray grace me!(3) 

cufuhurf) 2 _a, iaototit fcib « i/Jirr Qo&t 
gDftjnAilp c^erfl&g,, 

^fT CiufT^fTjUu! 

Arr<2>cncu ^(f^CTT CTOTTA^) 
LDnibClumpcu ^crflr Cah^lli ldiA 
cunuj c^gjj g>|CVffUL| CTUJA,, 

^LDijcvjf^j a<2!^2j C&ot £|Arr $(*> * 

Q cuCTrCTTCj>/T) t 'otitjjtCgjt! 

O Lord residing in Tiruvellarai, where 
cockoos peck on tender Mango leaves 
then rid the astringency by drinking the 
nectar of Jackfruit! O Lord of 
Venkatam with Bamboo groves! Then 
in the yore you killed horses and 
warrior-kings and gave the kingdom to 
the five Pandavas. Pray grace me! (d) 

l£>fT63T CcxjCU IT AOTfl LDl. ClJfJCVl LD6OT 

(lp2)l£fTLJ uquiSlcU 

ejana ah,A, ggujbfc* 0 " 

Ccn! <ncjTA^ ^(njCtTqrflGuu- 

An«T lilrt ypfiuCJDCVJ a ACtTHpA 4 Gjrf)l t 

(ip!T)jcnjAJ Q\s ujjgjj <$<cu *£!«%>, 
C^csfldrr Curtuj i£>cua $(*)- 

ClciichcnCDO jpGST/nnCc^! 

O Lord residing in Tiruvellarai, where 
the forest Mullai creeper grows upto 
the tip of the sugarcane, the flowers 
with pleasing smiles pour nectar into 
the mouths of bees! Then in the yore, 
you came as a boar and lifted the 
lamenting Dame Earth from the deluge 
waters! Pray grace me! (5) 

ClufTfb,^ £cn a^qiTACTl crjp, 

^(tp^cy>G5TA jnOT. 

^ CJn,D 4 &Auj '3*$\ J0«| 
,3mepil>c»>uj ^(Ojch, ercaiA^A) 
Clj€5nt_CujfT0 ediquj U>£]Ar|U> 
ra&uifiuirft (Ajipcv aiCJn^curTOT, 
£Wch C^ml, Qachcrfl u>ir Ll h Qefr'p 

£><$ • 

W < aj *«n«r>iD $riTn)nCCTi! 
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O Lord residing in Tiruvellarai, where 
lover-bees in the coiffure of dames fall 
out on each other and fly away in a 
huff to their hives on top of mansions 
that touch the moon! In the yore 
you came as a turtle and gave ambrosia 
to the gods, that they may live 
and worship you. Pray grace me with 
service to you! (6) 

^ 14 

fTcvcumi) 

CffiifQj Ccujjjj r. * 

Cot! CTcaiA(2) ^(^fc'nLjfflCuj 
ipp<^j ^g'cv Gfl»TiPuj iprjA^bu urr^Kr>u^> 
^nioernj 

Gg^pcO g*v ^a># (iprycu £0 

O Lord residing in Tiruvellarai, where 
bumble bees drink the nectar from 
lotuses blossoming in the green lakes of 
unfading emerald hue, then sit and sing 
sweetly. Then in the yore you came as a 
bow-wielder and felled the ten heads of 
the demon-king. Pray grace me! (7) 

•p<!» tfTjp II. It- 

i£U, 

rS>*C5TCTaij M •< 1 . <a^O> lPCDJP I JU_H3£vGi; - 

Gstf! ^(^cn^tflGuj 

. 1 : ^ iy.rrie«r 

<rr ssTw?*, -• - ' ,/v ./ • ► * 

(ifiJO) > ", - 

- 1 (?l. «.TT Tj 4 I • -• S»' 

O Lord residing in Tiruvellarai, amid 
screw pine-lined Helds and Mango 
orchards where bees hum “Tena Ten.t" 
•ind bumble-bees smg songs over the 
drone! In the vore when the seven 
worlds were enveloped t he darkness 
°f ignorance, vou came as a swan 
worshipped b\ the celestials, and created 
the precious Vedas. Prav grace tne!(8) 


IDITSUCiSt GsjlCrtcfMcu 

(tp ctncr3TLi|Ln 

urrrii^lcjTiTcu Odsrr<TTjTL_ ljdip! twicer 

UCrafllT)g,| <TT(|£ - 

Gcudfr vTGJT0,0 ^(O^GT7L|fflGtJ I - 

lSlC0OTiq.uSlC3T Q^FlP IDCO" C 71 / 1 I OiCTOtQ 
UDH CJ&Q) 

i$li> |£)uS)CO l£llp;i^^JLb UL-UOlufl) $0- 

dlcuiir otgpjp ipcfr/D frGcar! 

O Lord residing in Tiruvellarai, where bees 
hover on the red blossoms of the Asoka 
tree, and cuckoos go over to the mango 
tree to sing sweetly! Then in the yore 
you went to Mabali’s sacrifice and took 
the whole Universe in tw'o strides! Pray 
grace me that I may worship you. (9) 

iD0* .:_*unii> incrjfl ipftu^i^crr ^j) .£10- 
QcucTTcncyin} Cumu 

eSM0£G3uh l_|CD0 U.jLD $0 E_0GUC!DCT> , 

S_CUfTcfi1uJ GtfUCVJ tfUCOfflJCJfT AG\Sl - 
CUnrij gggocwrQvij 

CT0,/FliU «9C3T2J| CJ£i£ GUtfUCUfTli @CPlD- 

Gu.jnnA(^h ..inn.* < 34,^11 li. 1 *Gen. 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs by 
sharp spear-wielding Kalikanri on the 
lord of the tall-mansioned Tiruvellarai, 
the first-cause lord, ambrosia, dark 
radiant beautiful form, — those who can 
master it will live as King of gods. (10) 

5.4 On Tiru-Arangam (1) 
Undim el Bbairavi | Misra Chit pit 
:£L_g.£lJGinfc\j rhfK^ipACP^i'i 1 .,nu 

*>_ I? 10 jwn vi - cai . 

CTrjKfc-O'ft •jlcii&u.ftCT, ;fxjc.ntn<*inniT<>,v^ 

*■>* <P -ToilTt IrtyM 

,«s9ilit i,i *.* •},,**.ii> \ ^CTrcv' 

* 

; . 1 I * 9i -X* «1'(i «i' v <S,^p 
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Oh, they say the Southern Arangam, I 
—surrounded by sunset-hued golden i 
fields and swiftly-flowing Kaveri 1 
waters that heap Sandalwood and 
gems, — is the abode of the lord who 
created the creator on his navel, the 
lord who swallowed the worlds, the 
lord who is the patriarch of gods, the 
lord who is my tutelar deity. (1) 

encutuib &_cnt0 

iMxrfl (ipuj. 

cdu Q&rrcTT luu9gyiix> 
dsjruoncvj- 

cngiiuej ^bffucwnn U3iTGncumLD, 

<^cun gji_ {ipcnexjd 
Q^iijuj '►" r b&)»b thtufoty 

<5# rjfhJ(5,CiD. 

Oh, they say the Southern Arangam, 
—surrounded by swiftly flowing 
waters that carry the flowers from the 
coiffure and red Sandal from the 
breasts of beautiful dames, — is the 
abode of the wonder-lord who 
swallowed the Universe and lay on a 
fig leaf, the lord who wears a tall crown 
and reclines on a hooded serpent. (2) 

cii iSTigij ujih ^cnuunssT, Cl<5 ot 17^3 
uincuoSl ctiauSWj ifcn 
Q^ncrart cSnjfla ft 1 (^<T)GnOT 

ct dri_ii]ncvj - 


cSiancngjib Ocuib Gunn Gfilff)co 

tb&h unupUL- 

GUGDcngjg, cuGvj gSIcu g,i-(h<zr>a> S* ^ 

ena, LLicrGnctfr in^UL^ib, e-*-" 1 & 1 
Cl^rGTOTrrfrjg!] 2_fb$ ( * ' " 
£l<ST>CnA(tf)lb GflC'JGUU H63TCVJ Arvi9' 11 

Oh, they say the Southern Arangam, ~ 
-surrounded by waters that wash a 
wealth of elephant-tusks and fragrant 
Agil wood, — is the abode of the lord 
who wielded his heavy bow and 
destroyed the city of the Rakshasas. (**) 

cmiiLj 2 _curnr> iD«wrCt_n< 2 )ffl 

a,n^cudrr curre^ 
g>GjT«nn©j ypc5fltb5> ^ipftcnfr 

(TrdnutJ^^ 

a_d)un Gdhn^iub s^cu^ cutbg>'> 

CTOTSUq- GUGreirii^ii) Jb 60 
Ctalb QujrTOT U>$ctt ^Lpfbgi* <^iP® 

gHjt Ciffjdn ni£>- 

I Oh, they say the Southern Arangam* 
—surrounded by golden walls, where 
Indra the king of gods leads the 
celestials in offering worship, — is the 
abode of the beautiful lord who rained 
arrows and despatched beautiful 
Mandodari’s husband to heaven. (5) 


OlGffJTfsl uDgrt Curm u|6nCu <*u<b£h) 

4‘iP ArrdilrO, I 

jj r^rr^iii) Qunt£leb, 

Qgjijsi ^tjibi^Gin. 

Oh, they say the Southern Arangam, 
—surrounded by waters that flow 
through beautiful groves wafting their 
fragrance everywhere, buzzing with 
bees that drink nectar and smg, — is 
the abode of the discus-wielding lord 
who came as a manikin to Mabali’s 
sacrifice and took the Earth as a gift 
from him. (3) 


flMancvj gush Cuu> 

■ fi&GTT, 2>ntu etc* 1 
(iponcv; Qa,tT0a>^,rTCTT, £>_uSltt p_C83T» 6W^’ 
Glimjp ^Jl.lb CTGJTU«J nc ^ 
gt 0g>g, AftoSltj Qt in ( ^9yp| ,'y] 

GUjibgj] (^pG51 

of.y/v*>ii» 4 cr. /^fTOTlrVl 
Q5,G5T 

Oh, they say the Southern Arangam, 
—surrounded by the swift waters of 
the Kaveri that flows through banana 
plantations and carries away the fruit 
| in its laps, — is the abode of the lord 
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^ho took the life of the ogress who 
came disguised as a beautiful nurse 
J nd gave the child suck from her 
poisoned breast. (6) 

*»(♦? uiflucu(ff,ib F 

<7AL i A H CU 

QcuciriT) £h l n ^ipujfTfaijr cuntp 

GT<J5Tu0rri?u - 

• Csn iDntfflcyia. 

i iT.Aa^ir, iDGPpOajnrr 
rTGu CGlJGTTfa'filiJ L]ffTiA^lil lb 

Clj&GJT ^ IJfhJftCtD. 

°h, they say the Southern Arangam, 
—surrounded by mansions that touch 
the clouds, where the fragrance of Agil 
s moke and the fire altar of Vedic seers 
fills the sky, — is the abode oi the 
discus-wielding lord who destroyed 
Kamsa, the rough wrestlers, and the 
bedevilled can with his foot. (7) 

cjcjiii), *£dr t gS^fe'iriiflGujn(0 ' o' <fl fpi 

Vii b <£, - fti^eucuGn . 

CTfajn irjrrcvj 

' ,in v‘jiLD IDSSSTGSJjllil (5)CT>0U-1U 

rrcjsTiq 1 r^cu 

< * . . . • i i 

-Agqjlo un^itD 

~ q & ft C m. 

Oh. they say the Southern Arangam, 
—filled with milk-and-honey-sweet 
devotoes from all over the Earth and 
Sky who throng to offer worship, — 
ls the abode of the lord of the Earth 
'vho came as a boar, a fish, a man* 
bon, a manikin and as himself. (8) 

- ^ ij 1 G37 1 CTfiiTjQjih. tiSlfti'- • .. C *u n. ►**» 

On .Attain main .^uj 

1 ' n U , v*rNu QK.enftumcgT J*^i tb 

i j n it w - 

''■h'jSI.. iji ftnCTnnfh^u 

c au n 4_|C3 tgu ftn^rfl 

"^) UI Ilihg^ airr .ji^kb it*," 

*.'*.A»**- 


Oh, they say the Southern Arangam, 
—surrounded by the swirling waters 
of Kaveri that wash pearls and gems 
against the golden walls of the temple, 

— is the abode of the lord afar, the 

lord over all, residing in every pore, a 
wonder which no one will ever 
understand. (9) 

^CUG\9 lOrt^fT ^10)010 LOfTITGUGST 

s, ft 

ftCu©9c3T mcaiCjpj tn$<m mr&icnftujn Cftmar. 

ft©S)ftG3Tff>l Cl^ncu 

(b<ru &'cna iDnc3TQ.)ftcri fcncu ^ncOTT0ui 

2_l GT< 

GucucviGun g,nio s?_c\j tft) iSIcSt. 

sundfT *2 _g\j^ ^cnciiCa. 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs is 
on the lord ot Arangam with lotus- 
lady Lakshmi on the his chest, by the 
strong walled Mangai King Kalikanri, 

— those who master it will rule the 
Earth, then rule the sky as well.(10) 

5.5 On Tiruvarangam (2) 

(A mother's lam cm) 

Veruvaclal | Temmangu 

• fcU(rK6ufTftntrn inn . , • , Coj^jftuGtc 1 

Ccuftjfti Cid! citPJT^cyijDncTrncu; 

iD^iij6uncn(T6u iiiffli fTdftn{,\jj fiijncn A 

gjjuSlcu ujiDjb^fTcii •,) Uftncjan cu 

2.. (fTjSYi fTCTlfcil , «jrr<T3TQin ft lb ^uSlnfTCTTfiil . 

^paSl jMPfl £nu GViencmi) Ow 
^lifKi^jncncai mcai lOASrv.TT* Q^iiiftcyiftim 
infhjnu«i ld f^rrein ‘Tfb^ftCftCcsT? 

“Venkatam, O! Venkatam OI" 

Mv daughter brazenly 
prates all day long. 

No mot e she’s on my lap 
and her long eyes have lost 
iheir sleep as well. 
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“Bees-humming hue-of-cloud 
lord of celestials, 

their life and breath”, 
Lord of Sri, how can I 
accept what he did to 
my daughter frail! 


—^ *****©*, 

A ** ^ C "" - "* 0*-hC** 

c^^cuih- 

Oiowi-iiCnjn? crsirgjui Cliflwuj 
mmamt ^ 

U " I " U>,U ’ ^9 CW®la 
OTCUUJ " cn * ci«u MMi 

She has lost her bangles 
and her golden belt, now 
what I shall do? 

“O Buyer, do you or 

00 t you want this slave?” she 

openly says. 

T 'Tumeyy am>Lordofthe 

celestials piercing seven 

trees in a row 
Bow-wielder, how can I 
accept what he did to 
my daughter frail! ( 2 


p cuoncni^ib Gair^Lb; 

Ih5iJ2j gijpcroj ^oj^acuIcct 
Cudfl o^nor^AfTaT ftrisAnflc 
idctjottuSIcu auSln 
° fbuj fb5>{b«3i 

Qaii,fi>ena,ch > 

^ibiac^curiBA! ^rf^iCcoCcar. 

See, her fawn-like sharp eyes 
are in tears, her bangles 
do not remain. 

All night long she talks of 
cool nectared Basil and 
loses her sleep. 


Forester, stealing the 
curds and Ghee from the closed 
houses of maids, 

Nanda s son, how can I 
accept what he did to 
my daughter frail! (3) 

jbi.u.cuma* Ca^ncr: ft d, ^>0 

^cncmuiirth; q,_ Qid4i 

atT *& a<«lrflujnc?f; fimi GU^J^'TcSt 

Guiijmnuj (ipcnftj s_cwrQ f gj* *_«*■- 

^ U (*b CUuS/blDCST, Gu^flcO, 

LOfTLDtTujsji <1* ^mcre Qoih&cv**'. 
‘a^CT>*t$f { l! LD^ff^CcjCcT. 

She does not heed my words 
nor talks to her girl-friend 
nor Sandals her 
Risen breast, only asks 
“Where is my lord’s abode, 
Tiruvarangam?". 

Sucker of ogress breast, 

Swallower of all the 
world in a gulp, 

Wonder lord, how can I 
accept what he did to 

my daughter frail! (4) 

^wsrcip^cuGir)^ ; Qua(*> 

AluSVj AtfiV 

anu> y,w>su CucOTnch; 

£c»>Ai»«iAii cti^Ca? sreignux) 

tbndiifleuunOT Snuj<se i, ^ . , J(>) 

^LJurr^ cucnirgjg, ,^61 

^(OCa.Co.. 

She does not deck her breast 
nor line her warring f»h- 

cy« nor play dolls; 

Haltingly only asks, 

“Where is my lord’s abode, 
Tiruvarangam?". 
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Lord of the lotus-dame, — 
we all know how you grew 
up in Gokul, — 

Male cowherd, how can I 
accept what he did to 

my daughter frail! (5) 

<£* 4^1 cinsmoncmcu a^nCam? 

Oct 067^0*7) ^CTTniTj^rrcn 
Cf entry r> cr>fT<g>^£U , old 
(^)tfurj< 5 ,ib ocrrgyLD i^CldcO 
‘ 0n (b». <5>i,CTTC3T, 

iDarc3Trr^,(2) (jpdraub 'TUdfr© 

gj/TgincTTcar ctc&t Cl Blii^cn^hen 

Of^i(Tucyiib rjj trcsr Q^fTCUgyGAGoT'? 

Waiting for his Tulasi 
garland with pollen she 
wilts away, see! 

Say something to her she 
only sighs, and says, “My 
lord in Arangam!". 

Spouse of the lotus-dame, 

Pandava’s harbinger 
dancer of pots, 

Madhusuda, — how can I 
accept what he did to 

my daughter frail! ( 6 ) 

**> IT rt,**i Y /.n,tn < (g<,-YTr^j ClAfTTbJCnA GUGOTtfraui) Csuipj 
c^iiSlajTGuniTjj (pcni uajirrcn: tTs^iojOuvi 

Gnijncncfr Gun ^cucurrcu, Gusnc*; 

CIucxjt ClunjCfTiciT crdn ClaujC^cn n-jncffi? 
ffinn ^(ttcyt. $>crr fb<^5> ^orrcrfi. 

*nw>»ci» odn LD^iC3ncTT<? Q^iLdJjcaiAcii 
or^jr*iicane f^rrcor? Qflui |C<5 iGqt9 

She doesn’t notice that 

her corset breasts have lost 
their red colour. 

If she speaks, ii's only 
names of the lord, such is 
my daughter's plight. 


Tulasi-wreath Kudandai-lord 
who drove the chariot 
for the five kings, — 

O Ladies, how can I 
accept what he did to 

my daughter frail! (7) 

2 _rr)Ci| <*t&jU> ££*©>€*» cncynT^j ci«rtrgj Cpn^lujfTgij 

u^jii cr-ff-tb cZUjuSlnjfDneu; 

LDfTjCUftGg] CTuClurT(lggj]Lb, LD n LU CU G CTf! 

lo it ^ eru 0 cut ! eicsT^CffT^pnaTfrcO 
GunncTT©!, Clutann ^^cnffjr, 
inOT3T ALGtrdn, GfilGaaiCcinnmT 

^ rrj <aj ncncjr err err LDacncnfl C1<9 ili5jGjt<3iCtt 
^LDLDC y>C3TlJ?n! ^(fjl^CcuCcjT. 

“She has no filial bonds*, 
thus and thus ever} 7 one 
keeps blaming her. 

Constantly all the time, 
she calls out “Madava!”, 

“Wonder lord!", “Boar!", 

“Birthless lord!", “Thousand-named!*, 
“Sri Devi’s, Bhu Devi’s, 
lord of the skies!". 

“O Ladies, — how can 1 
accept what he did to 

my daughter frail! ( 8 ) 

LhisG^rtQ i LD/fKCurr^Tr; cmufbjdftcrfliijib 

t ».icv jlJSITl . i_ r»cn; Ljncmcu CuCTUmcn; 

Qifi^nOcnrrfT, flfVAvjT cvngfTGoTrr? 

CTC3Tfr^j ctotG^n ffjjcmGni^ub C<!?fT ( 

5(£)G5)nff,CTT, 'oiLicrriPujcjr, wjj, 0>ipvu 

sHjbC^a! oin>^i, ocjt LD^cmcn# lalffiu^C3T*cn. 
ibtDcmctniiin! 

No more she plays with her 
bat and ball, dolls and her 
pretty parrot. 

“Srirangam lord. — is he 

now coming, not coming?”,— 
bangles falling. 
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“Chandogya-Taitiriya 
Kousitaki, Fire-altar 
Sama-Ved, O! 

Vedic Lord!”, — how can I 
accept what he did to 

my daughter frail! ( 9 ) 

Cacu a« uuj& 

^lDLDfTff^C3T<ff / l 5>cr.s0tfu.*e 
IDCUfJA ACTJT ixil_cuncrr *£> c^L^IcnsUg) 
gjitiij OiDm^ljbg) <$<£>GncsT Crjiijarr 
arrGu GqjCu ugancucjr, «»s>Sl«»c&Tr§l 
GpoSl l£i fieri cj 0i£)£)j cuflucurm 
LnrrqnGu Can QguCJet (<9j gth_ a 

tDdTCuTGU n , 

Clunod 2_cw»lc0 ciirnjpciiiT a^Cld. 

This garland of Tamil songs by 
Parakalan Kalikann recalls the wail of 
the mother whose dark eyed daughter 
lost her thoughts to the lord of 
Arangam surrounded by Sel-fish 
jumping fields. Those who master it 
will rule the sky as kings under a white 
canopy of pearls. ( 10 ) 

5.6 On Tiruvarangam (3) 
Kaimana \ Sahana | Khanda Chapa 

SuiAlb ifirrcffT tinj) Adfljponrr), ftLCu 

iDncrn ld fj a A <2)*^ A, i06<nfr) 2__crirj'AA 

<nixdnnGjn^»T f cicnd*^ crcjTj^jtb ^‘cafluirrcncn 
ucjil 

^ibtnrTGancsT ujncjr - ,^w/| 

U&G5T 

The elephant cub, that black gem who 
reclines in the ocean, the dark emerald, 
the Vedic lord, my master, my always- 
sweet-to-me-lord, the lord who stopped a 
hailstorm, — I have seen him in Southern 
Arangam amid cool waters. ( 1 ) 


GufjfrcnOTT, ctu> Cl unions* 1551 -• 

aaigncDcrr, Arjibugp/rrr 5L_c>^uo«y>cr. 

AfTH ^rr Ai_Gj CJ^UD, U>GT>6\J <SJlJp 

@sij 2_CO(£j 6JLD £i_<a^(5 
A®f3Tu (pi 
Cl^jCST «£jl 

The lord of Tiruppcr, the lord of 
Ttrukkurungudi, the resident of 
Tiruttankal, the perfect one of 
Karambanur, the lord who ate the 
seven oceans, the seven mountains, 
the seven continents and all else, — 1 
have seen him in Southern Arangam 
amid cool waters. ( 2 ) 

«7s*t ^£\ a_cu^ 

Jj Clu(fTj c£l a tij >_ *b 
Ou(ffjtOncr>ciT; ^iq Lurrrr 

Ujcrngjgjj 

-»£>cir c 5 h^>I , <94 (ipfr *5-y£<A : 

LO^lpJbglJ Cp)(^) AHCU 
«^b«T ^CT(TeD63TA - 

The lord who came as a boar and took 
the Earth and sky as his, the lord who is 
ways sweet-as-ambrosia to his devotees, 
t e lord who grazed cows heartily in 
t te yore, I have seen him in Southern 
Arangam amid cool waters. ( 3 ) 

2 - (rtyC&lcll a&>L LD 

ihGnh *>& 2-^la ©-^A&AOjcnar, ^rflujngu 

^<^01 ^fJcrafluj^cnu 
iSIcnrb^cvcnoT. Glj^ rrn ^ 

«L# LJflfST^l CJ.(rKfbrTtfT1 

^cnrb^jcr,^ uin ^ acct, ^ ^ 

The lord who reclines in the ocean, 
t e ord who smote a bedevilled cart to 
^rnnhers, the one * ho tore Hiranya's 
chest, the one who came as a manikin. 
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then grew and took the Earth, 

I have seen him in Southern Arangam 
amid cool waters. W 

c^i.LpGO «54,UJ. Qjb0 ( 0 Cu6 ' ,T 

^'oTfDncnOT; <^3**®* 

sss.fl ^^pcvjfTCvj 2 _omL_fTGn«n, Afifcn.nff 

iS1«?T ihficnrrrTCin; 

ClJlT ,-^jLpCVJ J 

LDffiD^Gujn-n i ofb$ , }fb&G tr 
^ Lp G\J fTCVJ 5> CtTTTl fTCDG3T0i «5i GtfSTL_ <j£>] 

The lord who is manifest as water, fire 
and the wide sky, — then in the yore, he 
burnt the citv of Lanka to dust with his 
fire spitting arrows, — the lord whom 
the sacrificial fires attain, the lord who 
grants heaven, — I have seen him in 
Southern Arangam amid cool waters. (5) 

3>li> 4>lGP£»cr>2>& 2>dj)rT£>g)j < ^«M>L_rb<9 5 frrT 

3,0. gtifiujiTgij 

ft(CTK 0 «D£JT< 9 > O^rTGJT'Ti], St&Q' £_Cu«9>ib 
g> gb t j * &,ft)u3>£bGn&i ■ 

Clftuj) Sczifrg, Q/j>rr(^fV, OgjTi^Gcvj^G^ 

cKlens g> ^rKcnt-u )36fj\{b4) 

r*MO> ^lcn0U l_|CTT LLI fTCIT 

The lord who is attained through the 
arduous path of giving up anger, the lord 
who killed Kamsa, die lord who swallowed 
and brought forth the world, the 
wishing-tree, the Garuda-rider who put 
to flight the swift runner Siva of terrible 
deeds, — I have seen him in Southern 
Arangam amid cool waters. (6) 

^’fb&CDGJTSTJuj, ^l^uDn^ncvi, 

iSl ffl uj ng,| 

trrcngj 

GUI iDG3->GUG?niJJ. CUOTJtGI <5U,^ 

_J->CT77 3 G<9jfTG*lCU 

£-CU(<5) ^|GTTLJt-jff<?r <&*** <0lQ fr<3 5^) 
<^5>3)OT3TcnOTT ujncarj derail 

Og.<T5i oni,9>2>C<2). 


The source of thought, the path of 
penance, the lord of Sri, the resident of 
Northern Venkatam hills, the stealer 
of my heart-space, the Earth-straddling 
Vedic student, the lord of bee-humming 
fragrant groved Tirukkovalur, — 
I have seen him in Southern Arangam 
amid cool waters. (7) 

gjlGUfflaSi 2_C*>»_tUSUrrA(£)Lh , g^djCDLD 

g^Qjoona 5LD633raa,(2)LD, 
<^^(2) <^0gtt ,@€vj<wn 
^^(mncrxsn; g,OTT 

<nLDnr*L-(a)Lb, <^tq Gujit)0u> , CTajuOfttrj^ifl , 
^TLT) ^£DcjT<s>(0)ii>, 

^ ID f] rr«5j (2) ^ J! IT 6-3T fT 6<D n 3i <5> C3iTF i_. <2jj _ 

The lord of grace who has no grace for 
russet-cloth-Bauddhas and fowl smelling- 
Sramanas, the master of Adiycn, — this 
lowly self, — the lord of my father, 
my mother, my relatives, and gods, — 
I have seen him in Southern Arangam 
amid cool waters. (8) 

0 U fTUJ GUG3Tr£33Tli LD ^ <Sh ft) , L-| GV.U^fl 

Cljcu tfiGugjgji. 

CIjDil.' eiiGa'siGjraiii) $GP<nP»Vv£*€U •?/*»{£) Gmajj) 

CD ID GUC^nCTOlLD, (ip^GuCi IHGVJ ^-&ljp 

suGtfincstrrLb, 

jumGK GlJG3JTGa"5T GUO^oTtTXJTty)G31 iLinijjn 
AGOTH JitOm 

The real lord who rids me ol my 
falsities, controls my senses and resides 
as a prince in my heart, shining like a 
dark rain cloud, is a gem ot radiant 
black hue, dark as the green emerald, 
-- I have seen him in Southern 
Arangam amid cool waters. (9) 
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S\ ^miDncnGST* 

AITLD(fTj 5>oSl^^ITJ^l S£i©SiQ € UJg, IDG& 

|*^ Cart 

trjtT iD0«^.j a>i5li£ inncDGo jbircj J§)ijc&rCL»lt0 
^ijOTirTL^sncsTujih 
glfTlQ vfi 0 sfi 1 £U£UGUfTrrGlDG\J angn S,iS\cf>GP 

g>nCin. 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs is 
on the lord who protected the cows, 
the lord of beautiful Arangam, sung 
by the adorable Kalikanri, poet of 
lasting fame. Those who master it will 
be saved from evil Karmas. (10) 

5.7 On Tiruvarangam (4) 

Pandai Nanmarai \ Bouli ( Adi 

uGMTonu fbnsSTiDQDrrjimb, CcuGTraftiL|iti, G^Gncfru 

QuiT0(CTf,i£i f 

iS.cwtLdk^uj tifgMfcQpdR ^osTgyua, 

Clu 0 ^j 1 uj mcnQ«un 0 j£Jc\j®j 3 ii f 
OfttTs#jii_co a»t_cu Gj^ih, 

C7^ ujfT efilaibqib 

^<bT3ti_( ipvh c^ijUj f9«m> oib Qu(«jUims8T - 

IDIT f^An 

The timeless Vedas, the Sacrifices, the 
Prasnas, the Vyakaranas, their 
meanings, — the cause of all these, the 
sacred fire-altar, the holy waters of 
rivers, the Earth, the clouds, the wind, 
the seven oceans, the seven mountain 
ranges, the sky, the Universe, — the 
lord stands as all these, and as the 
resident of Arangama-Nagar. ( 1 ) 

A-.Oijgjt, i9qiDG3n,n0G5T drrctnnrji .. ...*«<$» 
C1CCT \ o 4 Lieu |0>«R?iihiftCcrr .fj.-jfir,, 
rt)£j< 3 n£>u-iib, §>nLL|uD | 

<5*0<Dnptb -ST.rbc 6 * d«A.«giTvj 

ufbO>(Lpib, ujb&iL ^nrytJu^ <g,r, ub^rbgjih. 
.jncitcnuiLLiiij ijw a. ,1*51 cubcurnh 

.. ^.ii Citb Cu^iLnon - 
* ' '* L> n ' ^H'J'jn(T J ^,rCCTP. 


He is worshipped by India, Brahma. 

Siva and the other gods. He is mother, 
father, children, relatives, — l ^ € 
attachment over all these, and the 
medicine to rid these attachments 
too. He is the end and the means, 
and the life. He is the resident ot 
Arangama-Nagar. (2) 

IG«5T«51, inn r^GVJlpu), iflCfiCUAlCftlb, 

CurT63T(ipih , ftnG3T61jn 2_©J0 lL 
giicn^i inn g<0Gin <z^uj , g,i g\j r*ij 0 

^i^noj^y^cv fb^ciTUicnfiQA^ct^ih 
iSldtr^iib QjfT63Tffurra,0Lb (ipcijfiajrr&^ib rjjiw^fh 

iSljDibi(£3 g0cn fljrjib C1 &l_, 

Liu.ii£5>n6Tn 

c^tf n jjs> id n jfc^rr ,^UjiVjEj2>nGc3T. 

When the wide Earth, the mountains* 
the oceans, and the sky, fell to the 
world of Asuras, and the four Vedas 
were engulfed in darkness, the lord 
appeared as a swan and brightened the 
world, revealing to the gods and seers 
the Vedas once again. He is the 
resident of Arangama-Nagar. (3) 

{$€in0ib 6^<rrTfTy, u>£i£j r*>;<*-, 
mn/*coinib cruft , 

'* JlT fitV* QuOTGlilb u*0 , T0 ,J*«U3>- 

u 0 jE Ct 2 0 ui_ ij , 

Cfflij ^10 6ft/MbL|lb. $ib , {H 
^4ffu(njiij ojnib 

4>v5-rrc5n 

**** .nr. ^uDAifcarr Car. 

Rolling the big serpent Vasuki over 
the big mountain Mandara, the lord 
churned the ocean with a thousand 
arms. The ocean opened its mouth and 
roared, the waves splashed skv-high. 
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The heavens, the Sun, the Moon, the 
gods and the celestials, all witnesse d 
the wonder spell-bound. He is the 
1‘esidem of Arangama-Nagar. (4) 

CTf ^rhj^£5T LLJG^JfT, < 2 >rTGJTGUJT fblcncym^PCU? 

@Q«raftujfe'ST gcy,«T)T 

*P)0$ Ounwntfhna* iSWn^gj 

Clurrip a 0ix> 

^cisT crjirrerr GTu^fOrrj t^ri QGutrrrctfl 
Lnn d^GVJfbiA^O 

6&GyjT AC3TGU 

cj>A* c^rfl !?_(*> ^arntsT - 
*^40>blA iDfT hAit ^tLDfT^^rrCGTT. 

The rad iant ornamented chest of 
Hiranva with hot blood spilling out 
ev erywhere looked like a golden 
fountain with red streams, as the 
fierce red eyed man-lion stalked in like 
a s dver mountain and slew the demon. 
The Asuras thought, “How can we 
escape!”. Thus did the lord come as 
^Hrasimha. He is the resident of 
Arangama-Nagar. (5) 


.^jsarjpii 

>*' t |5T>r7 (P*f, i^lr.cit C&rTcn 

* cvi n^ru 

,Ej ©^ ,-njAGL . 

^ nil r rr, 

, I.i 


•K if,fr ; r &n ^lonr^^rrOi^T. 

|fi e warrior king Kantavirya 
f r i un -i, with arms like a thousand 
P^ks, fell io the sharp axe of the lord 
Jr asurama: his thousand arms were 
,U1 d he went skyward. The lord 
, en ' praised by the celestials with the 
; ani o| a thousand names, went to 
ls ahuj t . j n \fjjk Ocean, to recline 
”* s ihousand-ht)odeJ snake. He is 
le Hvsident oi l Aranganu-Nagar.(6) 


Affl ^ipc0 agjA cunuJ5> 

OAfT^cninuSlcsT &0 «£lcr*<5 
(mrflcSy^g!] ^cvjni^ Lfrsnft (ipiq QumqQ^ojg^ 
{^cu^jGtnej ufTi^u0i'j» ifb it )gy cTGOTTGrafi, 
Gb(fl cftjCTtfinuj, ^0 Jflib gtffJIbgj, 

idi$ al cv» Clrr>r§lui_, mcncuiufTcO, 

LicnjflQ Oj fro7T0 ^cneo ai_c\j 
^^uij^nccrT * 
lo f 7 rti£f»n ^iDfr^^frCcrr. 

The wicked looking Rakshasa, unexcelled 
in his tyranny, separated the curl-tressed 
coral-lipped lady Sita from her lord. 
With the intent of destroying Lanka 
the lord subdued the ocean with this 
terrible bow and built a bridge over it with 
rocks. He entered the city with an army 
of monkeys and felled the ten crowned 
heads of the mighty Ravana. He is the 
resident of Arangama-Nagar. (7) 

.r»S UJ * & *^ UJ ' <S£>(r*>0»rTcu 

2_£TU_UJ CgjfT (TJO^GU CTT 2_ GVJ<£1 g\J 

infrefc lu^csn^r^^iujrrClftQpjgii.^curticriA 
.DGUf^j A, <$«0 5Uib SjiiJJBgiJi 

i ifTi^lujniu 

i Gal Li u4>Cai« 

^J^ujrrcu, K» UJ 

LDflnj5ft5)ITGJT - 
tflfT (tsait ^uDan^^nCoT. 

The lord of discus is the indweller of the 
single-wheel-chariot Sun-god and 
receiver of the offerings made at the fire 
altar. He wielded his discus to save the 
elephant in distress. He rained fire-aiTows 
over Lanka city. He favoured the 
righteous Arjuna in the great Bharata 
war by masking the Sun with his discus, 
making day appear like night. He is 
the resident ot Arangama-Nagar. (8) 

iuS«Jinn e«!CTOT uSlutiCincn . 

. i6lipfji.fi) 

■i ^uiOt ^u<. .nacx. .Avi*. ^i,co 

6i rcTrnfy, ^ i, 


k 
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Cffujc, ayll, ^ssilujCT ^ 

n • . _ CTG3T 

****** Qqi* &tt .rr 

<^UJC3T c^OJ, (^QTfr,^ £ cjT^ 

_ . ^0 §>Snc3T - 

LDrr 5> ft rr ^fr^nCcsr. 

He is the child who sucked the ogress’ 

mountain to protect the cows. He is 
6 resident °f Arangama-Nagar.(9) 

Qu CSnr u * rfWk <***** *»** 

U»OJO«,, ion Jbfl 481l 

dtwor UlnQ a.*,^ 

. w H *^ w>c ^ LjQrrcu ($v£> r S'k 
*«** »» *,** <afa * 

ZZr" """ I?™*™ "">*+. 

u cr ^ ^ 9*»* 

*"*" u ® )eu ~ un ©«unA 

u if)«fil«nwr uaj^j ^MrrjjuurrCrj. 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs by 
harp spear-wielding Kaliyan, Kil of 
hemansionedManga, country^on 
the resident of Arangama N aear 

Kaveri tha 6 ? *."'*& -aters^f 
ivaven that wash precious gold and 

f h 7 S i W, j h swan P a 'rs that nestle in 
the placid waters. Those who master 

^0^ S ° n8 — ° Verconle their 
age-old Karmic miseries. (iq) 

5.8 On Tiruvarangam (5) 

Elai | Senainati | Adi 

***■ .***’*• **<».» 

® U!,SI CTUS.Sl 0*5, g^)^. „ 


C^nipOT jg acSTA^ gr&(2> C763TJD 

^<5fTfi)a>cn STII^gjj ^ l^Guj 63T lD G&jb&t 

cuc^rcrw! rClcsT QyCs&G**' 

Qurripcu ^ihinrtC^- 

Woe-begotten most 

lowly born servant”,' 
not addressing the 

boatman Guha thus, 
Fawn-like tender-eyed 

Sita beside you, 
you made your most devoted 

brother his too. 
Come my dear Brother, 

friend to me altvays , 
these words come to my 

heart and they haunt me 
Ocean-hued Lord, I’ve 

come to your lotus feet, 
O Lord surrounded by 

groves in Arangam! ( 1 ) 

CbrT ® 10,1 gfilcufhj^, 

^SJDJ CTCBTiTj 

^ftgjGu ft, oSlgyuj Q, 1 ^ 0,4 

^cucncu GD^LDiDnjTJJ 
ciG&n)} 

Oimij<5miluSl6ITTTOujfT(^LC' £— l 

®~canucr ^ncir stott ro epercr Cl lj(T fr^&r 7 

^j5>oj C Gu drarc ^ ^ <r ^rrfni S« ta ^cnea^ 1 

2>Cfc«r 

Cluni^GU £\(& > C\l')thiO>tbg ) } 

Son of wind, just a 

monkey and animal , 
not addressing the 

different Hanuman, you 
Gave your love that was 

more than the ocean, 
saying that nothing could 

repay him for service. 
May your pure lotus- 

feet be my refuge. 
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roay I too stand by and 

always enjoy you. 
Ocean-hucd Lord, I’ve 

come to your lotus feet, 
O Lord surrounded by 

groves in Arangam! (2) 

Clancrr Oumflcu Qumusna 

5,mDCin(j Gunri&luj Gcuipib 
•IP'S^jib ciiC33iG37nb. e^n Cuc$ ^ip^cncu 

u !DiD- LDrrjf^j i£1<;st 4*(j£y^ f£lt«r563ruu, 

oj nij«f^71 tarr 2 _uSln iX>cv>»L<A0* 

CtarT6TOTi_ dp COLD GpGVTff)J A~ CT7T0 • 

^ l£ * UjC<r3T6jpj tb ajITjgjJ. e*W *4 ^CTIGfiJT 

cni_rf,C6)Gyf - 

e^i GXjfl Clu rrtpaj dJfrhfdJtjnii&gjgj 

^ ib ld n-C<m! 

the beautiful 

fragrant flower-tank, 

st °od an aged 

elephant with lotus 
Caught in jaws of a 

crocodile terrible 
loudly bello wing for 

help from the Quarters. 
How you came and you 

wielded your discus, 

slicing open the 

mouth of the tyrant! 
Ccean-hued Lord, I’ve 

come to your lotus feet, 

C Lord surrounded by 

groves in Arangam! (3) 

<3, G^fTrr^ <; j)Lj| ££,it Ootlb 
' *QHfT,i-,i u srriGtty (."tot. sHJGfifl . f >W 
Szt&jdlci> ^)^hnessT(^), filial 

i i <p fJ) <»L' d> (&y 


QgULO Q^fTCUfTGTTrrftUTT 05LDCTT £,LDrT c^lll.Ujn’ 
CWujcugjt ^isiCiligst 

cufbgit $63* @cr>cro» 

^67>L_<t>Gg,Gjr 

Qum^lcD 

^ibinnCcJT ! 

Then the posionous 

serpent called Sumuka, 
fearing wrath of the 

merciless Garuda, 
Came to you with a 

prayer for safety, 
when you gave him to 

Garuda for safe keep. 
O the foul-mouthed 

agents of Yama-god 

mercilessly will 

take me, I fear them. 
Ocean-hued Lord, I’ve 

come to your lotus feet, 
O Lord surrounded by 

groves in Arangam! (4) 

mn<i>,, inn r£) guid (ip(ip uij gj ib G*j<T)gxj 

^)CT‘fD©^lO 

LDCVJ n ^iq LD IT lD 0)0.1 fTGTTfc 31 

G^n-Gina, urn ldu9gv ^it j^tvrotb 
gum^CLim^nixiuSloii. 

Gi tnAib i£ <rrui£lu LSlgnffliib £jib ^9 »i_aCa 

Ci_jfTg)j<Jurruj ctqttt) Qufr«yr Grcsro^ib 

,3^ Cgugwh^ld cntfarnjj u* jgjan&n 

6iT) l_ (J^C«4)(riP - 

^ Graft Qu tti£)ia> 4>(fi)<njr]f^<9><2>g l j 

^HiDionGw* ! 

O, The lord to whom 

all offer worship, 
you did grace to one 

Govinda Swami, 
“Peacock-1ike the sweet 

dames offer pleasure, 
you have no knowledge 

ol this life-aspect. 
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Go now to the world, 

. once again live there, 

then return to me 

after you’re satisfied” 

Ocean-hued Lord, I’ve 

come to your lotus feet, 
u Lord surrounded by 

groves in Arangam! (5) 

aammar 990* cot, ^ 

******”»»"*.* 

^ * ,<y " CTe,r *©>i> 
® "*01 .So* fea.cn. 

-.-_o n _ , 

^ Qu 1^* «<2>W5a,* ( i,g 11 

LD ID nCdT * 

Then in yore the most 

'earned Rishi begot 
Markandeya whom S 

c Yama had a claim on, 

rearing whom the child 

prayed to your lotus feet 

when you gave him Abhayam 

and then rescued him. 

I hen you gave him the 

feet abidingly wl >*» 

sought by the seeker 
t-Jcean-hued Lord, I’ve 

nf , <™te to your lotus feet, 
t > Lord surrounded by 

groves i„ Arangam! (6) 

o* v.**, ~ ytyu», 

■■ "O 

' * *© sa "' i t Ctorg, 
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tSiifTujCcnLOu^gjTrTciT, uj_6iOcn 

0CD0 (ipii^gj e^dicyr r^j cli cncjTA 

0 <9^02.2)^ 

t^aCUfldj, Cijftjgj g^gjpf 

<5HcaS Qf-KTjflcu £l(*,cu0raifl,£g* 

LD LD rrC<^ • 

Then in yore you did 

,. . , go to the learned 

vedic seer for your 

t V7L . schooling and training- 

When the seer said he 

wanted his onlv son 
come to life from his 

v l° n g-drowned-in-sea-abode, 

You did go to the 

l • . . se a in the West and 

bnn S his son as he 

f -> . was t and returned him- 

Ucean-hued Lord, I’ ve 

/-Nr . c °me to your lotus feet, 

^ Lord surrounded by 

groves in Arangam! (7) 

trH ^2>^csn«r 

- 5».|9ot? west r : UJ 

^ um^* 

0**^ CWcfcr® 

«i LDiDiry gjajft gu&W 

. Cl<j,n(^5,^fruj; 

a_<^r ^tq. ^ss^aT 

e^UD(DnC(nST 

Unce a learned one 

r in the Vedas four 

came to you with his 

>>\y/l , , , wife and lamented, 

When she delivers her 

j- child after child, they 

disappear through the most 

foul play of Ogress. 
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You did take him to 

far in the yonder, 
then you gave him the 

sons as they were before. 
Ocean-hucd Lord, I’ve 

come to your lotus feet, 
O Lord surrounded by 

groves in A ran gam! (8) 

‘ flfrCTt u U3 OTTGJTGD GJT Q(37* ^1fT>CV> 

^-cnib (olftncn ^g3TLSlGc3Tn(5 (©C® 1 ^(2)^ 
agjbgjj 

5>0 £>111^57)0-. <n\p £2—« dTwg^>U»-J, 

SlJOIlb Cl^nGTT LDT,^!gi£) UD0QI 

^■OlLig, ^tqCiuCaT dW.r^'bgll ■ 2-6\J^lh 

QufTcr^cnt-iT-.gii -■ .li^C.w 7 - 
crafI ClijfTi^lcu 1 

^LDLOfTCcaT ! 

^nce a king among 
crowned kings of South-zone, — 
Yondai Mannavan 

strong and powerful, 
Pound your grace in 

abundant measure given to, 
w hen you did divulge the 

eight-letter Mantra. 
Phe in his kingdom 

bore merit and he 
s P°nt his time in more 

meaningful pursuits, 
^cean-hued lord, I’ve 

come to your lotus feet, 

^ Lord surrounded by- 

groves in A ran gam! (9) 

UMTGltlw*. ^(rt)l0flu£9'A 

'■OCoTinncji, GfOOTTGJTteUiV g,rh}&>GT>cxi Clgucugyiti) 
Giici.'OMSjr, 

VH ;ni^cb &\iny<,vnr , *>&><bgil ^ihionciDGai, 
J <y GWc\> 4 til y' GU<oL>60n Gn C3T , 

£ l ff>(9 ,nncznGu r{^G37fib5> 

FT| ^ 1 '5>5bi • ■ • ■ O^rrciTTneiT ' 

lJfT| 2>KT<L^6ru_u umnjip <£IgusvmtGgu. 


Balconied-mansions- 

all-over-Mangai's 

King and valiant 

warrior, protector, 

Adalnia-riding 

Kalikanri horseback 

sang on lord of 

Tiruvarangattan, — 
Wielder of golden 

discus radiant, 

ancient lord and the 

master of Universe. 
Sing this ten-songs- 

garland, O, Devotees! 
Karmic misery will 

never set on you again. (10) 

5.9 OnTirupper 

Kaiyil \ Pitnnagavarali \ 
Misra Qhapu 

igcvjf*U(5) fffiifrGtf, A(ITj (yi^€0 

Qufiiij $&j&n OiDiuujdrT £,<anr 2>rT6h 
^<5m cnGgco ^UjGJHO 
OtflU C^IUUIT dfelDGULO QufTl£l<AJ 

O^GST 

<sini i ,*>41704 c^Gntrmi.ifT€3T r^rrujib ufr^, 
rp*rr<S3P £_iuib<2> 

The dark cloud-hued lord, wielder of 
the beautiful conch and discus, is no 
falsity but real. He accepts those who 
seek his refuge and makes them his 
devotees. Amid the lotus-filled tanks 
and groves of Ten-Tirupper, he 
reclines on a hooded serpent. How 
easily have I attained him through 
chanting his names! (1) 

GJ^U 5 , 106 \Jlt|lil, 
61JnOTTA(ipi£| , l0|T}ff)|ii5, 

10 SiuOTT L0fl CTCUCV 1 nl_D 
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4K*cn ion (ip^lcvj Qsrfl Qua^gO 

ClgjCTT ^((TjuCun 
ckvaco iDflcb ^c^njcucsT ijjnuDii) cjg,^] , 
2_UJ2)53 .^Cp' 

The lord who swallowed the seven 
oceans, the hills, the sky, the Earth 
and all else, then brought them out 
again, is my father. He resides amid 
mansions that touch the moon, in 
fragrant bowered Tcn-Tirruper. How 
easily have I attained him through 
chanting his names! (2) 

5>(^*lyQ-!Cr 2_j,$a UjClDCU , 

ld g, ctt CfT rr c\j 

<s flu lb 2 ibufl ^Gn 

ctcttjtjj cfilili_rTcn. 

Ouffl^ euancj Qu(ff) n^&,n 

*(fl) cucnrj ojCTTtwott Q^cr? CUA 5>( • 

IbfTfiWT tL u.'Ajgj 

The lord created one, Brahma, on his 
navel lotus and appointed another, Siva, 
as the king of celestials, after relieving 
him ol his curse by filling his skull-bowl 
with the sap of his heart. He resides 
in Ten-Tirupper, surrounded by 
mansioned walls, reclining on serpent 
bed. How easily have I attained him 
through chanting his names! (3) 

2£*G3t ^IDA 0,Gn&J Gp>«flfl)J 

cicunib 

ftctt ,^Lnrr anuib crcircsi, 

» jguiot.cvj 

C.frcv Cluflt(>1«Vj*Cfl [OtAptbP 

CUlLlCO Q|fl 
cijflffJflOJ'T /^ffneucudfl jijflLnib ciifljjp£>$ ■ 

rijrTCfl a_iijn^ <*>*£*}■ 

The god Siva, with a skull for a begging 
bowl, came seeking redemption. The 
lord filled his skull-bowl with the sap 
of his heart and freed him from the 


curse. He resides amid nectared 
groves and fertile fields in Ten- 
Tirupper. How easily have I attained 
him through chanting his names!(4) 

cumL, (Lpcirr. aiflujC^! 

(rrdrriTjj c^jrrCrrn 
25fl35)0cnniu ctotott, Ou^ 

sag, ^©euii 'Syfy' b9ili 

1$l_I bghJ 

OaCVJGUGJT C^cjlCunff, ^,CT*C*»0)«T 

^fTSTT ^tfriL. thfrj 2_aj 

Gods in hordes came and worshipped 
the lord saying, “O Wonder lord who 
npped apart the jaws of Vakradanta! 
Protect us!”. The lord then came as a 
man-lion gaping wide, and tore apart 
Hiranya’s chest with his claws. He 
is the adorable discus-wielder, resident 
of Ten-Tirupper. How easily have 
1 attained him through chanting 
his names! 

dfarfuMuntf,- al.sv tl~I ||| sG>v"i,ii*W 

fffilcbGVJflCVJ 

tDn ^)C5>PCU63T 

A'( f b' tjujt b g^taVlg^flcr, 

•b ib fhfl63TU>Cj>p CiJCucurtfliihCTi 

Ohi Q) 

UfllU «m,* $0,LaCufl 

Making a bridge over the ocean with 
rocks, the lord entered l.anka citv io 
redeem the jewelled Sita, and severed 
the ten heads, and twenty arms of the 
Rakshasa. He resides where Vedic 
seers chant the Vedas adeptly, hearing 
w 1C ^ in l he watered groves dance 
enc hanted. How easily have I attained 
nn through chanting his names! (b) 











THE big WORK / Periya Tirumoli 


^ciJCjjrrQsnTuj ^nssT^iQp^jidflujiu, Ocii^csn^ , 
Lr>^gjj gyijj /) 

^xstacwf) ^ri Au9fb,fDncu ^ 1 —<—» 

CIgviiIOl-Ot©! 

$erjT€rai L£,n to^ch^cii (A,ijpJb&> Cl#, cm 

<£l 0) U C U 0j CA CiDCVjiD 
^crjTCTTTcarnn fjsniDib ir^^iD GufTiii 

ClinnLP/j.gjj a-LUf^g? fyfifD* 

The lord appeared as Krishna, ate butter 
and incurred the wrath of his mother, 
w ho took the churning rope and bound 
himtoamorcar. He resides amid strong- 
called Ten-Tirupper, he is our ocean- 
hued lord. How easily have I attained 
him through chanting his names! (7) 

<5W>ii Cl lj rear .* ’ 2 _juald gjii^ld uj 

r^LLJ u LJ ntq cti 

‘*^<3>ntb|j ^CJTfTfT iSlc3TCtn<3T CflifTCUli 

#rt 05>fT)0> PTirji Q^ncjTfOfTtfyr, 
'o'liDlij Cl u n<SfT LD^l€TT«9>Cfl 

^l0)uCu0,<?n Cux^ii 
^LOiSlnncrT »v,nimi f^ni&r^LD , Jiircrr 

£!_ujfb<5) cSM,C0 ! 

In an open contest made known to 
l he world, the lord subdued seven bulls 
a nd killed them, tor the sake ol the 
slender Dame Nappinnai. He resides 
In Ten-Tirupper, where mansions arc 
c °vered with gold. How easily have 
^ attained him through chanting 
his names! (8) 

~ n<v Gi lSn<5) Csi/g,m, to -fy Gcucncfi) .^nr^, 

—i-f^J<5)LD <Su GUCiJ IT f!, 
^W)Cu GHnarTuiirflc^ iAaa (Icu^iu^. Arrcmb 

,fl< & ACTI SIIL I ffiJ ^(IV,ljCi 1^4 ol<9f^J AG7>J1 
£ lO nCc\jrT(^l lC tiu IT ipciJ *r r» 

iflrr QjUt&Q * ^M,6Tfl CTffn 

A i IV, ySl >%. UJ n C 631. 

j^hose adept in the four Vedas, the 
! Vt * Verifies and the six Angas, praise 
|hf lord consiatulv. He resides in Ten 
Iru Ppcr where rhe Vedic seers better 


than even gods reside with excellent 
penance amid Sel-fish-dancing fields. 
How easily have I attained him 
through chanting his names! (9) 

<^£nrr> Qum^lw ^l^uGurr Qjffl 

0<5,rTG3aT, • 2_«7)rr)^lcjn'/J3 LDrrcncvja 

U>/$cn id rr l iDr^j cm Ag, 
^ICWT ^ljT)CU C<|fF,(TGT7 ApSllUfflfT Cl«9(6TjCl«9fTGVJfTCil 
Cl iDm|)] iv,^, le rrG<nc\j 

CIahiottQ cu urri^ av A ad.(^1g>ht 

^ 6H A ID (j LJ . 

This garland of Tamil songs by tall 
mansioned Mangai king Kaliyan is in 
praise of the lord of Ten-Tirupper 
reclining on a freckled serpent 
surrounded by bee-humming groves. 
Those who can sing and dance to it 
will reach high heaven. (10) 

5.10 On Nandipura Vinnagaram 

Titaru | Anandabhairavi \ Tisratn 

$cu3>C'l£,n(^l, cTif), AnoSlCWn(^l, 
£0 sfi)Aibe|U> ^ensu ^uj. 

IDITA iD<.TT<5>^ClCTrT(^l C_ 0 A aQ ID 

^irnACinA ^uj Gu0>iorr6m, 

Cl<50 2_cmOT0Ajj, A,u9rr SL_fff'rifi) (A,l lb 

cH(*? 3> l UJnftcufr, <0)63^ Gtflt 
£L_6^0<^ir^TiT> rv,An iv,fb<£l' II 
isfjl^XjitooJiAmc 'ntojiSSTJi ID63 tOui! 

Sanctified Earth and the 
Fire and the Waters and 
Air and the Sky above, — 
all these are he, 

Perfectly blending a 
consciousness with life and 

th ree states of waking and 
sleeping and dream. 
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Fearing her anger he 
stole the butter and the 
curds in pots his mother 
patiently made. 

Bow to the lord of the 
Nagar-Nandipura 
Vinnagaram our 
destination. (i) 

u_|Lb cugd 0> fi-crerQ, CWcjt Q^iLmSlsu; 
e_60(2) sjii^ib - u-'n’cynn r^ncn 

QldujuSIcit ^cnCcu Gaiuuj cucu 

SgUJGST ClDCt|li> 2,{T(r3T 

cnujuj curfl cucsbr0 ujg>) 

<£)CinCTTCujrT0 IBCufr /OdjT* ^I^otClDCu 
cjifbcucnih Quiti£1cu 

cfilamcrytAJUb - idcstCid! 

He took the seven worlds 
seven oceans and the 
seven mountains in his 
great belly. 

He then remade the world, 
from out of all these in 
age after age through the 
great deluge. 

He resides in the groves 
where the hum of bees and 
fragrance of flowers do 
mingle in one. 

Bow to the lord of the 
Nagar-Nandipura 
Vinnagaram our 

destination. (2) 

o_ ib’ -ft • 0W? *» 4 cy <i£' ,0CT ‘ 6 ° 

cj^ib ' ujrrenvA 

Qi.fTfi&T +* ’ A» <nr - - »- . 

. . ,"rj. £>' C** 

Oun^lco onutb Guircii 

Guff*, tjicnfi cuujOj r4»ip, 

n-ir.iicrr . at *,4 J"-, v«* |<1 

sfil<;jauanM,«1ih - .doii^id! 


Hordes of Asuras came 
w-arring against with their 
teeth and their huge bodies 
shining like orbs. 

Like a mere fistful of 

nutshell he broke them and 
threw them away to the 
scattering winds! 

Peacocks and cuckoos and 
nectar-dripping flowers, 
bees over Mango trees 
touching the clouds, — 

Bow to the lord of the 
Nagar-Nandipura 
Vinnagaram our 

destination. (3) 

iSlcnaiuSlccrr «rn$fnJ J&'fcXH. 

Ouri(f*)gjjib ctcjt cur^g, & o-rjh 
Qfbr^j Qjbfry cen, 

&gu ft cuuSltjii <£lsirrrn Qvj 

<ftor>(T) Qff,rrfn LD'lSlcO UuSlcvj, L£.G\jltA‘>'’ 

Q— 0 >, (ipgcu, <£MU).<ol 0 >ir«Si Ojb (9 L ° n 

IbarirriQauj Qunjfidf iDcir>ip 5>GUUf»ib 

cSicrcV'rcr^nti) - ns- r OT,!!£23}| inc^Cos! 

Crushing the bodies of 
hefty giant-sized 

warring-white-teeth-faced 

Asuras, 

He makes them flee without 
rest or relief from him, 
holding their big bellies 
burning with bruise. 
Peacocks and cockoos and 
flighty bumble bees arc 
singing and dancing on 
tall mango trees. 

Bow to the lord of the 
Nagar-Nandipura 
Vinnagaram our 

destination. (4) 
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Qpcr cirfl , AiUift 

ST63T C1J0S ^<5*7^ 

G&P'Cr^LD ^Gwii Cjn^ib (ip^CujrrQ Clum^ 

(alfljUlq £>LLD ^cncvi CTUJ^iPC'T, 

Qj/fl cfjltrucyjLC GUffrxrn . &>cz->g, t 

^CDGD ^LD CT'&I 22_GTU_iUPC3T 
2> n <j5)ih S^-CTJirjdflcjTfT) r^o»n »'2>^)c|9 
sfili*T3icnTi!j»rjLb - it^cyytCT^i incrrCio* 

Came to the war again 
raging like fire and smoke 
clannish Asuras with 
flashing teeth, 

He bore a conch and a 
discus that shone with the 
light of a thousand one 
blazing suns, 

Mace and a dagger and 
how and arrow that did 
cut the Asuras to 
pieces and mince. 

Sow to the lord of the 
Nagar-Nandipura 
Vinnagaram our 

destination. (5) 

ftMOuifT0, g,(ui) <£F>ib ^icncsanrcS) 

/^G'.TICTT' • eP** 31 

‘ ol cuti)i9 <rrril rror^ii) c_cu pcli ii> ^cnn 
5>7ii> CiDOjib (£><5. <i flinor 

£l«invb u 0flspcwr(^ (<9ji6lc\, iduSIcc 

cu^lcu <^n q/rjeu Gan 
aL.<^nrr)AlffjTjD fb^ n !b! b^q7 
^lorar^Trai^Tix) fKinret^yan iDi.-inCio! 

^hen in the yore the prince who 
filled through the blazing forest 
Wll h his wife and younger brother 
sweetly resides here, where cockoos 
°P and sing on tree tops, and 
P e acocks dance to their tunes in bright 
,ln d beautiful groves. Bow to the lord 
01 l he Nagar-Nandipura Vinnagaram, 
° Ur destination. (6) 


LBffJnb guujn £)£)&* ^(3^ 

(rSlrr^eu Q>{>>A,cyr 

<?[£>£&)£ g^CuGfl CTCTTn}) ^SHiUljn LDCurT 

C15,pctot@ Q^nip <§«*»£) fb&n wen 

(Ipipctl Lf5«mp gH/h CT|ig 0,mT 

mu51«uA6ti Cl uni^leu (^»jLp 
<+>$>& o«nOQaiu& £#><t 2>2>$M!J 
cfilt,j3iCfna*ijLfl - idgjtCld! 

The lord who was bom in the darkness 
of the dungeon to rid his father’s agony 
and grew as Nandagopala’s son, is 
worshipped by gods as their father, with 
fresh flowers everyday in Nandipura 
Vinnagaram, where the distant beat of 
the festival drum sounds like gathering 
monsoon clouds and peacocks begin to 
dance in the surrounding groves. The 
king Nandivarman offers worship 
here. (7) 

liTC^STtlsdGVJ iQ CUP GiJTGVJ GTm ^ gvj «n cu 

y. w.'ht) ctotit)! (ipafl - Lurrann $(£) ■ r K ,: 

uswrcrafloj ldc6) id rrQ uniq <^in 

^l.GWQ a«v i_ , <rrjj51«AJ ^rr 
LOCTnoraflcv) ^^jCuncu ij^ri ^cucncu crcarr 

CUPCSTOJPACiT < 2 )Plb LDGVjn^ch gjflljj, 
ibSffatoafl a„ <mrri^)€37fD ttvSMT 

$51 train cam a, rj id - jTj cam e npj i o tsiC ld ! 

Bards praise, “You cannot think of a 
better god”, and sing and dance 
beautiful Pann based songs, while gods 
praise, “You cannot find a better city”, 
and oiler flowers with worship. Bow 
to the lord of the Nagar-Nandipura 
Vinnagaram, our destination. (8) 

tricvfl Qucntnub Lon (tpAi<i6$T 

a. 4 j) u‘A. Clu(P)|^n 

,4Mt£)ui'lA, ^firvojv £&>cu 

(£.0^ hjpit; <^f$$Gujev, 
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ClurnbJ(2) motcu a_!bg)] incrafl *f*i0Su @(2)^ 
^tryib cjxrifl crrbi^ih 2_cng,fTftJ, 

Qu0mn6ST 2_oniDH|ih gg 

G& u'al fcoo' Si 1J Lfi - JiCSinC5£)l idcstCld! 

When the flood of deluge waters 
rise and touch the sky, those who 
carry the lord’s will on their heads 
will come to no harm, know this O 
Heart 1 . Our lord resides amid waters 
that spill gems which make day out 
of night, by their radiance. Bow to 
the lord of the Nagar-Nandipura 
Vinnagaram, our destination. (9) 


Qg>rTOT3Tl_(£)ljb ucrefluj 1 - - 1 

^OTJTl_CllDrT0 

^enj.&euCps''- 

^GOTL-niij! 2_G5D(S3Ta> <9>ITGOTTUgiJ <^(5 

CcucraTCv_dn, u>cnff5Teufry)^.cn<^«^ UJ 

cfilcTOTKWTAli CuDUJGuG^' 

Bee-humming fresh flower 

garland in hand, 
Gods and devotees do 

offer worship’ 

Seeking their freedom from 

Karmic misery. 


fbOTift) Gauj Cluru^lcu mcyiip gjcu^ii 
Jb!b^M'Jc9«w’cwta»rjvi) 

a_«nno GWcn u|^n ><$, <g,ifl atbJftLD ^cricu 

c^in GD3) s2_ot>l njnsnoiT g^crfl Cart 

0,«nrQ cucn^ib Geucu cucucu 3»©ftujcin c^cS) 
inrT&nco @«nsu gihgjub 
(ipciflfnuSlcin gcnou uuSlcu cuco ^itvujcunacn 

Qa,n0cfilcincsT*cn iCu>. 

This garland of ten songs, by 
sharp spear-wielder Kaliyan extol 
the lord of discus and conch residing 
amid the fragrant groves of 
Nandipura Vinnagaram. Devotees 
who master it will be freed of 
terrible Karmas. (10) 


6.1 On Tiruvinnagar (1) 
Vandunum | Temmangu 

tut&O e-SHyi £>EU 'Gcun ^OTranL 

GauCHItQ, 

ijcjareni- J,iL GBancaT 0<ki ctcti^i 

(iincu 


Lord, who in yore came to 

measure the Earth- 
O Lord! If you grace me the 

grace of your holy presence, 

I seek to be freed of the 

birth in this world, Vinnagar! (1) 

^633TOI31GU OauJg,), J «M_CU &&' 

£h bo qT CvJ rOj ^ 22_CWI6OTTA 

GfilOTT633T<TUfT ^(Lpgjj 2_©jm, ^^2? 

Qli«WT <^(ipg)) 2_CT5Ti_ ffTii Qu^ionC<?s T 
(S^jCWTi _nuj! 22_CDOTTA »,n 633 TLJgjJ 
CT GIT 0,(0) 

CcuC53iGl_€5T f CDCTiCTTCUnjpibCr’^jC^UJ 
G&GiraTOTBl£htT 

Gracing you came to the 

churn of the ocean. 
Gave the blue poisonous 

drink to Si va * 

Gave the ambrosia to 

gods and you retain^ 
Lady Ambrosia to 

wed in your arms- 
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O Lord! If you grace me the 

grace of your holy presence, 
I seek to be freed of the 
birth in this world, Vinnagar! (2) 

flfT] G1JG33TG33T! iflcsi <3*1 nrjj ClAfTG331l 
rQn} f.r - 'GXfTnfT 

*®iP. 2>«fl tDGiTiCVJ CiTiCU GUGtT )GTTGl_| , 

c^ipcu $0) ^ing ^GncuCcn! 

<Sy,6J3Ti_fTiu! a_Gtncjr<3> ^ncnrjru^j Gjm ^(r^cn 
^(^(G^^lCuJGVJ , 

^QJCwCl GT1 , LDW^GJTQJ fTAGHGiTHi 1 - 

GfilGJSTanrr^n GiduuojCgst! 

Dark as the dark hair with 

portion on frame 
Given to the fiery red 

glowing Siva, — 
Aiming his hot arrows 

over the three-city, 
burning the Eastern to 

ashes in yore! 

G Lord! If you grace me the 

grace of your holy presence, 

I seek to be freed of the 

birth in this world, Vinnagar! (3) 

Cicxa^Gu rf>lcuGij ^id 

jsL-u^fT/fe^tb a.ori> t(^I ^(^^bn-cu, 

#>{*) ^ip&fliiSlGJT sL^r^-filcsnot 

4il. G\i < ^6\j^GtnC\. GbCTtrr<T)^,GuC<S7T! 

n ^ J sl_G nciFTi'b Andyruiftj G£>n ^(fl^Grt 

CTQTVfc^ ^^^TFj^K-UJGU . 

G«si, i£jc?)G3Tffu mp AGjr>A6y)u.i - 

GtDujGiiC<T3T f 

^ allowing the Earth and the 
. Sun and the Moon, 

lv ^ n g and the non-living, 

all in a trice, you 


Came as an innocent 

child in the ocean, 
Floating on a fig leaf in 

yore in the past. 

O Lord! II you grace me the 

grace of your holy presence, 

I seek to be freed of the 

birth in this world, Vinnagar! (4) 

urrn <rr<Lg. 0 >lG\j GT^ip , lDGU^gvj gt<i£lD ^hj, 
£h Q«9)^lb ,@G1J S_GU(<ff) GTll^LD gtgvjcvj(TlD 

G1JuSlfbn^lGU f063TJT)| J 

Gpin Gp><i <^,G3 TGuGg3t! 

.A^CXTi fTiu! £l CPGff>ah .^rTWSiLJ^I 6£>n ^^rTjGfl 
G1G3* <3» t»LLJCV). 

GgugmtCi. Gan, ld <hT> gjt gu n tjp <3, cn a Gin u j - 

tblbUOlGS^T^rT GiOUUGuCgjt! 

Bearing in your belly the 

seven continents. 
Seven mighty oceans and 

seven mighty hills, 
Seven worlds ol beauty and 

all other things. 
You became the alpha of 

sound and the shapes. 

O Lord! 11 you grace me the 

grace ol your hoi}’ presence, 

I seek to be freed of the 

birth in this world, Vinnagar! (5) 

anii Ai * <*><0**10, LDGyiGu^JiGi^ib ^uj, 

Gjn ^l^ppin e_ cu.'b^LpLD , (i p&>- 

Cvjnrr^iGt^LD ^(T^ib (flGOTOjuSlcnG3i 

.$fT rhircaiio sr rn ^^GTiGuCGai! 

^.6331) rtui! ffi_ GiT>GJT<4, afTG331|jg,| gjj |7 ^l^GT! 

GT«n^,^ ^(*Ti <GT^^1 G It 1 GV . 
(■G1JG33TC.I 631 . lO&nG3TGUfTljaia,GT*(3,GTiUi 

gSI G33T 633T A ri GlOuJClJ Gg31 1 
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You became the oceans and 

mountains again, 
Worlds in the world of 

creation above. 
You became the loius-toiu 

Brahma-creator, 
And the proper chants of the 

Vedas four. 

O Lord! If you grace me the 

grace of your holy presence, 

I seek to be freed of the 

birth in this world, Vinnagar! (6) 

fiesta 

Clu(5*AClLtin0 ^lorjrTs.cTi ^Lnrj, 

£*n $«r»# ^CdTCiiGssr! 
^cJSTufTOj! fc.crarcrsTLjgjj frn ^(r^cn 
4TCJT«9>(5) <SM , 

Ccu cwiCl car, LDffinsjTcuirOpftcnajtfo-Juj - 

-.'CTJTSuTTAIT ClOuJCuC^ 1 

Lighting the fire-altar 

morning and evening, 
Vedic seers offer 

Ghee oblations. 
Chanting the Mantras of 

Vedas to gods, — 
You became the music of their 

Rig-Yajus-Sama. 

O Lord! If you grace me the 

grace of your holy presence, 

I seek to be freed of the 
birth in this world, Vinnagar! (7) 

&,n&<iu QsLq v-** w * **’ ' 

Ccii^ar^WT cfilcDcn Cl <&;(*>cu&cu ; 

r, !b n &* 

Clings aw " 0 ft 9 ''•t*'. 

JxiC?7Tl_nUjf 22_«~><5JTA 

CT«TC.(tf) •*»«>4£5>4i , Cui«S/ l 

CcuwnjrCi-c^ * 

CiflujcuCfisd 


Pleasure that the lurid-dames 

offer to charm 

Is filled with much pain and the 

fear of my death. 
Therefore I came to you 

seeking your feet, 
Lord wearing fresh Tulasi 

wreath and a crown'. 

O Lord! If you grace me the 

grace of your holv presence, 

I seek to be freed of the 

birth in this world, Vinnagar! (8) 

nCTTrr^ 

a>n 2>& CWjujflgii z _sn ^«y . 

^5>CU Qeuj ^ rTG3Tin CD fT) , *>_ l£» t_I ^ 

H; . , QfiUj (xpciji-r^ ^CSTCuCsjr! 

rruj! a^c^or*, ftrcwTugj ^ •<*'*'*' 
ctgpA^ A4|rt C b^)C* , 0'» 
CffucrnCu GtT U3C^arrcuTTipft67>a:cfiu.) - 

cSlsjTrcysrftrr ■ 

Life after death after 

lite in between. 
Not loving these I have 

come to your feet. 
Lord of the four Vedic 

chants and their truths 
You became the lord of the 

three major gods! 

O Lord! If you grace me the 

grace or . u h< ]y presence. 
1 seek to be freed of the 
birth in this world, Vinn.igar! (9) 

Vi ' u t^> CtLirr^cO 4 QiO^ 

<9,tT»U(^ ftc6lAtftrrr^l Cl^fT€5TCOT 

urT l£> ^ Qorvai i.»ni ciiCucunn 

$at« 
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These Tamil songs giving 

sweetness to heart, 
On fragrant groves all 

around Vinnagar town. 
By Kalikanri 

adorable poet, — 
Those who can master will 

sec the holy feet. 

O Lord! If you grace me the 

grace of your holy presence, 
I s ^ek to be freed of the 
Birth in this world. Vinnagar! (10) 


6.2 On Tiruvinnagar (2) 

Porntten | Mobanam | Misra Cbapu 

**■' '*£»«> ;cnOflrTcvj Qurr^tJr 

££«tliu> cTGJT^nGrjrQih 
«§'IDJ5>C<7,ciT ( cj63T*i.n t 

tunuSlcu Cf 

gjihcniD - 4 *^, 

^ Cu Iii4C^cr ; rQc5rr >ak AC&op ■ 

GidujguCcit! 

P Lord residing in Tiruvinnagar! I 
B°re many insults, while feeding my 
Se nses with material goods and physical 
Pleasures. I took a vow to get rid of 
° v e and hate, and purged my heart of 
r Bese. Now' I have come to vou. (1) 

- - - £_GPCPSr. v ipg3TOTLD : LLrpihtb 

stujs,^ <5><£ , £>C2><3t: dii^iontfST 1 
^(5 *rjnnr*.j it! 

ft 

Glduj^.Got! 

^ hord residing in Tiruvinnagar! I had 
gotten you then. In that forgotten 


mindless state, I lost all, and fell into the 
trap of birth-death cycles, suffering pain 
and miseries. My Lord, with Sri on your 
chest! I have come to your feet. (2) 

lD(TG3T <sjuj CrrjfrAAlujrr gitb ajuSlrfjiryA 

euP<fl* 2_cny3 5,0ib 

fx^err Gjuu . A g,cjTcnG3T 2_gj6urr<arHB 

*_COT»T£>£f 2_diJTfTg^igj] 

iurrCcr! id/t i^IcvjCld! eufbgu difbgil. <rrda 

<@OibS 

G^Cot! £& - ^04flcwTcmArt 

CldujguGqt! 

O Lord residing in Tiruvinnagar! O 
Sky! O Earth! O Honey residing in my 
heart! Realising the futility of working 
for the pleasure of fawn-eyed lurid 
dames, I have come to your feet. (3) 

CluflO/D CluGWi^n 

CTtffrflQi ^surr iSlcii v_&Gr>ng^ 

<£ ucaafliitf, ^rr^dr ciaaigjiii 
SJ>CT1 GbfTGTJ SL^Gfil 

(rr(61fbG5,6?r. gi£n_|Cutf5T^cn ^Ji_rt ,£rj; 
Oarf)\ft>C^G3i, 6 )gst 

CiDiuGuGctfr! 

O Lord residing in Tiruvinnagar! 
Realising that wives and children will 
be of no help in the world hereafter, I 
weaned myself away from them. With 
the dagger called grace rhat you gave 
me, I cut myself free from the tyranny 
of the senses and fell at your feet.(4) 


u fTCX? 1 mehdfl uucrai(j^) cy)_rn LL| lO ^ 1 ipC\.'<tr?fl,CTT 
ucuojricj 3 T(_^l jgJisnauLi, 
TIT CDCUiulO tfTGOCUnii> <|A . 

(ipWT .14 .?> CUCO. 

UjncasTL.na irrcrr^j to iiCb5,iiri; § 

<ajnjjpACin<9, ^CTfCTi &> 

C<nj£rarCi <£n; r^li^fr ivG&d* - 

i.1(ri,6fj)cjji<sniiftit CmmujCrar! 
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O Lord residing in Tiruvinnagar! With 
fragrant bee-humming nectar-coiffured 
dames singing their glory, they who had 
ailed the Earth once are now dead and 
gone. Alas! 1 have no desire for world!}’ life 
anymore. I have come to your feet. (5) 

AfiuCVJtT oplfiUCuOTACfr CunrT}] 

CI<5ujiu^GuC©uC3t; 

iDG\JCun! idguclmx) ldcocuA LOrrcn iocvi 

ldcuCu n! iDcucucu A40> 4n ld^gt! $n 
Jgcurtucna, 

GfilcoCUfr’f^lQT f£^Cy>L_ fi)G£>SJT - 

^i(fTj6filc?3TesTt5)fr CldujgiiCgst! 

O Lord residing in Tiruvinnagar! No 
more can 1 work for the uncultivated 
ways of my senses. O Strong wrestler 
who wrestled with the wrestlers! 
O Bow-wielder who destroyed 
the prosperous walled city of Lanka! 
I have come to your feet. (6) 


Ceujpr turrcifT ^gjjGgjcin; Offij^cnngj 

mcjr&G&ncTi, cTf^^nuj' 
<5>yDrt Ocuib <^iaCuj«ricn 

♦>1,5x0, 

<9CLfT)n g)Cun Wjibgil (ajcnLDdh*^, 

2— cn - 

£<ft^4&<4st<*fl«kA GidujCuGcst ! 

O Lord residing in Tiruvinnagar! 
My Lord! I beg of you, please do not 
get angry. The senses you gave to 
reside in me are intent on sending me 
to terrible hell. I cannot trust them. 1 
have come to your feet. (7) 

S) tfb'i»i. gijcvj cfilcmcjrTUjnrT a_i dr* ^Icinn^j 

JDJbS>ciinCi jncu , 

Gldgu n Qcuih Vf tk~ 'tr’Jji 

cB>or>orbg,i Qj£>g>nff; 

OpnjfT cuncTTfiiin (i^^Gucuri 1 G^ncpi 

Cgjfcun! &tcx> o^G^isn 

(rK sbl 673 T (b n G iJj u j Gl l G {£31 ' 


O Lord residing in Tiruvinnagar 
Pretending to be excellent frien 
my wicked Karmas only wait to sen 
me to terrible hell. O, The first-cause 
lord of gods, the three-gods-in-on e j 
You rid the moon of his misery- 
have come to your feet. 

Cungj] gjniDongujrTcn, u|«vjc£1 (<^ cu 

GanOjtt! Gfljrrgj gcu GaHuCftnai g)**' 11 

LDCJTCTfrr 

Clinrtuj 1 <9.i_nCu rccvj ***** 

G^u^nl 'V>Cft.vTf - 

»nctT»An Glduj^jG^ 1 

O Lord residing in Tiruvinnagar- 
O Lord, sweet as ambrosia to lotus 
dame Lakshmi, Earth Dame an 
devotees in the sky! O Soft spoken one* 
you walked as a messenger bet^' eel1 
crowned parasoled kings! You are th L 
radiant lamp of knowledge m rn} 
heart. I have come to your feet. 


G#>cti i4)iD i_|frx^ci) $ <r»,c6'l^ JT ^° 

Guiuj 

GijrTcjr iD^lcn w,.^> emusk lD^C tTi 1 

Gfl>rr<£ 3 i, 

* Gcucvj a®Slui<Ai, 0 

IDftGDCNJ 6UCvjGV fff1 

Gd,ncji r^tij ( cuncsTGun - gjtb Clftfiu* 
fVj^n 4n 

The high-walled-fertile-Mangai K ,n &' 
Spear-wielder Kaliyan, has sung 
garland of Tamil songs for the l o1 ^ 
residing in the nectared groves 0 
Tiruvinnagar. Those who master 
will enter the testooned city of the 
celestials as kings. 
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6.3 On Tiruvinnagar (3) 

Turappen \ Karnataka 
Devagandhari \Misra Chapti 


&1 £)uCuiS 3 t ^cuGcucar n^j 

fglOTT £„0Gllli> 

U3fT)uGu«JT ^GuGcuSJT 5TCJT2)Jli); iDjpmjngjj 

lUfTCTT 21_CU*£lsu 


^fDuGucjr ala st633tGs33T63t; iSljpcijrrsnu) 
OufblDgjJ> f9^3T 

^£)2>Gg>63T ^g,«T6mi5UJfTCU - 

<*£) ^fT^sfil coof€73T o> (J rrGcn ! 

O Lord of Tiruvinnagar! I have 
renounced all pleasures, always 
remembering your beautiful form. 
No more shall I be born on Earth. 
Freed of birth I have come to you, 
Fy your grace. (1) 


guEn^Cgjcn, Clappa AJDJDii; 

gii f D(b5) cna)Ujn0j i 

^DibCgjOTT, rglsjT ^i^^Ga ^iq.snm ; 

$0LDnCs\)! 

*^©ub djfrtin d^lrflsufruj! 2_ciiTcnim 

6T631 LD63Tg5<2)J 

^ ID U) U (TlQ Gu Q 0 i TT 633T C L 631 - 

^l06'fjlc331633r ( 5 > 0fTC631 ! 


O Lord of Tiruvinnagar! O Lord 
Tirumal! Righteousness personified! 
I gave up love-hate relationships. By 
[hat, I became fit for service to your 
otus feet. I have placed you firmly in 
m y heart forever. (2) 


6Juj >IT 3 ,( 0 > ff,CUCunff ifi^lGuffoi) 

cjiij a,evm cunerfldi^ a_6»nt_IbgjJ. 

, Sp>L.l -5)g>J, » ftjGafiST 

ftnCcar! 0ip0ifi! $0(h>6rwDy> n S> 

‘^Gc^rl (<9tj Lp ^(OjcflerarC’JvP^OnGcn * 

t? Ford of Tiruvinnagar! My Liege! 
' ea utif u l one of Tirukkurungudi! 
lo ney Q f Tirunaraiyur! Hit by the 
,'row-looks of moon-faced dames, 
iave come running to your feet. 
°^nded. (3) 


0 nr hgi) C7£>&J Gicott ^upcncvjujfTrr gjLii, Cg,ncrn 
LjGJJTrr ^gjtu GcuGncTt^jg^ 
.^ijpfTjG&Girr; ^0 fbVth&g,] <^Hi£Ib&JLb 

uujS3t t_i6J>i_g)G2,dfT; 
CufijjG^ch, LjcmwafliLiGt^n! 2_sjffc3)S3T 

CTUJ^l, C763T 6T51s31C3Ta.cn 

TJ 63T ^4631 1 —^iGajSlJT - 

^ ( 'rF 1 6fil6aar6iT3TafifTGc3T ! 

O Lord of Tiruvinnagar! I drowned in 
the pleasure-ocean of mingling with 
Sandal-pasted soft-breasted long-armed 
lurid dames and only got the benefit of 
terrible hell. O Holy one! I have come 
to you. Seeking you, I have ended 
my misery and attained your feet.(4) 

U)fT)fT}J SpJ*T G^LUCU LD CT633 tGs 33TG3TJ 2>_63T631€31 
STS37 LDS310j£f)] 63)6UO,<gjJLJ 

Gu©G(T)C3t; Oujj5g)g,jCL|ii), LSl^cunsrun 

CTLfl Gu0LDfT€3T ! 

dJjTJipfT I^J €T1 AL (D 0jjp CO 63! A 

(J ff SO €331631 S3T 0 

O<9®0nuj! G 0>rr/pjT)6U Cc3i ! 

^06SlCo3TC33T<5irjnGs3T ! 

O Lord of Tiruvinnagar! O Lord who 
destroyed the ocean-girdled Lanka 
city’s king Ravana! My Liege! I seek 
no other god. I have placed you firmly 
in my heart. In doing so, I have found 
my freedom from birth. (5) 

€31LD 6^)6337 0,(001 0,1 C^IlD, rQ SVJS31I Lfl, 

lD63afl SU€31(JlL| LD , 

G 01 JJUJ 0.L_ff gg (J C33T (Jl LO ^631611 ^UU 

0 63TS31631 Grb^/flcO 

g> LI I tl 11h 61IC310, 2^ C33infV)C0)C3I, S2 _€33TC3lLDll.i fT6\J J 
^cyfl ujngjjib LD0ITJJ .(IT 
G £, LU 611 lD iSlffyg)] <^r$Guj631 

$ 0 G^l S3316331 AlJflC 637 ] 

O Lord of Tiruvinnagar! You are the 
dark Ocean, the Earth, the beautiful 
mountains, the radiant twin Orbs, and 
all else. Through truthfulness I realised 
the path ol elevation of spirit. Now, other 
than vou, I know of no other god. (6) 
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CcuC® ^i^Cttjdr 

,£ uensfliufrgjj 

5tTLCfr)C3T, Qri 3 0tS.23C3TC3Tncu 065ini Oftncmgl, 

iO0fru Q^jiucuii; 
C^CffJOT, 2_G3TffT)ffJT Cu C\J fTcu - 

^(r^cfil^ffarGSTr^grrCcn ! 

O Lord of Tiruvinnagar! Here is some¬ 
thing I say: do not make me dilate on 
it, but take it directly to your heart. 
I cannot praise any other god, nor 
even contemplate such praise. (7) 

^ipcrfl^x^rh/t, ClfiUli a. A-..*\ '.J |0|j| 

Acrflffjjnrrcu 

cfilcifiiDfT LDqihCufTCu cfiipiTjgjrTCina 
<9 W'xamu nC^] J 
rQ<2nurrc\j ^L^Cujrb^ 
cuirdfT 2 cu&th 

Q^crflfljCg) CTOTT^U STUJgiJ ®Jg)J ? 

^l^sSl^inrtGjrjT^qrtCcaT ! 

O Lord of Tiruvinnagar! Like a mighty 
elephant pushing a dead log in a once 
dense forest destroyed by fire, do not 
brush me aside. I have come to you with 
clear thought and a loving heart. When 
will you grant me the sky-world? (8) 

0<gfTcucvjfTuu, $0 UMTf'rcuiT! , n/i.'/i 

ClgjnonjiQ tJilu 

5>c\jCcuGnc3i djlenoTAGiT jt>c6lu_inffniD 

! 

rnojcun! ! iog)i(<5^)C(nn! a_cu^cvj 

Cl^CUCUfT fTjCU ^'CDflUJfTUJ ! 

ijjlfffil m j i di q ftC jfaji ^ 

O Lord of Tiruvinnagar! O Pot-dancer 
lord! Madhusudana! Speak to nie. O 
Perfect one whose glory the world will 
never sing enough! Lord with Sri on 
chest! Pray ensure the safety and well 
being of this servant of yours. (9) 


S> nfT ^rr incur?*, <3,u)Cug, 2 >i_ld <;>/(>£.£> 

qipfffclcu 

fins*/* QfT)(^l LDr^j^lcn $0ff£]Grcn , CT7T<9>(jncnG3 : 5’ 

<3*p i_|lugu £)\-& flriAffi ftcfilujffsi - 

lO n«n cvj 

7 d?!," Gucocunn, J^GunthtOj 

C^CUGVJGVJ f£l Gu CVI nCctJ - 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs 
has been sung by generous-as-the- 
dark-cloud Kaliyan for the lord ol 
Tiruvinnagar surrounded by groves 
and water tanks with fresh lotus 
thickets, and laid out with wide 
streets. Those who master it will have 
no Karmic accounts. (10) 

6.4 On Naraiyur (1) 
Kannum \ Kannada | Adi 

«9i5T>i^oiiib err^ujrrQ ffgfigtt 

CiJ/$)gd 6jrhs£\ fftfTfTCVJ, 
ljgott ^tfin Cl lo nt^il llj rtrr enuu i_ l£ 1 sin 

CTG3TGETrT5)(ip G5T, 

gS) ub , ldCT i€umjib, CGu^Fj^pib, 

GckJCndSl u_nb |/il 63* n G31 

rhgT3T g?)] Lfj £* 5 mb Gg>fHigg,ii£>, 

CIitj^oGlO ! 

O Hean! Before eyes begin to roll, 
cough throws up phlegm and sweet 
dames call, tt Go carefully. Father!”, 
let us go to the lord who became the 
mountain, the sky, the Vedas, the sac¬ 
rifices, — he resides in Naraiyur, — 
and offer worship. (1) 

Oi9>nrTij0 0 ipc\JfTn 5<n 

<n(rin ffnbLjncu cicihipj 

GfrSr 

(ttCtoSsfr (>,crr>0iu,iT Cl^rr^gjih. cT(i^. 

Gjhtctj'sGifi ! 
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O Heart! Before fragrant coiffured 
dames gather around giggling, and 
ask, ‘‘Coughing man, what have you 
come here for?”, let us go to the lord 
who became the Sun, the Moon the 
Wind and the Fire, — he resides in 
Naraiyur, — and offer worship (2) 

O<D>rrftu 0 @( 33 ^, 

CTiflcmn 

cnii C^rTcvjih, goiurt! Cfdn AfTOTTrug,]? 

CT(i3T<»3TnjJ)^ip5i5T, 

deJi*uG«'M7&u GucuajC3T uoaflnsgii crg>$g> 

© 52 n 

fbio C<9,rTG5T <z>cr>n)^iP - frnih Cl^rr^gjih, 
cr^ip, O^^sClo ! 

O Heart! Before fragrant tressed dames 
gather and laughingly ask, “Sire, now 
why do you look at us and our dresses?”, 
let us go to the lord worshipped 
by sceptred kings who offer service 
and praise, -- he resides in Naraiyur, 
— and offer worship. (3) 

O AfTLDl.|li . IJ£lJ(lplb , GVlCViC^LLJU) CIgIJCTT/T) 
2 jj«^t ejrr (§ctil_ 
gulDui S 2 - 6 TOT ^ipcunn gdit^cu 

5,fTG3T (JjotTI LL| LB 

Gstoticu 

nbiiuCTT ui,n 

! 

O Heart! Before bee-humming coif¬ 
fured dames with waists thinner than 
creeper, snake and climber shut the 
door and speak insultingly, let us go 
to the trusted lord surrounded by fra¬ 
grant Areca and red golden fruit or¬ 
chards, — he resides in Naraiyur, — 
and offer worship. (4) 

. <3>ujgyiLb, Gc^^jib, 

A^oMu^tl* QgUG3TIT> <9iGTJT, 
•9COU) Q^rrc^TTL ClarrcuGUfTfr 

(ipcjl. 


iDCurhJ(£jLD, Qjrjng^jii, cufT6r>Gnu_|ii> u rriij 

suujcu 

(TjCUti) O&rTSfT fhCD(1)01,17 JT)(TU> Q<9>fHy)g))lb, 

€T^. On,^sCiD ! 

O Heart! Before artful dames with eyes 
that surpass the fawn, the Fish, the spear 
and the lotus laugh in derision, let us go 
to the lord surrounded by fertile fields 
and waters where Malangu, Varal, and 
Valai fish dance, — he resides in 
Naraiyur, — and offer worship. (5) 

S cir Gffjn ^CDLtufrn, G eu il gd a cn uj 

gtcjn rgir cnriLjncu cufbAjgtJ? ffrejTjru 

^Atpr^ipcar, 

Cigjrrcu (5^ 4 §)curCi«r>«. locur^A cfilcunii^ 

ffrrfl eifici' U} CTTfTCjT 

(TjCVj fgn ffjGnfTJ^n f b rT LD 

O Heart! Before lightning-thin- 
waisted dames change their affections 
and ask, “Why did you come cough¬ 
ing so far?” and chastise, let us go to 
the lord who burnt the ocean -girdled 
city of Lanka, — he resides in 
Naraiyur, — and offer worship (6) 

cSUu 6Tn njjAiOjrnt. GgihIcdagduj iQniQrf)!, 

CluncucvjfTcai, (^wDorr^nesr ciangpib l.kdcct 
s_6*nfj C<9i l!U§ 5 C5T(^ipcin, 
Q<9ncu iDGnn) frrrdrr^ -c 1 fi-cu^fleu 

fTU-l GU rT 

fbcuGuon jbenrnjij.iT (f>fnh Cl^fr^jj^iib, 

Q5>(^^Cu> ! 

O Heart! Before bow-eyebrowed 
dames change their loves and laugh 
saying, “This man is wicked, he is 
broke,” and speak falsities within 
earshot, let us go to the lord surrounded 
by good Vedic seers who propagate the 
chants of the four Vedas, — he resides 
in Naraiyur, — and offer worship. (7) 
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CUfTCn 6JC33T JjCUGUfTIT 0,IT(TiJ0,cn U)o,CJTGJT 

CTC3T(T)(Trr 2)UiCmDOi 

GftcnifilcjTaiCTTjrTcncnGiufi^ ^tpcuGJT 

CTCsTcjrn^(ipcsT, 

GcuenG^ii ff9^ct|ib g£ u9 cu gt cir n}j ib 
S*S) n & smn t 

jl>fT(CnjLb , ib^nfDiyj'T ib^ii O^rT^gjiii, cr^, 
Ofb0«Gix> ! 

O Heart! Before dagger-sharp-eyed- 
dames who once fondly called you 
Madana, begin to say, “Ask this cough¬ 
ing man what he came here for”, let 
us go to the lord surrounded by end¬ 
less festivities and sacrifices all the year 
round, — he resides in Naraiyur, 

— and offer worship. (8) 

^csfl Canjbgjj ^curb!(<?) fv,cu ffuniytfufl, 

on cn id c&Cmt., 
Carrjbgjj 2-L_Cuib CAnc\S)ou gjGnmTjgd , 

^cncrruj rT5)(lpC3T f 

uflfl G<9 IT <S> LO l_Sl G\J UfTftJlD^l CtfifTCTI 

fTjdfl Can rPj&^nn^u^rr i^mb G2>rT(i§g>]ii, cm£, 

O Heart! Before ripe-berry-lipped 
dames forsake their loves, the body 
become infirm and the back becomes 
bent with a staff to lean on let us go to 
the lord who rid the Moon of his curse 
of waning, — he resides in Naraiyur, 

— and offer worship. (9) 

olcnrr) Con r^igjcuiTfir CuGfirugjCu r^iLcrur 

£#<*■’© Can Gum^lcu {• fbOTjro^n G&n^ip, 
Grrj0<oGLD, cTflnp 

^cnrr) Gr^Q Gqjgu inrTucn^ujri G<9,nc3T, 

QsfTCU 

a_GJirjuuGiin cuncjTcurra,^, 

• 5 * 1 + C o. 

O Heart! “Before crescent-eyebrowed 
dames laugh, let us offer worship to 

the lord-of-groves-Naraiyur”, - 


these songs are by spear wielding Mangai 
King Kaliyan. Those who master it will 
rule the world of celestials forever. (10) 

6.5 On Naraiyur (2) 

Kalanga | Huseni | Adi 

e>curbJ a (ipjb§iT 0i«3r»u<b&>. Oa>nfijsi0, 

^^CFHflCuJfl'T 

gjGTTfbJ< 5 :CVJ $y 1 5 )GU( 2 )i Co "$0 ^, uj 

cucu fitGS) 5> ££i-citin0>0 artidhib 

cn l lli rr cir g.gl n - 
iTjCuub G^fTor GurnIicr»LD qjit^ld 

The lord with a radiant conch and discus 
churned the ocean in the yore and gave 
it to the gods for their protection. He 
resides in Naraiyur where resident Vedic 
seers chant and perform sacrifices. (1) 

(iponen ^rr <$ujld ^<£1, ^GViGsarcorr (iprjGJ^r 

u)frrtcmi) 

cun sin s»_£^QnGu CunjjpuL. ir-rrjj,^ 

i_|Ca J Tl<5>G3T fT 

■fflCtDGrT Cff)iDn0 Garb gjcrfln Cthn&)& 

0 uSltfu Ct| LD 

rp»cr>cr ^rr Gancncu - r. : . 

The lord came as a man-lion, and tore 
into the chest of the Asura with nails 
claws. He resides in Naraiyur where 
cuckoos in groves peck into the red 
growing tips of Mango trees. (2) 

' 01 r M <J ^fjl j Cg)G l}n Q < 5 i IT C\J n GTT 

^crjflG^ncyyiL. 
Cscncjia, 31114, y0uf\»€P4t 

Garpffjncn g>c *it 

ileyicna, g>{i£Gfil cSjpfb&j CT^l^O) lDCrtGTIlTfl)(£») 

c^CULDfbg)J , 

Jbncuu i_|£,go)cvj ^Quo crfl«,tb 

f^CT) (T) U4,,Co - 
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The lord destroyed the city of Lanka, 
battling against elephants, horses, 
chariots and foot-men. He resides in 
Naraiyur where tillers of the land 
fall upon mudskippers to catch them, 
and frightened turtles scurry into holes 
and burrows. (3) 

2_rf)l Oc^JSnnCriGTTTUJ 2_«T3T0, 

2_fjQc\JfT0li) <9 jI_0€37T0, 

Clcurf)) .'>1fr #S\ bfijCO QufT0L.0 | 

Q 6u G5Tff) (TC3T &gtt (T 

Clurrtf}) ^rr ul,id 

Glun'^G'uC^jfTfQjLb -m.*-, 

3EU ^n , CT3TLD6VJnCL£lCU GU<OTT0 UfT0LD - 

The lord stole butter and was teth¬ 
ered to a mortar, he fought seven bulls 
to win the hand of Nappinnai. He 
resides in Naraiyur where spotted pea¬ 
cocks dance to the song ol the bumble 
bees in fragrant ncctared groves.(4) 

CdIcDl, CllDG&T Gg><T6TT 

,04,0^/•**(£) <$4€91o<3T c^IU . 

rb cd > - uj rrcu , <£) 631 0 <fHT iu g, 

(fj rr^j(,-ir acnjT 

Clt ib3*)i 63 T(j3tld CluiuGucjncmurTn 

& LD iSldfT ClflCfTfQj, 

. CtU'H'V i«S» - 

b ca'j rrj uj,G Q. 

The lord fought with seven bulls and 
embraced the slender-armed Nappinnai; 
he walked between Marudu trees and 
destroyed them. He resides in Naraiyur 
where graceful swan pairs go behind 
bangled dames vainly imitating there 
frm, then hide themselves in shame. (5) 

1 HQ Gunui 6WG&T Gum Cl^nr^jcina, 

ftl I 2._ uS) li g_ GJ3T0 , 

1 l(£> cunuj (tjcriT) Gun^jAiXi d5ipu 

Cl u n 

cuniij 'olr^u uj, ingti -■*<**$. 

aifi - G31 

2><g) Cli fTii.i LDQjnGLDC’U G3TG3TUD 2_0r^0t£) - 
rm<^nfr)iuGjT. 


The lord drank the breast of the wide- 
gaping ogress Putana, then smote an 
elephant and killed it. He resides in 
Naraiyur where swans drink nectar 
from wide-gaping blue lotus blossoms, 
then fall asleep before red lotuses.(6) 

(ipbg»J £>JT£yj«i>i (ipuL^rfl n^fleyjLD, (Lp63T,mb^b 

^ iB^jG^nnfTGrrCTT lSI cncDaicmu 

^ crrfl£>£>rr<njT agTn 

Cunn^cu CiifT|Lgib «^<£pl, u|Gn 6JU4 

<njrr^)ih cxtuii) ljQ jfTcJjl - 

b^'0ui,Gci. 

The lord went to the sea and brought 
back the son for his preceptor. He 
resides in Naraiyur where birds go far 
to find snail-food and fly back to their 
hungry nestlings in treeholcs. (7) 

Cl<nj<ni<anGnu qijfifilflj Cg>n ^ llj < 

ofilujjAih 

efil GTTCTI, ^flbgjK>>G< 5 ,fTOTT cfillp, £L 2 liT 2 )s , b 

dil LDOJG 3 T asniT 

Cl^>ncnc^<?rta Qah^ iFuji £_6j^ (Sid 1 }© 

^£>14 CluGtnuCujfT0a) 
b<HCTt<K J>LDCU<5j C^)0fiu 2_ 0 £h {&) ID ' 

bcnffiUjCn * 

The lord then drove the chariot lor 
Arjuna, with white horses that 
pounded the ocean-king Jayadraiha, 
and his strong army. He resides in 
Naraiyur where white storks eat big 
fish from waters, then go with their 
mates to drink nectar from lotuses. (8) 

2 i2L(n}ih Ljrrrjib unir$g)<&T 

Cueing a£5(f*)ib G^QjG^ciiffJT C< 9 (TC}iD eern 
ftntnnrT g,erin GgijcvSI 1 |«ni 

b n <snQ aer^rijih b gvi giiiligu ^tpb^h - 

b^0iu,^.n. 

The lord who drove the chariot tor 
Arjuna to rid the Earth of its burden 
resides in Naraiyur where groves flow 
with nectar and cranes frequent the 
watered fields. (9) 
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0>fm>5) gjlCTTU 1^1 CTT (ipt^ IDrTLUCST g,fT65T rQcjTfT) 

fomng, $rj6n urn iDncrflcns, 0,jj 

JS?GDfl)||^nCiDCu 

*(Tl£5> 0,$n CdlCO <TUC\JCufTCJT AC^IDCST 

cacol ld ncncu 

CtflDtf, gjCDGJJT Q^ugib c^OJlTA^, 

^£l0iDnGcu. 

This song garland by sparkling spear 
wielder Kaliyan is for the Tulasi- 
wreathed tail-crown lord who resides 
in Naraiyur surrounded by famous tall 
mansions. Those who master it will se¬ 
cure the abiding grace of Tirumal.(lQ) 

6.6 On Naraiyur (3) 
Ambaram | Pnrvikalyani \ Adi 

^u>uijy>tf> f Clij^fp) rQgj gy ib &cr>0A<* 
ctlL(^ ih, 

.5 4«jco 0co cucnmnib 2_enri_ 

fh (STJT i_ <*37 j 

ClftfllbLI ^LD(fT)lb 6UL_ IQflfi^GfT gJcDCuClDCu 

ucTrcVTl 

^iqiarnsn ;£l(J*)«mqCuj <9tfV L_ & ff) iS 11! 
qju>M .$4<£)<*gio OaGTSTuftgj^ejT snaatb 
2_6^IT0. 

(Dcrafl «jOT 3T{J| eu0CTTff^63T iDCUflClDGu CDCU0, 
U<9\i)iSlujCTr Gah-^ Cl0f^i0>OTTrrGJT 

GaituSIcCj, 

LDC53flLDnu_LD G^fTL^cjtftGcTT. 

O Devotees, if you wish to see the lord 
who swallowed the sky, Earth, quarters, 
ocean, mountains and all else, then slept 
as a child on a floating fig leaf, go now 
to Naraiyur Manimadakkoyil, where 
bumble bees take the fragrance of 
Senbakam flowers then go and sit on 
Vakula flowers, and where Sembianko- 
Chenganan comes to offer worship. ( 1 ) 

CWiigA AUiftj ^lij, Qr^Q QojdtctTib 
O^rtcwTt Anojih 
0CU CUODIJuScil .fijbl ^ULlflCO 

efila^nujfrQiD nr^OT» j cn^en^, 
giwncwT &’0Gi5«V! 

CLlCWT^t li». 


a_^lb 0 #fryG&CU LDCSufl Q<5»l7ff33Trr5jgji 
<fn CD fjClD CU 

a_cu 0 ctgucu(tld <gn3g)GJ7(LpLD ^4/Q^yitA 

O^rrcncTT, 

QufTGJTGjfl GUCfflD O^fT^A^LD 
Canipdr C<srrn 

$0<£>GT>!J)Ui,n- iDcrafliDiTLih G^fTL&lcarT^GcTT. 

O Devotees, if you wish to live by the 
feet of the lord who came as big fish 
over deluge waters and swam over 
mountains and beyond, playing 
joyfully, go now to Naraiyur 
Manimadakkoyil where the river Ponni 
washes gems Sandal and Agil wood over 
field embankments, which the world 
comes to pick up, and where the Chola 
king comes to offer worship. ( 2 ) 

ljgucu a_cn< c^CuU- .!4A * 

UfTff ^40»?AD ^)0CUlq.LLin, UCUOTlD QuDUJUJfT. 

0«36U6fil LDa^lijii) ctiIQiD Ggjacnn, ld 

^0 (tpiquin /£l<j3Trj)ndrunc'j Cl/Jcvjc\j£)(T5i5 n - 

ACUCTJCIJ LDrr Acrflrt^i S_rFp^l, CIqjcjttcj^ cjm^ 
<9>JPCVJ LDC37CJ7IT LDGTsf) (Lpi^GlDCU fhn&ih 
QgjUJCU GlJfTCTI CU CU UD O^rTGraTl C^mpCTT 

Qoniizg, 

^l^r^cjn^ujL,a iDerafliDnt^tb G<3fti£lc3iAGcTT. 

O Devotees, if you wish to attain the 
lord who has the ocean as his raiment, 
the Earth as his feet, the wind as his 
corpus, the eight Quarters as his arms, 
ancf the Universe as his crowned head, 
go now to Naraiyur Manimadakkoyil 
where the Chola king — whose 
divine sword slays crowned kings on 
elephant backs and makes them food 
for scavenger crows, — comes to 
offer worship. ( 3 ) 

Acfei a^err &A] 

• i0 cj.cnijfl, i^iccraflujCDcsttj uroifi 1 

CUfllbi^ili 

,r4 * 2 - /fln fT^j^lujncvj ^aiGSXfy} 

-mi. 00 $ 
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Clemb ion Sicrflnry - ' - 17 ‘ -'-r.r-i 

CJIDJD 

c£ijj)Cu LDcsncrm ^ljncu s uj, Ocuib lq n 

2-^ ibib 

Cl a r»Lj &, £tfjrrrca^ C &ne Cnco£5T Cani*>5) 

Ga nuSl Gu 

^C/^r^cntn^il fT LO&nfluDffL LD GsrTtfllCTTAGcTT. 

O Devotees, if you wish to stand by 
the feet of the lord who came as a 
fierce man-lion with terrifying looks, 
who picked up the mighty Asura 
Hiranva on his lap and tore his chest 
spewing hot blood everywhere, go to 
Naraivur Manimadakkoyil where 
Sembianko-Chenganan, — who rides 
horses in w’ar, victoriously against 
elephant -mounted crowned kings. — 
comes to offer worship. (4) 

2_C\J*tb {npC3Tr$i£riGflu_|tb ^ GTTIT,^) 
Cffijjry gjjn 

a> ^ ^ 4 JU, v5jlJ€^fliUCJT0j tSMyfhLD - :f?'( .,1, 

Clenchrru ^encreyt tfidp 2_CVj Al C\j Cl 0 Cu 

S-vuOj^nir)^ 

•I^ri 1 -tj .* ! Cl£CU i 'r. l cfil£\Jnil©' 

UfTUJjijgjl 

Cluncsr iccnfl Cjl^nca^irr^^ ftcngCtDCu 

J^fiu 

ijcvjld ugjigij ffpcuib un«5i(^ii) ClurrcsTssfl 

fb ftL eyi, 

C!g)«T (Alt- LlC'j5iGAfTe3T, G^nijpcjtT 

+ ' ' - * . i ' iOGJ?fliA rr - LD . < ’ * 

O Devotees, if you wish to be guests of 
the lord who measured the Earth and 
who came as a fierce man-lion to 
destroy the Asura Hiranva despatching 
him to the sky. go now to 
Tirunaraivur, — where the river 
Ponni descending near the mountains 
flows through plains and water is the 
helds, washing gold and gem, — where 
l he Choi a king of the South and 
Morth, comes to offer worship. (3) 


£jG3TC3mCc\j OjCjt 2_(iT)Gmh uujffjg, ^ncjT . . 

£ujnbj(<^ Qsn (vpcijcu^iii .arrch ^lli , 

GUIT63T ^UJ , 

.^fiiJTCTTnGcu 05 err 2 _(^)<*filcn fiprvjj^l (\psmnr}j .f^Lu, 
5>fTCJT ^s^ujenr ^^uSlcnnciT <3 rjcrsT cicnrrjj 2— ll i ffS'rr 1 

ifilcn ^(Jl Gglico 6j(bgj5 e51«r>«strfb55 Cgucdctt 
cfilchrr G]fQ£h Gffucvj a_ujaf,gij £_cuaid 

L. 

Cl 0 , gjtcji n i_ cin l Q o> a i«bj a ch , G 0 rup ctt 

Can faff) 

^l(fbjjbcnjDv 4 i,»T m crafl ld rr l Lb Ganiblsn^GcrT. 

Devotees! The lord who is self-made, 
who made the three radiant worlds, 
who is the lord of Vaikunta, who 
himself became the Tri-mufti, then 
also became a cowherd, resides in 
Tirunaraivur Manimadam, where the 
spear-wielding Chola king Kongan 
offers worship. Attain him there.(6) 

(Ipcncug) £_«&r( 5 l g^CFj^U 

GuiUtf^l . 

C ip$j gii<^jcno<g> (^cuu^l , 5,ffciSluLS'lc3tG(^n 

^'cncvja, , c^ujit id rig, n 

^ or dn cifi tfir Q 0 , rr Gfirt i rr G 5 T ^ (*> »f> 

* 

idcdcvj^) i- -<5j < 3 j uoerafl Clflinc33Trig-,gj] tDCiiujii) 

SL-UUILI 

(sncrTub Q &, n Q eh id ligjtcu <4*i b 

Cl\_ind3TG>fl»V m C31, 
^Icncvjg, Cflnip&i 

G*ftu9cv» 

<^l( > iT,tb>d3>0U4 j n iDGnj*lii?rrL.Lb Gflfti5)G3trAGcn. 

Devotees! If you wish to attain the 
feet of the lord who sucked the poison 
breast of the ogress and killed her, 
who went about grazing cows, played 
a flute and look the bangles of 
cowherd-dames, then reigned as king 
of the ancient Dvaraka city, — go to the 
temple of Tirunaraivur Manimadam 
where the how-wielding Chola, 
king of the gem-washing Kaveri 
watered tract offers worship. (7) 
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(!P©*® gjsun cutTiuu 

lSICA cnojesr, 

id«tt Giojojnii) (ipcrr 

Q«UG3Tj5^^ 

^ff)cO Cl^tbSD 

G G^i fjj §> dr 

ilrjiis ^jcaAg^ncsr ^0 guu». ^jib QasjTGifl 
OTGiiuiSn! 

<@0*>0 <@CU^I0 ^(TTjQllinLp QJITIL) ffTCOT 
Cg>iT6n rptfp(2) 
cti^Icu innuib ^I'ij'Ugx) Otfiugxi 2 _g\j d* ih 

gugus C<3iripi>3i Canjfcgj 

G^rruSlcvj 

T^GTttry^n IDffinfllDfTLLD CstTiiJl CST^CGn. 

Devotees! If you wish to place on your 
head the feet of the lord—who came as 
the husband of coral-lipped Nappinnai, 
who came as a warrior and destroyed 
twentyone kings of yore with his 
battle-axe, — go to Tirunaraiyur 
Manimadam, where the high-born 
Chola king, — who built seventy big 
temples for the Rig-reciting eight-armed 
Isvara, — offers worship. (8) 

ff>nrr .fkyicr, ^gttgtt, l^Gidgo 

3»«flujfTCTTC5T f (iptjfluj rrffTTrr rPdrriT) 

Gun ^cncrr, ^uSlfjuh Gun suotu uj '*crrcn. 

G5T £51 CSt {h 'V (D «55T Qj fl GTT G5JT Q U (CV) £53 LD 

GdhuiSrr 1 

unn ^cna J^ajn jgjGuri (porn)] 

CjpiT) 

ljcDu iD^rojrrr 2_i_cu gjjctfjfluju uuon 

2_UJg>g) 

Cg>r( ^cncji, C*n<j GdjrripGsr GdJrrj^ 
Ga.nuSlcu 

^(r^rfjttnfr^iu^fT io<S53flir>m ih GdT(Tii)l£5T<9,GGTT, 

Devotees! If you wish to hear the praise 
of the lord, — who wears a Tulasi- 
garland, resides in Arangam, is the 
spouse of lotus-dame Lakshmi, is 
praised by Rishis, has a thousand names, 
is the bridegroom of Nappinnai, — go 
to Tirunaraiyur Manimadam where 


the Chola king, — who shredded the 
bodies of sundry kings in the battle 
at Alundur riding his horse-drawn 
chariot, — offers worship. (9) 

Oath Qifl ctl £1 Gunuj njncvj Gojg) 6un£35T(T 

qj fT(ig ib 

^ 53 ^ 0 ) 01 ,it lDGT5^LDni_ ih 0<5fhj 0>g£& 

LD n^JlGVJ U 

Qunujib Oicnjp « 3 ^G 5 tiT)j ^ebeung, 

QujiinbGnLDuj fTcncn, 

C^GVJ iDf^iC2T)£h^) CcufTjgjGiJT. L_|GU £53113 

( £j \ld Oidptl^ cunujfii 5s©Sl<r>cnj5^ ^Gtftuu 

IJ (TL cu 

ufT^Gurra cfilujcijT 2_co<£lc\j r^iDesrnn uniq. 

Qcuib Cliom£l Ci3)il0 OiDLULbenio 

Gancboflcb. 

s^caoiiOTCJind^ «fil <"><*>£, (o 1 u 0 & 

gjSjGdh nCfl- 

This garland of pure Tamil songs by 
truthful poet and king of Mangai tract 
Kalikanri extols the lord Senkanmal 
of Tirunaraiyur Manimadam who 
lives with Vedic seers of high merit. 
Those who sing it will not fear the 
word death, and in fact will be revered 
by good celestials too. (10) 

6.7 On Naraiyur (4) 

Alum \ Anandabhairavi ) Adi 

cZHjlGt^lb UCTJifluHlb ^UvGlUGDGCTSi 

o^nGfijiunOTT; G&ornu (£1.3 no 
GajtHCTtjib ajcj^cuiqib <nujg ><9 

Qguld a 131 b ^jnii^nan 

Ggi; (Ct^ib G/JuL|ib r^cnmujn^iL, 

Gciicb i juSlcb <£&) 

t b 0 G*)d> Gfiltpcfilcyi cj&cbl GpiCun 
«vcr*CD^n f£cji(p ir,iii9Gu. 

The Lord of Naraiyur made me his 
and took me into his service. 
He did crop many heads and arms 
with his bow and arrow fire. 
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His streets are filled with beautiful 
people looking like Manmatha. 
Daily festive sounds abound, 

all the year round, never ceasing. 

( 1 ) 

(ipafl curbgilj 

(Lplq C an uDGST63T<T 2_l_GVJ glfcoofliu 
5)Qfl Qinuj uCT)l_ < «H ( CT3n_ 

SjOIT gtrnsjrT- QJITIT L_|*T)CU 

ueafl Ciirr ^peusnevj ucu , 

u fTCTTCU tfpJ0LJ0C\J adsT <9ifTl _L_ , 

fbcjfl r ^ldguiD - * 

2>«r><Diu/i rFjibiSlCuj. 

Lord of Naraiyur came then as 

the sharp axe-wielding Bhrigu 
Rama, 

Vanquished twentyone mighty kings, 
wore a Tulasi wreath on crown. 
Fragrant Mullai flashing a smile, 

Panal flowers do beckon with 
them, 

Glory-lotus shows a face, in 
happy groves and fields 

everywhere. (2) 

Og>GTT On I_GVJ <SU fTlij -Jil I— 6UJTUJ5 

<^631 ClJfTCTT ^uSlGVi 

gjlGtTGTTfT 01(0) LDfTGfr SiJfTGtfl 

g>l 7^5)^631; LDfTQJoSl lOGOTT 

L^GTT ^fT l_|OTjcfil©0 Ul,r^J 0>rT£& 

Gurrcueji O^ncrr LDn^rr asj'ji «>rrLf_ f 

5>cit <$in ^iBCuub AfTil0u5 

fbCTHTjll^n (9G3T0 fF>Lbl9Guj. 

The lord of Naraiyur reclines in 
the ocean on a serpent bed. 

He did kill the golden deer, 
he did seek a gift of land. 

Birds abound in water tanks, 

where the red lily looks like the eyes 
And the lotus looks like the tace 

of the dames around the town.(3) 


Gpxrflujn, QguqxftOottjtuj 2 _ 6 OTTi_itg 3 T ©tottitu, 
2_oCcufT0 C£>OT3T 5,uSlg)0)nGU, 

fifilGlflujn, ^nOyOy <^UL(OTf) 

cfilibifil ^(i§5,nc3T - Qldctt ldg\jitGld g\j 
asrflujr, CUC33T^1 *ch a_€WT«35I, 

AniDn Q^GFTrrjcu <^G\J(T gjirr)rr>, 
jhcrflaQjfTiu (ipcucncu (ip gjj ©u ©S) a 0 ib 
/banff^n 5 >u>6)Glu. 

The lord of Naraiyur came as a 

child and stole the white butter, - 
When his mother in anger bound 
him to a mortar, —stood weeping. 
Bumble bees drink nectar-wine, 
the cool breeze blows and 

tells everyone. 

The beaming Mullai flowers hearing 

this, 

grin and show their mocking 
smile. (4) 

fffilcu efilipcfilcu em_ 

6 fil 0 ihiS), cSl 0 ii)urT ldcu 

OiGQ fTCTT G< 2 )fT€TI A (CTj O CP GST Oj 

aniujjgjncaT; uniij ArTGifItijGtfiGiDeu 

Clsnou ^ri * 0^1 (ipcnn^ 

C^IT(ip^ Q<ffUJUjli) OgjfTJ^l ©SI G 6 JT fT IT , 
fTjCucufrrr in&noiGujniT ucuit <H 0 ipib 
ffitfnfijuajn f^lcSrrr) ffjUuSlCiij. 

The lord of Naraiyur gladly went 
to the bow-worship in old Mathura, 
Killed the terrible wrestlers and Kamsa, 
danced on hoods oi Kaliya-snake. 
Vedic seers who learn by heart 

the chants-of-Vedic four Mantras. 
Daily offer oblation, 

through the well-kept fire-altar. (5) 

Guencnfl Cl«9,n^rbG3T (ipgjcunuj 

U5ftACcnt1(',i ^lp^Afc33TfT6jl 
Gaicn^fc) £p>i, efiltrieu turrcyjrcji 
g51 ujGST C^jnen ciiGiJT5>6 , 315 ,fh 

SL <*}> rr G$] 

UGTTGlf) dilOCO«9>^l («r> 1 U LILI.. 

LJ 0 Gunuj ^Guaisan <ipAih Gjb< T AAl, 
5 , 6 ncrtl aanf^Uh ©uujgvj 

5,600)114,0 (iO«T-T) fPjihlSIClU. 
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The lord of Naraiyur then in yore 
chopped the thousand arms of Bana 
While the three-eyed Siva and his 
son and retinue took to flight. 
The pincer-crab male goes to sleep 
in the lotus flower buds of water 
tanks; 

The female waiting all night long 
quarrels on his return to the 
fields. (6) 

l61gdl.. u_m cijjTjg* Ccijcu iDC3T«rrrr 
cfiliJ, sfjIfflUCOT Cg)IT 
i_ujn cucntj cgrirrry 
Carr ^COTfr>fT®5Tj A 

LJGiftI— LLIfT63T Coj0>UD j^rggjt>£j 

Cfticircfi) cjyp 

fjjCni-iurT cucucu <rurrtp 

r^OTinua,^ fbii>6lCiu. 

The lord—who drove the chariot for 
Vi jay an and destroyed the armed mighty 
kings, who lifted a mount and stood as 
the cowherd clan’s protector, and who 
wields the sharp discus, — resides in 
Naraiyur where Vedic seers are adept in 
the four Vedas, five sacrifices, six angas 
and seven svaras of music. (7) 

arjb&i ,3^ sflfjcvmcn un^^nc'S) 

(tpiqAA, ufTfig>g>g>j, 

Grfl<Df^jdj>tpcu ldcst^jtit 
/ leu/iio*. afhjfirib <njnuj Gncu£g,ndn 

Qarb2,moGr>rrCu>co r ^ujCcjrfT(»J) 

itqjc&jt er> 0 > iDcr>rr)GujrTrr, curtip 
r^cr.ff^yi <QoTfO (TjOhSIGuj. 

The lord who blew his conch in the 
battlefield and terrified the elephant- 
mounted warrior kings in the Bharata 
war, and made the ball-clasping 
Panchali gather her hair once again, 
resides in Naraiyur where benevolent 
Vedic seers rival the lotus-seated 
Brahma and Siva in their glories.(8) 


rJH/pjib 6lcT)fDU4ii),^acu(ipii>, 

c5ml_lDu|i£ gcax-CureO fe ftf, a_i_euii> 
iSsnjii y/b 6j£u 

^CDfoGiurrcin (^cntT) ^rjuu, 

LD1T0! c^»C3Tjrj| ggcvQjn rurrj jgft 

euejyfj UJiriVcq 

a_ A/b^incft 

fRITf^Lb ClufT^loj l^iprTjgjJ <&#>(£ <^i UJ 
2,(^011^11 106330 fbublSlGlU. 

The ash-smeared bull-riding, mat-haired 
Siva with the Ganga and the crescent 
on his tuft went abegging with Brahma's 
skull for a bowl, when our lord rid him 
of his curse by filling it with the sap of 
his heart. He resides in Naraiyur 
surrounded by fragrant groves. (9) 

ffiCTicffiiD fi^cni_tu iDQnfrjGujrTn cump 
fbcm0^,iT 0OTTrn rt,U)cnuj<5, 

LD^cn ^ijp Cmutu LDfbicnA,^ 
(£B<^Slujcirr tfpJoSlQaiij £,tjilip LDncncvj 
ucsjTCvjfl a_6\j^tcu lj n0<njnn 

urr(^1 snrjfT, uip cfilcncrr^ch; 
iDCTTdfl 2 _CVJAlh JT0 Curtoj. 

fiUnGfi^TfTft QjOTUTrbl^ ClJfTipCUnGfJ. 

This garland of pure Tamil songs bv 
Kaliyan, king of walled fertile Mangai 
tract sings of the lord of Naraiyur 
where godly Vedic seers reside. Those 
who master it will accrue no Karmas. 
They will rule the Earth and be 
worshipped by celestials. (10) 

6.8 On Naraiyur (5) 

Mankonda \ Gambhiranatai \ 
Triputa 

mfrffjT OftnafaiL C&rTCu LDmVcfilcjr loirwaft 

, UiriGDCtS) IDCTXI 

(2,fT«T Q(7,nGijT0 5>ncnfrc\j 

Glu(fT-,LD accent, 
G^cn CWcwu *nijcu ftftncncjr, 

5,fr«T Qocsrtrn d>OTT0^rf)cu 

fh (To'oi G i_G cn. 
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The lord wore a deerskin on his 
chest and went to Mabali as a manikin 
seeking a gift of land, then took 
the whole Earth. He is the resident 
of nectar-groved Tiruvenkatam. 
Searching for him everywhere I have 
found him in Naraiyur. (1) 

(ip !b £ cm ij ^ipcn r^rretr A«m ujj)5jfT6mcm ( 

fipipA#' fTjrTGn 

i 5 cj(T 

Cl U 0 Ifl fTCn (TIT , 
^oSl Giduj ^(njicrrcmcu, Gniimin-emGjT, 
fbcu <£fr ffiiujcu (A,jp £) cm in oi, rf) cu 

AirrCi_Gc 3 i. 

The lord in the yore churned the ocean, 
came in the iorm of fish and drank 
it during the deluge. He is the lord 
Tirumal of Ten-Vayalali, my master. 
Amid fertile fields and groves, I have 
found him in Naraiyur. (2) 

gdT ciinuj i_|cn c£»rmT^jji AjiemiT) GcuvpiD, 

Op cun cm io. rjicuik), (ipg,cmcu ^cjuflgjgjncmGm, 
n <£1 C $ gu cm gut , Cl <3 rbJ a \d qj * 

A GT5TCTjrrnro>63T, 

it j rru i Si— cn it CUT cjji rrjCmfDuOjiflcvj 

AC33lGt_GcjT. 

The lord came leading his Garuda 
bird to the lake, rescued the elephant 
Gajendra, by slicing the crocodile 
with his discus. He is the lord of gods, 
red-eyed Senkanmal. I have found 
him in Naraiyur. (3) 

ic 51 n r?n,Wp ^'ijaraHuicmcn ©sircar ny* 

Ui £l(^i§ntocm<.\juHT*nwT, 

«jni n ftiiprTuj mncmGVj 

(ipu^ujirwr.wT', 

^"cnC^rrrQiih £>1114 £>«m(Diy/lcb 

acsstGi G gti. 

The lord came as a man-lion and 
destroyed Hiranva. He is the lord of 
Tirunirmalai surrounded by groves. 


He wears a Tulasi wreath of unfading 
fragrance. 1 have found him in 
Naraiyur. (4) 

AGVJ ^IT LD^CTr (,'V i’p Alq. ^CVJPijGmAA AITn 
<^UA AC3T 

Guffu ^Gn, cuitl Ogulo flOio ftlfJJbA 

ff£lcucuncmc3T Clocucu CcjjirjrT a 

/T)C\jc\j nemetsr, <51114 n^cmnr^uj^flG'ij *cmrtC<_Ccai. 

The lord came as a bow-wielder and 
killed the mighty Ravana king of ocean- 
girdled Lanka. He is the benevolent 
one, good to the young Vibhishana. I 
have found him in Naraiyur. (5) 

s»_ihiirr S2_cuC A nQ 2 _i61it CTCucufno 

2-<3j$u9cu 

CUlDL) LOC\J nGlDCVJ l_iCiTll_5)5jfTCmfl31, 

10 ft GIIJ it cm CUT , 
«£*ic§tcjt a gust cam it 6 tt (S^G^ncmA a cm 
.'I) fbj a cm ft) 

icmGm nsmq jjcm^oajjrflcvj AGiferGi_CCT?. 

The wonder-lord created the 
Universe, gods and men, on his lotus- 
navel-flower. He is the lion-cub of 
sharp eyed Yasoda. With faith, I have 
found him in Naraiyur. (6) 

Al 1 (^) cjipj CarrcmcvjA AncumL cusjcmgjA 

& CPtllq 

Gfiltli. nmwr. Clioajiuii <&uArT|bfi> 

Cl u ^fFjiO ncm cm , 
im_0 G7<T)| Afbk-'AlDfT2,flA(^ cZWjUJ, 
gucoti gjiGucmn 

15 lit n cm GUT Cbntq rhcrTpi^rflcvi aottGl Gear. 

The lord who set fire to the Kandava 
forest and resides in Mevvam is a 
nectar-dripping Kalpaka tree. He built 
t he beautiful Dvaraka for Satyabhama. 
I have seen him in Naraiyur. (7) 

tD«rnG3^1cji ib ' -n-rjib incur, torn 

ID car n 

i icuurcrjflcmGinAj <ni<b 5 > Licmi gtcv c\j mb. 

1 inf) AA<fei. 
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cGlcnncrafldrr iSgj sjff] cfil^tuon CfljiT 

ocg (T£>^F>fTcr)cyi 

rbohjTo^ r^iTGarr i^cnfQtijjiflGu 

o,craiCi_Cc3T. 

The lord who drove the chariot for 
Vijayan and despatched the tyrant 
kings to heaven, and thus relieved 
the Earth of its burden, resides in 
Naraiyur. I have seen him today.(8) 

Clunfii(5) cjrpj £<stt Gim^u Clurrcsn 

5)d3TCG3TrT0LJD 

0r^i(0) cjrr^j Cancug, 

Qu^ifirr cncai, 

ClArtfbJg, gj f£] GeFnancua, (0jt_rbGn&>&> 

<ffl l fT 6J) tJT ( 

fbib G<g,ncr)«3T jj,ni^ jjjGnnj^rflcCj 

A £3^1 Gi_CgST. 

The lord who reclines in fragrant 
Kudandai wields a beautiful white 
conch and a radiant discus. He is our 
king. I have seen him in Naraiyur. (9) 

H>S3Tqpjl.h LOgjGTig 6Ui9.C£)Ojn GU Hep {Ip^CJDCVJ, 

Jb«u !bC3HDU4,n facing) ir>ibiSlor>iu, ftjibq 

&nn 

*gvj Cg>ncnfT63T &<?$l llmtjt £p>©Sl 

Gil CVJ CU IT ft 

Cltjcrcin 2_c\j<<£lcu GijrrcjTGurTA^u 

^0ojGa. 

This garland of Tamil songs by 
bee-humming garland-wearing strong- 
armed Kaliyan extols the lord of 
Mathura, Vasudev’s bright child, who 
resides in Naraiyur. Those who master 
it will become Gurus to the gods.(10) 

6.9 On Naraiyur (6) 

Pedai | Hamsanandi \ Khanda 
Chap it 

ICJH .>< njjjO) *oi -StfOTGJTLb LSlrflujng,! 

id Cun a ^ir>c\jii] 

iAi a j n j) A. n J j «mu& w 

(rju^n 


(ip<sm_ ^5^ 6 J 2><0 

u cS) ^lrflCGufTcn 
£gi_rr ^l(r n cun4nc5T gsnc m 

Orb<c>|C^ ! 

O Heart! The male-embracing female 
swan pair sips the nectar from petal- 
fallen lotus flowers in fertile fields of 
Tirunaraiyur; Siva, bearing the skull* 
begging-bowl and roaming the 
three worlds, was relieved of his curse 
by the lord who is the husband of 
Sri. Attain his feet. (1) 

0>63T tffbJALD 0>Gulbg>j CTfhJ^LB 

<@Gnn)ij>g>] > 
cmp ^rj (ip^gj rr-63T0j cucmi> 

^(rtjjbGr*©^ 

ujP < 5*^*5 ii> c 6 l 0 Gu 

c^lCDQJ S\0)^D 1 
<5)1^10 <5QID g*jri!bS>nc3T gGDOTjrCuJ 

<5^oni-. 

O Heart! Salt pans overflow with 
oysters that spill over the streets 
heaping pearls and bountiful wealth 
in Tirunaraiyur; the blame-worthy 
wicked Rakshasa’s heavy heads rolled 
by the hot arrows of the bow-wielder 
lord. Attain his feet. (2) 


^.ciDcn Clff>rr6TjTt_ ucvjniiftcjfl^cn C&ctt ufTu > • 

^ionerr Qactcwtu uipib 'c l A.tiQ<flg» 

Ganeyev**) - 

<JU6ir>Gn Q<5,nrGJ3Tt_ GUGTjIGSngjgjCtfl l9g3T 

G&nCTTJDCO, Cip6IJGV)G<9>tT(^ 

^4cr»cn C l qj aratO crjuij 2 J_<rT3TI rrcyt gjcryr ^4<u 

^sncwrCui ^ctra Qir^criCfl. 

O Heart! The slivers of jackfruit drip 
with honey on trees, while bananas 
slip ou\ of their peels on tight bunches 
in plantations of Tirunaraiyur; the 
lord who appeared as a younger 
brother oi the conch-hued Bala ram a 
look the milk products and the world 

in one gulp. Attain his feel (3) 
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gjicirtn}| uucuih gjjcarcsfl cn*J0ii) 

lD rr dfl «rvh C ic c\j 
*£ lfi3T{T)i ojrTCT (\p0ih f^cn Clscucug, 

- 

LDcjrgr^j <$$03, (0)i-ib «^iq gucdo 

LD6y»ip &>Qtbfh 

(0)C7irr)j ^^iTjLD $<JCtt (ZojtiGndfl 0<ann <3>g)Gcvj 
Clrh(6T)Cfl ! 

O Heart! Rows of cloth flutter on 
mansions everywhere densely, hiding the 
sky in wealthy Tirunaraiyur. The lord 
danced with pots and lifted a mountain 
to stop the rains with his mighty 
shoulders. Attain his resounding feet. (4) 

c^<£lcu (£>17)010. arTjAdTQpii.Clun^^jib, 

i&fhs, Cl^f7CTTna<5,gji £- cfilujcrr 

ClL/fT^dflg) * 

uftcu ^M_rr ^j^lu uotl UJfiCBT, 

2 J_CU(£) d<Lglb 

M<*3> 0(JC^0) $0 ^UuSljTJ^D^ ClufTOT 

^ iq GtU J5Ntr" CI(Tj(CTjG<!7 ! 

O Heart! Logs of Agilwood, Sandal¬ 
wood, nuggets of gold, and pearls in 
heaps come washed by the waves of 
the perennial river Kaveri in 
Tirunaraiyur. The lord who wields a 
discus that hid the Sun in the Bharata 
war, himself hid the Universe in his 
stomach. Attain his golden feet. (5) 

^unsin, ah A £2_^Tl , q Gimps, 

eyis, inn *4'fA Cs,rr0ih. 
0,^ 2 . efiluicn 

CU ^l(T^n 3 fe'a'ifnai,n - 

«;><$£, ift0nij0cvj Clio«;o 

$(/*) ld rrAiSIcvi 

‘^cston. ftn«3T cnoi^aj) JSL-AriPj^ncir mcuir 

P Heart! Gold, pearls, tiger’s claws, 
lv <>rv, all these are brought as gifts by 
the river Kaveri in Tirunaraiyur; the 
*° r d is pleased to keep his sweet 


companion, the lady Sri of lightning- 
thin waist, on his chest. Attain his 
flower-adored feet. (6) 

Jn 0,Gnip2,2) fh£)nd Qd?fTjGlfbeu, Clsf^j 

AlDCUgjgj] ^CTtL ^CnLliSlcu, 
unn auj.gyfjto, s,0iii_| utudn 

ffSlcnor< 5 ,(£)in $0ij><y*£)u.i > i* 
0>nri 5)Cnipg,5) $0 e_ 0 «j 63 n, AeaJTOTiOlrjndn, 
c£l war cist <n iff Gaincir 

2,rrn gjOTiipg)#, gjiipmu (ipi^iuGST ^crflrr 

^i^Cuj o'fv,(ChG/» 1 

O Heart! Beautiful ripe golden sheaves 
of paddy grow with red lotuses in be¬ 
tween; rows of well-laid sugarcane in 
plantations grow tall, in Tirunaraiyur. 
The lord of dark cloud hue, lord of 
the celestials, Krishna, wears a wreath 
of Tulasi. Attain his tender feet. (7) 

0CTJGVJ ^rmujipA ^nu^LD, uAiii ^nitjib, 
u iTGjncfT ^ip 5 >gi)in 

0 jG 31 Oj ^ffffjS, 0,(ip<£LlST 53 l_(£f) 

Gs rumens, ^0fb« r *0iU, fT ‘ 

incr>€u ^4,njjjp, Cs>nc\jib Cart iDcrafl ldhl in 
l£1 s. LDearrcafl 

i^Igtum <^1,0 r£lc3Tft)rrcyr Si(*n i^gtt s>ipCcu 

^cnc. Qfb(C^C^ 1 

O Heart! Ripened fruit and ripening 
fruit borne in bunches, and Areca 
fronds spilling pearls of flowers, fill the 
orchards and groves of Tirunaraiyur. 
The lord resides amid jewelled 
mansions that rise high like mountains. 
Attain his adorable lotus feet. (8) 

inenm <^>4010 Gu0 CwnencftlA Gs.n(tjub i jt'd'iSi 

Gi 'Hiij «jGniTiijg)i 

•Clffnrn .s^q suffer (\p0tb rfiGii Gseucus, 
^(rucKim iT>iu,n 

^,010 SCTu_u.iffg£)iib.. iSlomppiib, 
(ip«an *ts,s, 

hA JouTinrrt^rt v . . *rt 

^q.qGu) t^cr . Gij^-uG/i 1 
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O Heart! The smoke from the fire 
altar of the Vedic seers climbs up and 
fills the sky with wealth-laden clouds 
in Tirunaraiyur. The lord stands 
above all, worshipped by Siva and 
Brahma. Attain his feet. (9) 

LD^IcTT U|GTlL_ /J vk 

CuriuT aCTTAli) rCilsuCU GUUJOJ 

jji&nncnaT 

ugtstactt uuSldnrr) $ru urn_cu ^OT>6u 

ufljgjiib SDGViCunrr 

<»£l GT 3 T< 5 ,GTT <^,UJ 

cS/bf^(5IbgiJ curry>QjrrGg. 

The king of Mangai city surrounded by 
lakes with swan pairs offers this garland 
of pure Tamil Pann-based songs at the 
feet of the lord who stands amid spotless 
tall mansions in Tirunaraiyur. Those 
who master it will attain high heaven 
and live with celestials forever. ( 10 ) 

6.10 On Naraiyur (7) 
Kidanda \ Madbyamavati \ Adi 

'V ~ T , CidgSI, CAipcu 

r^UU IL. 5 \JOTft 

AL_ibg> fbtb^ a_cu<ar>s> 

pph oHi^tuncu 

fbL_0j5, rvjiiitSl ft) ft id ld Ofl itgug^cv) - r^Gion 
5>nijniucraTCif>. 

Our lord is the lord who reclines in 
Kudandai, the lord who lifted the Earth 
as a boar, the lord who burnt the forti¬ 
fied Lanka city to dust, the lord who 
measured the Earth in two strides. His 
Mantra is Na-mo Na-ra-ya-na-me. (] 


cf]li ift 5,rt«5T s_gdl uj .*4nQj«b Cciur^i, 
Mjjcajr itjncn, 

a,irgr ^cnon f 


jib it, n l j (oli i^uitt 


i>sb n G 1 «n«UUJlb G&ipcil % 2— G\J«n«!>) 

PT-fi 

ftiL-^igifT g)| CT)L- UJ 2>niD LD Cl <5 n Go c61 C'J 

iJjGinn <j,ngfTiu gj^tClD. 

Our lord is the lord who entered the 
lotus pond and danced on the venom¬ 
spitting Kaliya’s hoods, the lord who 
came as a boar and fork-lifted the 
Earth, the lord who straddled the 
Earth with his flower-soft feet. His 
Mantra is Na-mo Na-ra-ya-na-me.(2) 

yjGOTTfT^J <^)63Tgl|U) 5)flJjAC53T CcUlplb LD^J* 
even err li^ucruu 

Gi isumnGm GuniqjAl, 4 ^ip ty <ld 'Ci^nGifuT l 

Cu^uoncjf, ^i^icnncuGjrr, 
j n g if3i rt 6 ij din ^ip fj cyj to rv, q oj 

gjuSlrr CltrjjdinC gujiuj 
trcoinftgji 2 _ 6 mni. ncm [fcmcub CcncuoSlco - 
RjCtcn fijrfjrTiuCujTGLr)- 

The lord who plucked the tusk of the 
red-eyed hot-tempered elephant, the 
lord who churned the ocean for am¬ 
brosia, the lord who bears the lady Sri 
on his chest, the lord who stole the coif¬ 
fured cowherd dames’ butter, — his 
Mantra is Na-mo Na-ra-ya-na-me. (3) 

5)40 <Q> n UD$Gn n^^pjCTI r^ad1 , 

<ZTG\jcun SL-CU(£U> (njcamriio, 

- r^; enft £hCy£h ft<JJT 

^ cfilcocuncu (ipcrflft,* 

05563*1^ «sfili5t Gmjrn)^ 
<bcvjojngjj6jri|_ u , rijtTUub Cflfncvj66lG\j 

jbGuin «i>nrjnuj(2r3iCiin. 

The lord who resides in the well 
tonified city of Kanchi, worshipped 
hy all the worlds in Padakam, the lord 
who rained arrows or the mighty chest 
of the Lanka king Ravana, then gave 
the kingdom to his younger brother 
Vihhishana, — his Mantra is Na-mo 
Na-ra-ya-na-me. ( 4 ) 
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(£)hi fr cucyiijijjrrcvj a,lcy>ij (ipesr < 9 ifT£>g, 

Qu0U5ncrT, u30Cun J 5) 
cfilcttL- gj fTCJT C 7 (^ii 3 Cl CU C3T0 rrtfjr, CftfTGlJCij 
^loijDrKOT, Qoj&t Jg)curtsy)a, 

ujfT <£#gSuju Cl ufT^gjj Cmcfl 
Qgdld 

Ib^LUJ fT 2 »_ ffiattfffJTA *CWTl-fT 631 Jb^lDLO - 

ffjCiDrr r^rftjnujtfajTGin. 

The lord who protected the cows by 
lifting a mountain against the 
hailstorm, the lord who fought seven 
warring bulls, the lord who stands in 
Kovalur, the lord who made Yama 
stride the battlefield and devour the 
Rakshasa clan, — his Mantra is 
Na-mo Na-ra-ya-na-me. (5) 

< 3 sfTCjr CTCOT^lh, 00^010 ,(yi^Gl| L£» 

UCTH OJfT, gHQOi&ih 

IDrtCTTTLD , ClcilG3Tf/>l ^LDLDnCOl, 

CTWjTi»j{^j CTCTT nr\] LD 

G&cpLD, u ngyjui, $0tDficu 

$ 0 rj)(U£)LO 

£> n g>]ib CI 0 ITC 3 tGgjtc 31 ; ff>tf>0tb e_cnrn£l<ai 
jrjCiDfl ffjrrijrrujOTirTCLD. 

The lord who wiped out the vanity of 
the mighty Rakshasas with an army 
of monkeys, bears and macaques, the 
lord who is always sweet as honey, milk 
and ambrosia to my heart, the lord 
who is the husband of Sri, — I shall 
say; devotees, repeat after me, — the 
Mantra is Na-mo Na-ra-ya-na-me.(6) 

£&Qtit) Qj&nijiL(LD• <£li $)(b <9>t..gyjuj, 

<£1 <mtf\L|Lb jblcuepib 

GijcyyTtfrrTLD GT-SOTTGrafl 

in ix> rrern rrn 

0 « T fT} j 0 cji> urn ui 

£)( 1 hfa( 9 ltlib 

rbi'^nfTjj < 9 ,n(^nL/ 3 (rifT: O^rTffrmRrr! O^ncrrCcrtcyi - 
fP,GlD(^ (J) rTfJfTu J (jJiHG t-D 

Ide protects through age after age, the 
st aid mountains, the spread oceans, the 
Quarters, the firm Earth, all without 


exception. He lifted the mountain as an 
umbrella against a hailstorm. Devotees, 
take good note of what I say, — his 
Mantra is Na-mo Na-ra-ya-na-me. (7) 

<5>fTG\j, Lorrrfl <9 ,cuCgu Clum^luj ^cuCgvj 
cnDS,0 grgn pi 

u0nijAncu, £Coj R ^uurr 

^^^fT^ipcjr, 

Q(J)(^fhlAnGU 0tf5T0li) 0CT)L GJ<b$ 

fetiGrarcronb ^n^^ncTT j&mnib - 

jbCiDft j,n(j itlu cnrC ld. 

When the hailstorm hit the cowherd’s 
haunt, even before the cowherds could 
say, “Krishna, protect us!”, the lord lifted 
a huge mountain as an umbrella and pro¬ 
tected the cows from the cold, — his 
Mantra is Na-mo Na-ra-ya-na-me. (8) 

ClufTfli/0 L|63tfTffli9> 5>L-CO (Si,g> cS^^H iQiV 
inn LOdiGn, icgu rr ld n 

Lnr%jGJVh t9tjtocin, ciifffisrcuft 

rbmu^rr ,auu 

<rrnij <?,oti ^iiq.&cn, j^crujoCiuiTn 

£«ancueu0CT>uuj .<?90Jb n ‘ DL A" 
ffrdi&Gn ofTIc<nuJTACfi - 

fjjCinn jpirnn'ujc.nnCtD. 

The ocean-girdled Earth Dame, the 
lotus-dame Lakshmi, Brahma, Siva, 
Indra and all the other gods seek the 
lord for their sustenance. He is our lord 
and the lord of the celestials. Chant his 
Mantra, — Na-mo Na-ra-ya-na-me, — 
and he rid of your Kannic account.(9) 

. ^‘-ill,*» 5 )t_ in lAcnfl ^3 Oj i 

<T 5 63'>rr)U4 ) n Oib^ innwiPPv 
fbfTc^Gu uncoil, Clfb(0^l<?u ClAn^fin^j 
fbtbiSl 

*fTc?fil5> &L fbi AGiaT idi currn CaiJttcijcw 

AoiluifBi ££><.iSl inncv,» 
Cldot 1£ G^ncbdi cuGOcuniT un«nb r^1cx»<A.*n 

ffSujCin. 
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These songs of the lord’s Mantra in 
Tirunaraiyur surrounded by the 
Kaveri’s Mani-muttaru river, are by 
Kaliyan the husband of many wide- 
eyed dames, resident of Tirunaraiyur. 
Those who can master it will be rid of 
their Karmic account. (10) 

7.1 On Naraiyur (8) 

Karava \ Sctveri | Misra Chapu 

<9,!T)GUrT IDU 3)GST 0,63Tiry 

2 _ 6 iTcrf! 6STrfGuGuncu, 

LDfTJGlirTgj] ^iq-GuJCST 2_C3TGD£J(GliJ 

& ip ^ or G fQ €3T 

Qurripeu ■ ./ i£lcnn) 

rbihiSl ! 

iS'^cunfTnD crGncsTu uttsfl - CTr^ene, iSlonGfijr ! 

O Lord of Naraiyur surrounded by 
nectared groves! Like a calf constantly 
calling for its unmilked mother cow, 

I keep calling for you. Pray ensure that 
I am not born again. ( 1 ) 

curQfrjn (ip2jj£Or7fT0 Loncu ftjcnfj 

gj]£D©J <5^ (iP®* O^ncvj 1 ^GipnGeffr! 

^n)Grr)cn ^l^Gujcst a^OTcnfinGuj 

*5*4 63up (h £ C3tG O) C5T 

C!uit)GfDC3T; ^(T^cn 2,(V,$0 - ctot tnrfccr^, 
iSl rjnCcrr ! 

O Lord who swallowed the seven 
oceans, mountains and all else in one 
gulp, O First-cause Lord! Relentlessly 
I call you alone, pray grace me. ( 2 ) 

2>nGrjcsT GT©rTC3fl gth 

^,C(7OT i ACiflA^OTGrn^ - 

^,rt«T cjuj rtii Gcvj, 'Dgt^goGujj <fr(n ) ^,Co,nL_in 
ff^Gij a thfrfrncsuLi ^ttqGujGcn. 

You showered your grace on me, I 
shall not share it with others. Out of 


love for me, you reside in the Ocean 
of Milk, on the hills of Venkatam 
and in Tirukkottiyur. I keep drinking 
that joy without satiation. (3) 

t_|6TT gd mu i$lcmb2> LjGjfl&rr! GT^mry ^enipa*, 

2 _ 6 TtGgtt j9c3Tp CTCTT 2_dTCtub 

6£>(ft)Qjn ! 

ihcncun! a,i_CULDCvjGncu^» 5»(fT>i£>Cu! 

Gu OTGTTfTCU ! £2_ GH CD £31 GTf*ij mi GTTlb 5>tTG3n 

LDffjaG^Gcn ? 

O Sweet Lord of Kadalmallai! While 
I called, “O Pure One svho tore apart 
the horse Kesin’s jaws”, you stole my 
heart and took residence in it, filling 
me with joy! How can I ever forget 
your generosity? (4) 

cfilcu 6JIT £j£>6U CgUGU QffjQrbJ 

tpLqUD 

<5.cu <£ 4 " <9i0rij <j,nG3Tib ^crflCrg! 

rbCuGumu! £>rj fhrcKOTiCCTT! <nmi5,ctT q-jldlSI ! 
QiMTCUCVJniu * 2_G3TGT>OTT UJfTCJI GUGOTimj^g) 
O&iHigib c 

O Elephant! You roamed the dense 
rocky forest with your bow- 
eyebrowed lance-eyed dame. O 
Good One, Nara-Narayana, my 
very own lord! Pray tell me how 

I must worship you properly. (5) 

Lrofl 6 Juj utjihi ^Gar^lcjr u6ll6n £ 

(ipaflGiu! Gfilen^C*! 

^GjfWiij! Q^nGTOT^GorriD $£<& 

<5V J 

AG^Guj' S>_ «&«>€** ftGTOTfjJlCUncwiQ, 

2— oj ni^i jjGgjG t*P. 

O Coral sprig residing in the snowy 
peaks of the Himalayas! O Thinker! O 
Light of Tirumulikkalam! O Sweet 
ambrosia of devotees! O Fruit! By seeing 
you my spirit has been set free. ( 6 ) 
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a^Cujcxj .^cvcnc \j, flsir 

CTGtT{h(6)- t 

f£)$Giu! ^(r^i^fTiDcncvj £)&Clgjn^G^,! 

u<£IGuj! ufjcfilg, Oftncran-ft 

a^IGuj! a_ cjrcn err* agtp^ Q<5.n ctjt(k), 

£ 2 _ uj »j> Cl g, (Tlfl & G G csr. 

O My wealth! Other than you, I have 
no refuge. O Pearl necklace of 
Tirunirmalai, O Resident! O Life- 
breath of worshipful devotees! 
In seeing you my spirit has found 
its freedom. (7) 

c^5>2>n! <n63Trpj , 2>_G3TGncn 

^ snips, a, 

L< ^5)£) n CTCTTf^j GlJd^€3T£Q , U T iSljQIT CTC3TGn63TJ 
(ipgCg, ! Locratl imTcnflA&CiD ! 

^ip CTI 4>* 8i <■* ' wt 0) 

^gjGg,! a_ tf3TcyiC3T cinijRjicarii i^h^ft 

tfb)(5lG5,G63T ? 

When I call you, “Lord and Master!”, 
others call me “Mad, Mad!” O Pearls! 
O Emerald gem! O Growing seed! 
How can I ever let you go? (8) 

&/JUjfTuj! «9»L <T IDIT lO^lCl IfTGD , 2_ llS) fT A (,9) 

CTCUCVJ nib 

glHu'j 5)65T3T OjtUOCS^tJS, 

&>dxGnrn ! 

r2>yun! ^icncu i£rr ej\iQ\h (ipcaT s_cwtl 

OjfTujn! 2_63TCnC3T CT JbJ nil C3T ID fjjncal 

IDfTIftGAGOTT ? 

O Pure-as-the-radiant-fu 11-Moon! 
Mother to all the living souls! O Lotus- 
eyed protector! O Cowherd! O Lord 
who swallows the seven worlds! 
How can I ever forget you? (9) 

£lufii£>lco •*,>(> jbcaniDiM,^ 

.Ol.U;, *«$*AJ€3T Cp>G\SlGtfUJ 

ld rr tiii G\j , 

'°l<9>fTcnnii»a’ urr^li^lciT, ljituj. 

rpOTgu , 

9-cT2rrCi. , s. ti> ^cutfincv.' 

§?\ iuCij. 


Devotees! These are songs of pure 
Tamil for the lord of Naraiyur 
surrounded by bee-humming groves 
sung by Kaliyan. Those who can 
master it, sing and dance to it, will 
enter Vaikunta without despair.(lO) 

7.2 On Naraiyur (9) 

Pullai | Darbarikanada \ Adi 

l|£tt *s>yu, Gjcn(ipifl cM,Wj q^fbgsJ CTcjTCDcn 
2_cncnib 0< 9 ,rr^r 3 Ti_ 
Acnsnir! ct mT fncyi ld f ctcjt Afao'oTAcn 

G^nrrai^iDtTcvj • 

2_cnCtfn r^ldrrrty 2_0^1 . £_ 65 tct><»t 

Si-CTTClflujAArTffU, 
ib€nGCTiG 3 i e_ 6 jncn<sn ^ cuGunc\j, r^cncou^n 

rglcarfn idlSGujit ! 

You came as a boar and bird and 
took my lowly heart as yours. 
Even as I say, “You stealer!”, 

my eyes rain with tears, alas! 
When I think you my heart is 

filled with passion, O alas! 
No more can I wish again 

Naraiyur Lord-in-residence, O! (1) 

tf^LO ^cn ^rfluSl«T <£yij lOCVi 3 . <n«in 
lDhGl tftMbjJh), ^mCujGJT idcjtiD O A n err <rn 
gvsvcv 6?>io{b5)rr’ 
unCi. Gjr O^fTOTTfi. it 2,uQc<moA A<rli)c«n<3>u 

i 10)16VI GU O A IT 

IB^tCl-GSI, 22_<?STSnG3T ^ GVCUfTCVJ, 

IpfflfTfT) fT>Lm?Cujn 1 

Taking a form oi wonder-lion 

you came dearly into me! 
Through your love for me you made me 
your slave, O my Prince! 
No more can I sing in praise o! 

mortal beings with my songs! 
Nor do I seek any other god, 

Naraiyur Lord-in-residence, O! (2) 
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CTliiDfTg^JLh, CTiL ^CJ1C3Tujm ercjfTCnciTu 

Quibjy &$&>663ti9ai. 

< $1li)LDfT^jLD p ^ibifi63ncJTlt|lX) laCtUg^A^ 

rQanrr) 

fFjftj inncji tf£G75i 5 »i_Cij! fj3C3r>fo*AJ,n |S1 «tjd 

/biii5 ! a_OT 

cnmtb idhoit cucroicmib ^cvjcuncvi, u5<Pijpigii 
fulC l_C cn. 

After my Father and Mother 

gave birth to me and left, 
You became my Father and my 

Mother with all love and care. 
O Lord with a hue of cloud and 

radiance beyond the Sun! 

I sing not for any but you, 

Naraiyur Lord-in-residence, O! (3) 

^lr£] uj rub, 0>fT L9crrcncnu_|ib 2_cu(0j 

fi_63370 p tf£>n ^cO^CDCoClDCO 
22 _anp)cuniu! parr e_cnCcn 

S2_cy)n>cunuj! Si-OnnjrTj^gjj gjircsr 
^f^lujngij ,@(2}Jbfi>f61CujtfST ^uj.Cujcjrr - 

^erofl CU6TOT0 ^16371010 
iT) cm id QJiT(fTpib O fb« r> !Diu ) fT 

rQcjrrr) it, ub iSC lu it ! 

Came as babe, you swallowed all and 
sleeping, lay on a floating leaf! 
Lord eternal staying in my 

heart, unknown to me then! 
Nectar-dripping groves with bumble¬ 
bees surround your temple. 
How can I now forget you, 

Naraiyur Lord-in-residence, O! (4) 

(Scroti it cm uj cuncjTcur^cTT ifJanajTrjjgj 
Oiricajuj 

.r^err- naj crcvrfpj <54 > ftrfi«>iMju0curTuj^,^ 
ib n «fT ^iqcmiu 

Ci./n^wwCfJcC< or; 

jbncmii igjircirr »..«!*,*, ^jfljbCftcm 

■glcsrrn r^ihL^mn « 


Lord eternal hard to reach by 

contemplating celestials! 
Lord of all, I placed myself in 

total service to your feet. 
You have entered my heart lowly, 
how now can I let you go? 
Long ago I lost my shame, 

Naraiyur Lord-in-residence, O! (5) 

crib gjfTcmg,, gjfTcmg, ^uuitcu circuit uip 

^ iq.cn id 

cuibfijnnj cicm Qrb^^cr fc_crrCcn cujb&nenuju 
Cuhacvj 6j>L-Ci_cn; 

cSH^C^rT ! ctcSt ^ne^uSSCrf ! ! 

^^ITjCTT CTC3Tflif5j 

r&fj^iTiDCu 4b!b2> 5»nuj 1 i^cjTfD 

g>ibtSC»j* ! 

O Lord, Master of my father, 

and his father’s fathers four! 
Having come to live in me, 

how now can I let you go? 
O My precious soul and monarch, 
you gave me your grace in full- 
O My father-mother-lord, 

Naraiyur Lord-in-residence, O! (6) 

iflOT <94{^« C- 2 >ncn u>y£Gfilcu 

gijGJsfykg, cniDij)5>fT! 
CTcm Orb0«5jg)icn , i^gy. @rV(<5) 

Cumuu *9g)A Cp>(rrj<njf4 

cucmcTT^jgjj cmcu^G^C^ 
«b«i ^ememb r^on/Diu," 

f^C7T0 fbl£)t5GujfT * 

O Lord with an axe that destroyed 
thousand mighty kings in yore! 
Leaving my heart if you goto 

stay in another person's heart, 

I shall not be partv to it, 

stay put in my heart, obey! 
wan-gait Lady’s too with you, 
Naraiyur Lord-in-residence.’ O! (7) 
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ciuCungitb tlufTcrr mcuft ,y il(V) , ^cmDCuafTn 

g>rbjo,ei- 

iCl jngj CW«5JT(^ ^CT>£x=>^*» AjpCuGlDl 

cucrjrKj* (^rirrnfTiu! 

{§»CjCi irrgjj 

Clj nftCu <p>lLGl ctn 

IbcG Gurrg^ €uott( 5I ^£1 tb 5>cy>rniy,n 

jPcctt^ rTsibi5Gujrr ! 

All the time with golden flowers, 
gods in sky offer worship, 
Folding their lotus soft hands, 

falling at your lotus feet. 
Now F have you in my heart, 

I shall never let you go! 
Bumble-bees in nectared groves, — 
Naraiyur Lord-in-residence, O! (8) 

82SEC31 Cftn g>C3TCT>C3l S-ip/b&l 

£^)Cvi^£icnLDujrrco, 

ojrr«n ^iu cron 

ifiCTii) Hg)!b6> 
Gg,Gcji ! $r*j ^(r^iiiSlfiaT QscrflCcij ! <rai 
rfl O) cfrcjTfTcvj 

2jrrCc3T cnijgjU Oi-jg)Cjpc3T - fb«<nn)u^fr 

i£Ic3t»D ibibt5Gnjff ! 

I did keep my body flesh for 

you to take and use as fit. 
By me, for me and with me, you have 
found a place to be in my heart. 
Through my contemplation of you, 

I have held you firmly in me. 
Sweet as honey* sugarcane juice, 
Naraiyur Lord-in-residence, 01(9) 

!bcli i clmuoO t_|cni. 2>* arN 7>fc4/ J&tfBTrr) 

*y£i90'Ui£ 

mno i cvior»og> Ggjnon 

inf^iCjnAujn Cftirfijr, 

^flncu ifiij Q^nou i/>n<,Trtcu Q^nc\)gyicunn*cn 

(*,Lp whl^rlDlScU 

AiTA'i-fi ClJffipOinCfJ. 

The generous as-the-raincloud Mangai- 
^ ln g Kalik.mri has sung this song-garl.ind 


as offering to the lord who resides 
in Naraiyur surrounded by watered 
groves ,md fields. Those who master it 
will live in great joy on Earth. (10) 

7.3 On Naraiyur (10) 

Sinavil \ Sankarabharanam \ Adi 

Dheemta-Dheemta-taka 

Takadhimi-Taka jhanu 
Dheemta-Dheemta-taka 

Takadhimi-Taka jhanula. 

£\ai ACJ3T 2_uS1it iDncna 

Qa&q) cflcuoSI CTcjrjTjj &fl)<DQjn 
UDC5T(ipcir Oftn€33i(^), ffTCSTi^jih cruGungjjib, 
!0«n£U Gjfijguib 
inn (ipaflcniij, icrjib 6jip cnijg, Knirn^crxjdi, 
5,cJTcfi)cu Cl^aTffjiTnA^ii fjjgsraTcnnfn^ 

^ ffl oj ncnw3T, 

5> n <^ ^k*Ciuc3t, jbcnroiyjn «Tno 

fTjlfilSlcffJUjA 

tficncfiloj acjjiGl git^earrrQj; ACT5n_C3Hnujncvj cTcifl 
S.&V gjGnGS3Ut.cn Adfluuft ACTfl 5 >Gfl)CtfJT. 

Angry ruddy-eyed 

fierce Rakshasa-killer! 
Lord ascetic, O the 

piercer of seven trees! 
Noble bow-wielder! 

Scholars and learned ones 
Hold thee dearly in their 

hearts, oiler worship. 
Hard to reach by even 

knowlede-wealth bearing ones. 
Perfect lord residing 

in Tirunaraiyur, — 

I this lowly self, 

saw him in my dream state; 
Seeing, my eyes and heart 

rose in abounding joy. (1) 
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arm 

IbaienenZu, QcnanMi CWgj ^rcir 

. - SilT A f JK 

^ cSH^GTT CWl^ ^uucpot, 

@CU Ii_cff5Tgl, 

a_i£)ijpi^CL 

currujcn^, a>* ff 4 » 

CD0)fb<25^631, iD^lcn C«5,najOj fS)GTt + ^ 
^njcncn 07 ^( 2 , &M cjibc^fT), CTtfr 

<5Hc5rucncn ^flCtuG^. 

Like a calf that is 

bleating for mother cow, 

I do stand and cry 

seeking my mother-lord. 
Constantly I keep 

thinking of the lord alone, 
Who in yore became a 

child on a floating leaf. 
He adorns himself 

with Makara-ear rings. 
He became the fourth 

person among the first 
Three, the Alvars who were 

huddled in a vestibule. 
He’s a lion among 

gods and my only love. (2) 

Jb ncn cuibgd cron ^llo 

Cl AfTtfjulL. flOT j 

AiinCiugjiGDi A 
<da ^UJ Gijfbgjj Q^onLiojiiA^ ffTcncffigsTa 
(laftQfhni ndiT] §)&} ^IaGagjtu 

Ciui>G«T)<wr; 

OAnfb&j E_cvimi) ClufTi£)cYj ^qj (#)i-£>CT>{b0> 

acidcua 

G fh IT cfil CT) S3T A (0)1 ^H^lq UJ &&> , 

ffTfbCD0,CDuj CTftjCD^ ftiiiLDncncsn. 

cubi9onerG3T cifbfbntoj id/daGaCcot ? 

Since the day he came 

he took up residence 
In this heart of mine, 

not any other one's. 
He became my pure 

consciousness abiding, 


Protecting me from the 

agents of Yama-death- 
He resides amid 

fragrance in nectar-groves, 

Kudandai dancer-of- 

pots in reclining- 
He’s my father and 

lord of my father. 

How indeed can I 

learn to forget him?(3) 


E-7nu Acnrrcvi ^JiudTij) iDcrrcjin tnrrco, 

UfT 92 )fi)gjj J G^rr ^€UIT0,(2) tty*** 

QoC&Qi i 

aSUrm^ ggcfr ^40,^ 

Q^OJOIlT) 

^iLiSlorroncsT <^ld m ^js 

***%* ^ cG\*r 

v ^WP* tfeJP cuf^jcn0, incuMwAd O^catlQ*' 

0 Acn Acryr p > n\j)cy>rj3, a,ahnans\@)}&l& 

CT63T L0C0U) S>fTt£ fQcuCU nG-S?- 

In the Bharata 

war between mighty kings, 
See, the Pandavas 


won by my Krishna who 
Peered the chariot 

killing mighty warriors, — 
He resides amid 

t ^e-humming nectared groves. 
He s the lord of sweet 


, Arangam and my heart, 

He s the lord of gods, 

, lotus-like eyes and lips. 

He s the lord who rained 


arrows on Lanka king- 
He alone commands 


me and my worship. (4) 


®Gmh fb7A0,gj ^uigih^LbCi Jffgii 1 
*<fi T 3 JJ ^Cujor.CTT, «**<> 

_ cuibitt' 

*> njJ C$> W ru)on a QufTCn 

Qtctkot, ii—tin jrr 0 ^ 2 ) ^uj 
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^rflcnuj, Uffl 

C1qict3tQ£53tuj s_CT3rfT) a_ rj c61 iiafl ^ i_ 

^umcjsti- 

o>(n)WiS\6r>G3T, CgcT>G3 t, fb^T ufT©Slcn£Ji, 
C^C5Tri[)l p CTCUT LDOTTLD OflUJUJnCg). 

When my soul suffers 

torment of hell and pain, 
There the lord protects 

giving courage and succour. 
Feet of lotus hue, 

worshipped by gods above, 
And hand that raised says, 

“Fear not, I am with you”, 
He’s the lord of cool 

Venkatam, Kesi-foe, 
He’s the child who ate 

butter and was tethered then, 
He’ s my lord sugar¬ 
cane-like and honey, milk, 
He alone resides 

forever in my heart. (5) 

l cncJTuOun^gj] cyj ib crcn<rjjii), 

ctcjt iDGn^gjj 

ACQ .JWCV"*0>0> CluncyiCcn ^cun CArrrbj^lffsi 
•amp Qumpcii ^^LnrTe^rr^ci^OmGncu, ,fe4ih 
a^ldli rrcsTfTj ,@cjt amrjcnjp, 
tfingjCunco ujenn) (ipfifl 

uiitLjijcncYj^j gjjuSlcu cja^c^n^ , stoti 
usunuCTicn um._cO Q<ou"jCujGc31. 

High reputed sugar- 

lord who resides in 
My good heart and never 

leaves for a moment! 
Ford of sweetness like the 

cane-sugar-juice and 

Resident of Tiru 

malirumsolai!, — 
Where the Kongu trees 

shower golden-hue petals, 
Over the lord who is the 

Master of Vedas-four. 


Praising him who is 

fond of deep ocean, 
My good tongue does not 

sing of another, O! (6) 

usisncraflcsT Ctamp Lump ir,ijua6)cvj Qun)m 
UfTCTICU L §lS»C/». L|<^>lbg)] CT63T 

Ac^n^ahClibiCVMh.ftjfiujib.C^ .hCWicran near; 

Cl0>rTOTTi_ 61 err, tfl«voCujimmoniri g>€*T£_6fi, 
fcflltWT o .crrnrr Clu^Lonciifiai, crib loncncsr, 
tfffni£ii ififtoii ^jlcDenaPj^iii ai_gvj 
611 67J1 6JJT 631 , LD D ID Gfijfl QJ 6IJTI 6731 GJT f 61 l_D 

<5M 6J31633T61) 

gij£37T673tCld ^cirr.rSl cru mu c_6ff>fjujnCA- 

Sweetness sounding from the 

well-tempered lyre-Yal- 
String which plays on the 

Palai mode softly! 

Lord residing in 

hearts of the Vedic seers, -- 
He has come to my 

heart, eyes and lowly tongue. 
He's the lord of all 

gods in the sky above, 
He reclines in deep 

ocean with dancing fish. 
He’s the dark-of-hue 

emerald and Master, 
My tongue knows to prate 

the name of no other god! (7) 

u ufT6mi) curbgiJ cnug^LD, OtfneuoSVr, 
cn lo a ^ 

^ioctildCuj ^i^crKTluitjjDCJiLDaificu; ,-»»•, •> > 
igcTTnCio .*v A ’ pjfl 

G<bnir)fn^ G&rrai CTicmuiri 

Oj&rrjpuLJ^lub 

, 6ijncji6iM)nGij ciicaTifljj Auu^lib 
i i<rb<EhfT <J)fTlb 2)|an^lc3Tfn^3| 

a call Cffi ai c^rT^cv) Cl<«>uj£,i ctcai a*_6nCTTii 

Cl A (16751 l. 

Acrrcnicr>6Tt <rji AC37»(b1 Cg3i. 



























THE SACRED book / Divya Prabandham 


In this world and life, 

he has given me his grace. 

Now no Karma can 

gather to demean me. 

He is the temple-path 

of flower worship. 

He is the lord to whom 

gods offer worship. 

He is a fruit of rare 

taste to devotees. 

He is the sly wicked 

lover who took all of me. 
Wiping out my sins, 

he has made my living sweet. 

Pearly lustered lord, — 

I have seen him here today. (8) 

CT63T ^ t^ClUCTT, , 

cncrrr^jib, crcn L|Ay>g, 

:cd uj QunarQuujCfjftwr 

♦ LD 

<3,ipCo.l 

l£^«t Qauj curcTT fbArr unipuu, 

,5,I - Cu ^cr>{o cnewagji, ^anioGujrm 

OuncrrQduj uoncu cucjdocduj i/joraftej (&)Gmf)\cr>csi 
CISST LDtTllb Cu»Tff)/£)l CTGBTCniTCS). 

What return can I 

do for this, Devotees? 

He resides for all 

times in my lowly heart. 
Tanjai Mamani 

Koyil’s his residence. 

He did tear the chest 

of mighty Hiranya. 

He did build a bridge 

over to Lanka, 

He did burn to dust 

Ravana’s wealthy haunt. 

He’s a mountain of 

black-hued gem stone. 
Other than him my heart 

knows not to praise whom? (9) 
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C2>rr(^ CUmLpcu 

ld r^j cn uj fi 

Ci&nOTTfDCO, Gurretr <s,c\Slujcjn, $0 * 4 

rvjau-drr, fb«u 

JTjCOCJ ld rr LDCVJff0 G^q-iu*. OoCTTCTfluSIc'u 

Qg,rT6TinL_iidhu(£) 0^rcirTff5T Q^ncvi 

inncDWu 

UFTLGVJ Ugj^GDGlJ UfT(^llSl<?yr OgjfTCTJTip IT 

urru. nj]LDL&cr)t_u urrcuii r^lwcunCGii 1 

This garland of songs 

sung by the lord of 
Nectar-groves-around- 

Tirumangai ruler, 
Wielder-of-the-sharp- 

spear, Kalikanri, 

On the lotus feet 

of Narai-yur lord, 
Singing, falling and 

dancing in ecstacy, — 
Those who master it, 

ye among devotees. 
Learn to sing in song, 

offer it as worship. 
Pain and sorrow will 

never come to you again. (10) 

7.4 On Tirucchcrai (Tan-Cherai) 

Kansora \ Asa vert \ Adi 

fhGW Cflmj, Q K jlb ($0$ eufc&} . 

Ocmo o^cuCunevj «ct jjj0,c\incncn 
incwr C*ij upenevj ©—ctjt l ,orr m^cumii ! 

QjnG3i«jfT & ib GArrCcii 1 crcinnji . 
effiewr G«0ii> ^'cnri, £1^^ 

‘ DC *^ IBJTV yh .D<fb 0 

**" GL'0u>n«r ftfTch Q^rt^^nrr 

The lord who sucked the hot-eyed 
ogress Puiana’s breast and took her 
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life, the lord of celestials, resides 
amid wealthy jewel-mansions that 
touch and play with the tender moon 
in Tan-Cherai. Those who worship 
him are my masters, see! (1) 

•jHtb GUifl Cl<b(5^ iDAtiTWT 

ffueng *iocugogu 
C tanibq »r»,ci» Q9cnrijA«3^Cincvi ^cn/^i 
dhcjr^j C1fl>ncj3T^ .">;f 'lb® Cunojnin, 

cuLDLj ^GO(*)ib C<£irt«nDC\j cugsjt CflCTjrq 

cuncir C^fTnSlcu Glduj 

CTVbClu(i»jLDnsiTa,fTcfrd ! gjfT^ci ,nr '. cnjOun^^jih 

C1C51 (JDC3T Q>CmQ, . 

The lord who threw the demon-calf 
against the wood-apple tree and 
destroyed both, the lord who bears the 
beautiful-eyed lotus-dame Lakshmi on 
his chest, resides amid fragrant groves 
in his skv-touching temple in Tan- 
Cherai. Those who worship him are 
permanent residents of my heart.(2) 

gluctt ciuSln}j i£Ic5t (g)cua,. (ipcsndjlcu^ic 
(ffj cfil esi u cn cn & 

■^nCftogl CW»* 2 _i_cst 

c<n«i§) 5 )CU^©rT ! crcinrry ca^nr^j. 
5> n Ggjnf^l cruG<raT(^ ^icvui)L|a) G<*gt>it) 

CT| i) Clu(n 5 »nrrs5T g >»tcdcd ct&$. 

^‘JnG^rr^ I,|63TC0 gj/lt^lb ' | GOTTcnfluiCrj 

cfilQTTarrQj^GST Cl i ircc>SI<*£i£ajT© rrGfj. 

The lord who cut the nose and ears 
°f the fierce Rakshasi Surpanakha 
xv ho appeared before him, resides 
* lr nid bee-humming Iragrani groves 
ln Tiruchcrai. Those who worship 
* 1] ni with flowers, pure water and 
1 bants arc worthier than the 
ee h*stials, see! (3) 


Cj,rr curnrh G&ar jgjcv 

Clcuib 0LD0)g)u ClufTdT^ cffip, 

Cunn ^ 5 ,cnaGvj ClurT 0 

ACmG^ACTTCuiTa^jCfila&nU- 1 - CTtfaTtTJJ, {blT^Ojlfl 
2 )hit ,54^>)U> ffljcno Lonnucar, fressr Cacsitr) 
ffTlb Clu(fTjl£)rTG3T 2_lburi ^(GT^lb 

CuoncncirT Guii tfpgjjcb CluiflGujacno 
i 51 ifl^G«uGGin. 

The lord rained hot arrows on the 
mighty chariot-riding Rakshasa king 
Ravana and destroyed his grand island 
city of Lanka with him. He is the 
lord of eternals, wearer of the grand 
Tulasi garland over a mountain-like 
chest, residing in Tiruccherai. I shall 
never part from those great ones 
who chant his names. (4) 

«irb$3>(2)Lb u>/T)/Dtt)irft(£)i.b, uifTA 22_L.ibiSlcirr 
tfucb c^nneTTnT ^cOGcurii, 

>pijar (ip 5 >cuaiiTA(£) ^Gucurrcu 

iDGUITtf G«3tf7>0 

crib Cln^njinrrcin g>n«r>Gn r^rnGi^ib 
Jf!nA(^j tfTGTT a^GTTCnib, Gg>€3T 

CTuClurr^^jitb $ 2 >$ 0 >(£)Cio. 

1 do not esteem those who do not 
worship the lord who came as a man- 
lion and destroyed the mighty 
Hiranya. The lord resides amid 
fragrant Sandal groves in cool 
Tiruccherai. For those who worship 
him, my heart flows like ever* 
sweet honey. (5) 

i J , CJCHib *>^»4i, S> Cu u31 o, 'Ql 

.ty?i ± < iiGWuncnn * CTcfrrpj (£l«Tfpj, 

1 *■' ,J>l,0 GIFU'S* I ^l(ff)CmqGui 
<91 guguitcO ,?j -r* ja ^Gcogst; 

OtffTcujyijHCicsrCrpGifT ; 





























the sacred book / Divya Prabandham 


C!u(fTjlDfTC3T 

<^lq.UJfffT g,LDOTnu«, 

“‘"C*-® 1 **' @8>i cror CVb^anh, 

***** @CTJ<EnjTiqu3 

*crf 1 «.( 2 )ub ^Cn) ' 

O Lord who came in the yore as a boar 
and lifted the Earth! Other 
than the refuge of your lotus feet 
I have no refuge, I declare. Having seen 
your devotees in Tiruccherai amid 
bee-humming groves, see the way, 
my heart and my eyes rejoice! ( 6 )' 

«>L. cfiliflujib cufl ugl 

gjuSlco c^norrjjg, ljgtotu n! cTffSTrpjib, 
cmD iceraft cucnijCurrcu iDfTujcuC«n! 

CTcnrrjj crcsinruii), cuc&r@ ^rr £cv»h 
Qaiu cfiMlujifl gjOTT Caen® cub Qu^rror 

^(5 CUlqCDCU^ $\ rb^&Cg,*)^, CT63T 
& 0*n6T3Tl_fTg),^^ ^CTf 

^CTT <2>yX> - GTGJT 5)fTC«T. 

O Lord reclining in the deep ocean 
on a coiled serpent bed! O Dark 
hued gem! O Wonder-lord! Amid bee- 
humming lakes with blue waterlilies. 
the lord resides in Tiruccherai. Those 
who contemplate him and serve him, 
are my masters, for whom my heart 
overflows with love. ( 7 ) 

E_on5T«raTn^i Clcvib ffsLnjirjib; 

ufT€uftj,5,fiTT Qao n Ciotfincu 
^lcwtGs33in/f7jLDtDCireiGcs3Tn(fT>LD cu5^5jjj^''cri0-rt/tyj 
Qidgst gjffiflnGi indj ^inuSlonn&nOTT, 

IJGTST %*;l CUC5310 ^'UJlDLjlb STluti Qumflft, 

s>ejji C<5ncffTfTj ^ibinncsr jb&’&'cp t 

»o» . 54 , 0 *- «“** <3&T,f 

Cl g>n(i§ current. AfiCctj. 

The lord of petal-soft lotus feet is 
worshipped by gods above and men 
on Earth. He resides amid bees- 


humming Panns in nectared groves of 
Tiruccherai. Devotees see him with 
misty eyes and melting heart, and offe r 
w orship with folded hands. For the 
mere thought of such devotees the 
terrible agents of death will never come 

close, nor past Karma cling on. ( 8 ) 

ftGflCTT2,G 2)6? j Ti Qurr^j 

^(f^Gungjj c^^ArcO acugdcu tfrcjrg)!^ 

o<*tOa*Ccu't? <£«*<* 

* - r (^©jib Acncn^rr 

&<*<*, C&cjr i&asnh forr^jtb # 0 * C««><P 

CTU) ^nonen jhrr, 6 n,ib 

S-CTTcngjGg, ssfff UULjr ^ ( ^ ) ants/* 

M 2 >©* ■ 

I am false, wicked, constantly living in 
a flood of misery. Yet I have received 
ls S race ’ w hat a miracle! See my heart 
melts for devotees of the lord of 
iruccherai, where tillers of the land 
weed out blue waterlily from their fields 

11 1 eir ^ ee L and the nectar from 

the flowers spills over their feet! ( 9 ) 


. CUaj ' u 

Cfl “" <SI * Sj»>eS* 

G oonro ,***„«* & ^ al 

U V ,S *' ugancocjr, 8 > eS)+'fb&‘ 

9«® CUn^Q, ! 

&n mr.c*> Can Clunth ^u.Cujsu &^Q0* 
t»<**m*. sna.ujneu jPdiC®- 

This is a garland of songs by warlord 
f’arkalan, Kalikanri, on the lord of 
iruccherai, amid groves where swans 
Pairs imitate the gait of coiffured 
dames, ihen give up and rest under 
Mango trees in company. Devotees- 
° ll ) ,s as worship to the lord * 

golden feet with folded hands. (10) 
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7.5 OnAlundur(l) 

Tandai \ Harikamboji | Rupakam 

ArroSleu c6icurhJ0 

<b& 

^ibSt G'TJTjGTltfj Q U^LDHCJTnfT lO(^g 61 jf>! G3T JT) 

ssinGufT^jii) - 

CiPIb^l CljfTCBTLD menip Qum^UjU), QpGUfT 

LDSTHnj UJ rTOTff 

QpeaTjjyiii ^cttcu £^u>lju>, 

The lord in the yore took birth in 
the dead of the night, releasing his 
father from shackles. He resides in 
Alundur laid out with beautiful streets 
where youthful Vedic seers perform 
fire sacrifices thrice a day ensuring 
good rain. (1) 

6T(L^nx<5) i_i6tf>L. LDGJfrcsrn 5,ii)Gff)iO 
Lonen, 

^»2)fflcvj unrff>G3 T ^uj, qsh&it^q, G^gu G^glicst 
g>g? nC lj fT^j in - 

ucncTTTgj^, Cl 5)^1 ffurTtinerr*^ 

CuncjT (§(50 

•^iocvj AcvjGcrm^, <^ cnc53Tu ^ 

~u,'“ tflJU-iCU 

The well-armed scheming kings came 
a gainst our lord in the Bharata war, 
but he vanquished them steering the 
chariot. He is the lord of gods residing 
lr * Alundur surrounded by fertile fields 
w here storks flutter to see the big 
^alai fish, but settle down with the 
Sr riall Aral fish in their beaks. (2) 

^SibQurTOTi ld^Igtt (<9» v 4' 

^cnfrtcuCJT gg u *\i. 

£_ljG<njrTC7T QcnirG-jrT^jOS 


Oftml)l5lcU U3fTgjfffflGu3QJ G&n^l 

Glduj (T) 5 j ciicainQ ^ <nn nil a gtt 
^lDu n n o_| lD 5 »eJ3 T ld lGli rrir cgii)urroj 

^«ncysTu_|LD ^(tgibginCrj. 

The golden-walled-city-of-Lanka’s- 
king Ravana’s five-times-two heads 
were scattered by the hoi Brahma- 
Astra arrows of our lord the bow- 
wilder. He resides in Alundur where 
bumble bees burrow into golden 
Punnai flowers, then go to arrow- 
sharp-eyed dames to enjoy the five 
qualities of their coiffured hair. (3) 

ClcuCTicn^jigjcn girr ^cu^cncuGuDCu Clog'S! , 
^iqCiucrr logjtxq , gtgjt 

£2_ GTTGTTgjgilCtTjCT^Lb dhGJoTcaajICTTlGTIjU) f^l C3Tff) fin 

r£)cjT{p 2j£5rrGurri^iL0- 

LjCTT^CTFjLJ L5lcTTGTlGn5i(^j ,@<5^0 GjgjIqU ClJfTCn 

an^ffu CluGmL_GmnQli 

^cfiGrrcu Cls^ijGfilcvj Aiucu 3 n ^1 ib, ^crafl 
^(T QJLUGVJ (*,Lp ^\J§ 2 >^ffGo. 

The stork flies out with its mate 
searching for food for its nestlings, 
and gets stuck in the boggy soil 
looking for fish, in Alundur 
surrounded by fertile fields. It is the 
residence of the lord who lay on a fig 
leaf in the deluge waters, and came 
flying to me to remain in my eyes 
and my heart. (4) 

u< 9 >cyjd) ^(jG\-|ii> g>rrCG 3 T ^tli, uir 0 ii) 
j'SnC 

r$<9>rf)cM &* l n ^uj , ,@(3 ^ <**/£! ffD^rnmi 
f^ltrjTfp £>grr (iGu 0^1 ii> 

^i<P©51gti Clt^iiTiq u_|tb C^rr^ gji^CT^tb gyciflcafl, 
LOrr^jf! i5t'LlTy)jGV.i6UfTuj 

. 1 ,.- LjtfJ^ujrTCu , u 

tiu." dj£l -Sw^'b&nC ' 1 
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He bears the day and night within 
himself, he bears the Earth and sky 
within himself, he bears the light of 
the orbs and darkness within himself. 

He resides in Alundur where the 
pennons on mansion tops, the dust 
risen from the chariot festival and the 
Agilwood smoke that the dames 
perfume their coiffure with, all liken 
the raincloud in a storm. (5) 

cjQ £gcvjf»ii0 jbniAWiijCunco ClsGusuniij 

LDfT0 cuffjgjj, CTCffi idgjtld f£Jcsirortn 

jijlcinn) asurrCungyiiL • 
$,(*} uDm_ 5 j gjcafla {A,c\jid Cumpa. Cl&neraTi_cu 
g,icrfl giilClJ, 
Atf* 

The tridents on tall mansions rip the 
clouds, spilling pearls over dancing 
girls whose ankle bells never cease 
ringing, in the beautiful streets of 
Alundur. It is the residence of the lord 
who came close to me with a winsome 
smile on his lotus-petal-like lips, then 
entered my heart. (6) 


iDfTcmcvju • !(£)$}&> iccvjff ^esnanrtCinc'j cr 

^l^Cuj*G3T IDC5TID M(g)Jbg>| CTC3T 

AOtfAfw u«jfl ihoja rfjlcniQnn rOcarm 
XidnCungyiii - 

CgumiOjA a .cuCurrcu Qfb@ cftcTT 

Gcncrar iDcrsfl torn 0,^ 
.*K,cr»p*u ncnaaincu .•><*{» cO 

iDCffifDA^ib cr!$ 

The tall white mansions lining the 
ocean-like long and wide streets are 
hid from the light of the Sun by the 
blanket of smoke rising from the 
sugar-making furnaces in beautiful 
Alundur. It is the residence ot the 
lord who came at dusk, lay on his 


bed of flowers, then entered my 
heart, and made my dark eyes brim 
with tears. v) 

^iCTTfT) 

ClfbtSjA CTJ/KATi rglcmpn'T 

U0^1 CIUjGu ^IC, fb<.V 

4ntb ^IcjihvSlcn ^c^rr, <^> n 

Cotton-soft-iendcr-1 cel-damsel 5 

dancing bells never cease ringing m 
Alundur, laid out with beautify 
streets. It is the residence of the loro 
who blended with me in my dream- 

state making my creeper-slendei 

waist writh in pain, and I stood w'ith 
folded hands, fully satisfied. W 

ct«t tfgihucucpih ClAnsreiQ, 

C^i^rvjibco 

Clumcirr ^UD fKGT*Q*&& Qj)pSlct| CTUJgj. 

cieinC; 

tncsicrjiLD (ipgij i£rr iDcvjnCiocb g 1 ' 1 *' 

ftj«J3T0 &**'* Ljm ' r 
ii> Clu«ni-CiunCl a_i_cfr 

In the ever-wet lake of lotus llowers, 
freckled bumble bees sing inebriate 
while swan-pairs dance togethei- 

The beautiful fields-surroundet 

Alundur is the residence of l ^ e 
pure lord who came here yesterday* 
took my senses and my well beinft 
and left me so thin that my dress 
not stay on my person. (9) 


GrbCucSlcij {(^cniGncn <*.;rn *nilL_ 

(*>(1^11) GUffUJ AW* » ‘ 

fS^CUcfilA ftiDCu lD (ipAlb ftflL (hIlD AtpG^ 

£c* n ' n€ *" r 
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C^CUCoIlj »\*(T£|IU. ' . 0uSlcvJ 0«Y£L|U< . " 

Gcun^or, u0<2>ncu63i 
ClancvjctSta'j Qufffijljt^i ^jjliji inncncv) GIstcugu, 
uncviLD ^C'ucvjnGcu. 

This garland of pure Tamil songs by 
Parakalan, King of Mangai where 
cuckoos haunt in bushes, is addressed 
to the lord of Alundur where the 
blue lily of the paddy field shows the 
dark eyes of the dames, the red lily of 
water shows their eyes and the lotus 
flower shows their faces. Those who 
faster it will have no Karmas. (10) 


7.6 On Alundur (2) 
Singamadai \ Todi \ Adi 

cSMjUu, $n>6u ^yJiLD 

t lp63T 

^ l jfe&rTfeftOT, ***,$ 

6ii Sufi)gjfTcncri , 
*'" , V a, i ^uidn ^cffKWuinfr Cl^or 
^ (i^fbcn^iiSlcvj tD63T6afl rfj]cijin^ 

<TMJ1 CM <9, /T.67iSTCJ3T631C3t - ^IqGujCfl 

/TiCJinfljl Cl 0i (T 633T C* l _ Cp S3T . 

^hc lord of discus and conch came as 
a uiandion and destroyed Hiranya’s 
strong chesi. Standing with beautiful 
|°tus eyes, sorrounded by Bramha-like 
Vt *dic seers, he resides in beautiful 
Alundur, I have seen him today. (1) 

r* 

* < * >fT J^auin miq iha Q^^oncu 

Q*n C33TI ID 

cunancijCDCJT, ^ ^ cu 633T S37f*.m gji , 

c^l iq uj rrira,^, 

CTcjrg)j Q<3b65T ^41 tgfecr>p 

^ UD Crfl rfUcjTjTl 

-ftCucnOT-u.mtfsi 5,63310 Cl5ifi6BVr0. 

^>WlP6H5l(«fl)Cc3T. 

t lord wielded an axe and came 
destroy tweniyone mighty kings 
y°re. The eternally youthful 


ocean-hued lord of the sky world, 
he is Devadi Deva, the lord of gods, 
enquiring of his devotees’ well-being. 
He resides in beautiful Alundur, I have 
seen him today. (2) 

E_67>i_ujfTC3>CTr, Cp>c\$l iC.rt a_cu<9»nuAciT 

u6Jii_a,<j,rrcn«jT, 

dilcDi_Luncjr tfgu_ c5H Grrrpj d? nrjCM , 

eft {barton cat, 

,^C7M_lumT Cl 5) 631 ^6UfbJ631<9, <1631631 , 

£_ 631l_ UJ fT631CIT-^H m Cuj CT c ^Cr>l-jjjg'l 

£_ uj jb gil G u nC 631 Gear. 

The master, the maker of the worlds, 
the wielder of the discus that put the 
bull-rider Siva to flight, the destroyer 
of evil Lanka, resides in beautiful 
Alundur, I have seen him today. (3) 

(«)63T(D rr oj to n *fl fb0 g>cu ctigjt , (5)CV 

CfiDJ^pib <3^631<T)J 
OufT63Tfr)IT6inLD, CltflUgj 

Gu ft IT 63fT)631{T)» 
^631^)1 fV,n^jC)jIjaj ^LDfifbgjJ £L_C33TL 

f^l 63T IT) IT6D 63T'^3^ Iq G UJ CfT ft (•ofl Cl A ft fcbol (H)1 

The lord who lifted a mount against 
a hailstorm, the lord who saved the 
distressed elephant, the lord who 
emerged victorious in war, the 
lord who ate butter in stealth, resides 
ia beautiful Alundur, I have seen 
him today. (4) 

fh (^ 1 0 641 63T <g, A rr ILJ IT} fl, n 631 631 , 

&, 6331C7JT1 HI \| 6TT ffllcjmri ITC3163T , 

1 s_nSlft cufTiu 

ia (y*& £— C33Tl n 631631 , 
Ct*(O)0*ncu g)n63H067)rpCuimi 

^ ^fi^Cyi^illSlGVj L063l63fl I063TIT) 

T.* iJJAt j&y t.jlrr) lD Qj 6316<J1 (TJ1 - ^ it)(jiii63T 
0i (ol 0i fTwjijlG I. '<631. 
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The lord who killed Kamsa, the lord 
who lives in Kannamangai, the lord 
who sucked the poison breast of the 
beautiful ogress Putana and took her 
life, is a black-gem mountain residing 
with Vedic seers, in beautiful Alundur, 
1 have seen him today. (5) 

O U ifl Hi fT©ft SIT , 

i9 Q ID gy (0} li), 

ajnr«nc3T 

a_ C3JT (TGU £> gu 

^rflujnoDffn, lOcnfoCiunnAGh 

14 U CSJlfl li_j LD 

affliunonCTT-^u^CiLicifT <5,65310 QafxcfnT0 
AafldbC&Csn. 

The lord is hard to attain by even 
Brahma, Siva and Indra. He is the 
dark one worshipped by Vedic seers, 
he resides in beautiful Alundur, I have 
seen him today. (6) 

6^rty> i0fT(T6U63T 5)CfTcn<SJT; iflcwr, 

i^it, crrfl <ipg,c\jfT 

2-0 c£h,uj /9C3Trgcru<rrrj Ca^tb 

id rt(ft-yf£>Q)Cri&i ; 

cH(5 <SW,lij igcjTfpcij&nciT j Og>S3T 

^|(tgg)6n&u9cu LD63T<af1 r£l63T(T) 

A C5 Affiu»5i5)fin5j-<5 ) crai0Q<5,fTcnT0 l 

The lord with Sri on his chest, who 
became the Quarters, the Earth, 
Water, Fire, Wind and all else, the 
forms and their spirit, is my wishing- 
tree Kalpaka. He resides in beautiful 
Alundur, I have seen him today. (7) 

fQcnC'J ^4,6n GldflGTiGSI 2_6,nb5>n65X63X. 

r£lcu ldagtt sjx 
(iponcvj ^cin cSlgjgx&GnGJT, (ipgy £>ffC5TLD«nfl) 
6S<£1Cl5,n(pjii) 

<5>l«ncYj .r^n th\ cvjClj rrcii Cla,63t 

, P> | (cp GVJ LDSSTGirflt^lcjJTjT) 

Acjncu ^i,rr Cl<3nfi)Qijn^fTjC5)6n 

«,GS3I0Cl^ncjf5tr^l . <5>6ifl£,C0,CcJT. 


The lord is pleased to make me his 
permanent servant. He is the wonder- 
lord who embraced Dame Earth and 
resides in the temple where the sound 
of the Vedic chants rises like waves in 
the ocean. He is the substance of the 
Sastras, he resides in beautiful 
Alundur, I have seen him today. (8) 

Cutr<T€31OTT, 0Lj>OT)2)U Q U(fFj U) fTGT> C3T, 

^CVJPbj^) fp>6rfl Gtfrr 

CXJfTfT ^(T 61J63T^Lpcncuujn6TI LDC\Jf7 LO r^j GT>&, 

5) fT UJ <5, 631 63T . 

LDOTGjf) J063T/D 

ihfTiT <9,(^5 Qp6in6U-<9,633X00< 5 ,rT635T0, 
AfclfljkCfliCGT. 

The lord of Tirupper, the lord of 
Kudandai, the lord of lotus-dame 
Lakshmi, the insatiable ambrosia, is 
the dark-as-the-rain-cloud benevolent 
lord. He resides in beautiful Alundur, 
I have seen him today. (9) 

$nr>cu (tp(5<9,63T «^«ric3xujnn ClgjGjT 

_^l£(T,63>2ju9flu LOSTICsf! $63X0 
e^lfD (tpCuGU 63T ,5^ Gil 63) OTT , ^^^oSIllin 

G^ncjT, LD^eunrif 

ACJl® Oflb0 CdJCU 6U6VJ6UC3T, <9, eS\ (h cjxrf? 

O^fTCU fO 33T0li> 

(lpC3>0 6U|l§GUrTOTlD GlJCUCUnhl I 'pup#; 1 ^>4,6X1®^ 
Qjncix 2— GViCiK. 

This garland of songs by stained- 
spear-wielding Tiruvali King 
Kalikanri is on the first-cause lord 
residing in Southern Alundur amid 
Subrahmanya-like beautiful people. 
Those who master it will rule the 
whole sky-world. (10) 
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7.7 On Alundur (3) 

Tirttvukkum \ Saranga | Adi 

$06^0,00) <£1(5 . Cl^OJGun! 

O&wGu&gtfayty ^rjCtf! Gednu ^OTncj-am! 
s_0ciji!i -.1 /»njCVjcuriCeji! 

2_GU0 2_GT3Tl_ C£>(fTj6Un! $0 U)rTI7un! 
^(fTjGUfT)^ 2_UJU_|ti) CUGDiSi ^G3T0nG\J, 

22_l_GST f^GiyifT^J CTOTGplGTT Cj0fjb£>j. 

<£4(Cyft £ldn 

Giecu £l G &0 rglcimrj ^iDiErrCCTi! 

Wealth of the wealth-lady, 

wealth-laden-cloud hued, 
eyes like the lotus and 

King of the gods, O! 
Beautiful radiant 

discus wielder! 
Swallower of the worlds, 

Bearer of Sri! 
When even one sense is 

hard to fulfill, 
five of them have entered 

all at the same time! 
Not able to bear their 

pressure I came to you 
Lord-in-residence in 

Western-Alundur! (1) 

J)j/l CIlOGU f£)QJ GI/GJDCTTg, GtfjfTGrfl 

ufTGsnGiJ ij, iHACTt s_ L Car 

^Jfb^fTUj! ffTGJT LD£3Tg>Gg> iDOTCjfl f£1 CTTfQ nLL)! 

LDfTGVJ GWt.<301 ^Jo^I! uDboupCunsVj GllijTiJTCiJJlll^ 

s^bC^^n! OucmpiujiT! iHujnf 

i?fTLD Ceu^iuGtfTT! \»lfb(^iDnCcu! 

^5>C<>>n imprr)) ^'^IGujcjn 

r=H\A}2>&fl n GiDGVj & » (£lGBTrr) ^LDlDfrCcjl! 

Ball-clasping fingers and 

well-bangled fore-arms — 
Lotus-dame Lakshmi 

residing beside vou, 

\e . , h , 

1 ou came and took my heart 

for residence 


Adorable cloud-hued 


radiant lord! 

Substance of Chandogya- 

Aranyaka- 

Taittiriya-Sama 


Vedas, timeless! 
Woe is me, I know not 

another refuge, 

Lord-in-residence in 

Western-Alundur! (2) 


Qf&uj afi)6>(ipd) Gjgy&ib 

!§<.Vot»_ Gg,n ctt 2_€D(_ujniu! ^i^CiucnGirrfl 

Q^ujLufr^, a_coA£,$G3iL b 

•jfljDj&n Qi_t0«nLD«p{<3)ii) E_cn q0ibgi]. 

ClumijujfTCu «]Dguit gtctt Qikiu 0iq Gjr/jlu 

Gurrroi^ , <^rr 

t ^ l C5T* t_fbC^OT J 

g)ujn! Q&t ^dr$, U3(i){0j ^n^Ciuetn 

^^§ ( bgx/t fT GlECu 4.L ’ 7 " ^LDiDnCG^r! 

Bearer of sharp discus 

and a white conch, 
Lord with four mountain-like 
long mighty arms! 
You gave me more than what 

you gave the world, 
nuking me experience 

small things and big things. 
Discreetly live senses 

entered my person, 

I dare not subserve them, 

I came to your feet. 

O Lord I know not 

another refuge, 
Lord-in-residence in 

Western-Alundur!(3) 


uijCqt! u^CT,,?<suG7T,QuGnij))ujd^. C^rnpeai. 

L»rrrr idgdtcjttt io<^cffi/T 0 >mi> tj«roflrhgij GT^igjMO 
giiijCght! iDn^GuGcar! 

LD * f Di ObGu rfilcin ^cvmai 

^CfiUCSI fh ff bjjl I 

5") flL* g’JT ! (Tj FT (J (SSiJTCvGST! 

<hibiV mo Q\ j0infT6jfT! ®_ inLiii ,^ v cwm/> 
^i^lffugfT.'MX) (jprii c^OTrtuj 1 

Gicgu (fleiim ^ifnonGGji! 
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Chola kings Panchavan, 

Pouliyan, Cholan, — 
rulers of kings on Earth 

worship you here. 

Excellent Madava, 

Madhusudana, 
other than you there is 

no refuge, see! 

Lord who was Nara- 

Narayana then, 
Lord who is Tiru- 

naraiyur resident! 

Lord who is Siva and 

Adi-Varaha, 
Lord-in-residence in 

Western-Alundur!(4) 

ITG3T cfilGftT Lj3>, OqJlD 0t£><5)gj , 

UfflCujrT(2fT LDrT(T€U| Un>» 51 u iScTfffigil, 

Si-lULU, tfpilT tDfTSu CIJCTJIJ 

ucrarurTCTTrr! lmjCctt! ugQ^^IqGgjt! 

5»fe09lCl_G5T [TjITCfT \X\fh&&££>GR ^C3 T CTlLDJ 

^(fTjiOLh CTffifr Ojan0>(0) c^ r 6* l 5»^5j { ^ T l 

n 1 rgldrr &crrf‘, iOJT)jpi ^^iCiudr 

Gldcu $\GT)B £1(312) ibir>65n r 

O Lord you came as a 

half-beast and half-man, 
tore into mighty chest of 

Hiranya! 

You raised a mountain to 

protect the cows, 
Merciful, Benevolent 

and Holy! 

I know the face of the 

Kali age now 
I also know what is 

the fit thing for me. 

Other than your feet 

I know not where to go 
Lord-in-residence in 

Western-Alundur!(5) 


Go,(Tujrr 0,uSla CltTjiu ^(Lpgjj 

CWeSranrrft CWcucfl n^tb LjiflCa, Ou£)P 

fernurnw .^uLjcraTQ £&*£>£), 

S> it l_ it gtt rr! rjCiu arr^,(£jib 

sfil ctutG otst n it <?> (£> 

G^ujniu! <£lGag>, £Cr7S>, gjGDrTurii 

5>oS)u4«,ib ^cncLi jjjnssT^ti) (ipsr ^ysffrruj! 
c^ujn! i^Iqt <£ 4ia ^4i£irr)rr^j ^r^lCu-K^ 
Gldc\j <^lc3i£) fQcjyTfr) ^ldL orrC 

Eating the curds and 

butter in the shelf, 

O Cowherd-child, 

subject of ridicule! 
Your mother tethered you 

to a mortar, 

When even gods and kings 

cannot reach you! 

O Krita-Trcta- 

Dvapara and Kali — 
You became the four 

Yugas in the yore! 
Other than you I know not 

a refuge 

Lord-in-residence in 

Western-Alundur! (6) 

5,rriT djG^rrcTtnrr* al goGuftgvj ^crfl Gu<j75TGff3i fT l 
<54,(rjr <£)«*>< C7iipib, 

Ci ci»cffT(r>rru.i! 

CTfTj^nuj! «7^ib (tp«rji ,$*,»»«* 

Q urrir^)<5)^3 <6, Q/j, rr cnn iq ^ ^ncb , 

Qt irrnr)i«ffiCl^nGT‘^T'TL.i 

Curr^GiD rfjji3>rrci j nrcjT «OQifr 

■' r£^^jn ibG^cir 

^^pjhgjJT^ GidCu fycrw r^Gjrrr) ^LOionCai! 

O Dark-hued Lord! O Radiant ocean- 
hued lord! You struck fear and anger 
in Kamsa’s heart! You destroyed seven 
bulls in a contest! You became the seven 
worlds in the yore! I fear the unbear¬ 
able miseries the five senses heap upon 
me. O Lord of western Alundur, mV 
Master, I have attained your feet.(7) 
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^Cb^-UjirCtrjr! *14 -^iTActfl rbtiu5- 
fSWffnGJiCuj 

<ff.fTffncTTu.irr gocuiT M02><giJ 
<5»rrcijcu Q<ffLu<ff) <ff}fT 6 uffr>cuu iSlffnip^gj, 

(^^Gurrfb^i t s_dr cujbgii 

i_l ffn i 

Wwj > f G<ffrrrrjj ^ffncu £>fb&} &€&&>(&) 
t^ 0 erfl, 

<$)Lq.GujffncTTu uQ^n <^ffror(^Cri<ff>nGn crfbgjnuj! 
^^ibgjnn Gudcvj ^cn^» f^lffniT) ^Lbu)nCc&i! 

O Ancient Lord! Lord of the ocean, 
my Master! Constantly thinking of 
you I escaped from the prison guarded 
by the five senses and came for refuge 
to your feet. For a pittance fee of food 
^nd clothing, take me as your devoted 
servant, you must! O Lord of western 
Alundur, my Master, I have attained 
your feet. (8) 

^G>rr pS^uj spGVi h crcfr CllDtu (&y\A 67^. 

cnrrj. Carrrpj Vcttoi tf>fr CTffrrnQj (*ff)CTH0.ffi5 ] i, 
C itT<5,nrr: <j,fTffjT ^GiJffDfjLj Cli_irrrry*,?i,^IGffjffJT: 
'-Iffifl/ffjfT! i jcyt Cl&fTt^ uj rruj! 
gtj rruj jr 1 rrd>)ffnffraTuSlGV) ffl uSlcocu nCffjr? 

Jgjffsflcff Q o oj <nj gjj 

c^if^CujciT; 

’“•"‘P crcStjju ^ujGujrr)^ ^ffnro ^orijaniu 
ClDGvj ^lffn<ff (Qaifr) ^liMiinCGar’ 

^ Pure one! O Bird-banner Lord! O 
Adorable Lord! O Lord reclining on a 
sc rpent that spits fire! O Lord of Sri! 
Five kings attacked me and established 
their tyrannical reign asking me 
l ° pay tributes of food and raiment all 
l be time. I cannot bear their 
°Ppressive rule. 1 do not know what 
l ° do Alas, you do not show pity on 
^ c - O Lord of western Alundur, my 
^ aster > I have attained your feet.(9) 


^ffTTffTTU) LDG57ffT)| ffT)ULD L^li) CluTTl^lcG 

ClOffJ «j£l<Sin<9 fglffyTlT) c^lLbinnffTffJTa, 

AffITffjfl LDffJTffni JpCOOl G<ffjfT6TT fh ffSl<ff>fffT, 

<£H,ffSl pifTi^ffTr , iflf^jffnAffj (<ff^0J GcujT,^)^ 

Q<5frc3TffjT ^ott 5,t61g) fhCu insnfla C<s,rTffnGLi, 
5j/uu oircnw, .• cncij Ujji^jLD ojcucumt 
iiiCSTCcfl iDcrrffrrcijn ^uj , ^,€3^0. 

infTffTT ClojffJTl LD<^1 upcTU rrGn. 

These ten pure Tamil gem - like songs 
strung together as a garland by strong- 
armed Alinadan, Mangai king Kalikanri 
extol the lord residing in the Western 
pan of Alandur surrounded by swan 
lakes and fertile groves. Those who 
master it will rule as kings and enjoy the 
white Moon-like parasol on Earth.(10) 

7.8 On Alundur (4) 

Senkamala | Ndtai | Sopanam 

.'IrtiTu AtDCutf) $^)LD<'MCTT ? uD. qcbliqii) Clad> Oun'ffr 
£p(3SUl4U$lcjl vgffPCOTT GU^l (ipffsflCTJlT 

GUf^JcffilXKJlSl cffjLfbl 0iL-gy!CTT ^<Mfitf3ffjT CTffJT^jli) 
GU ifl ^OcSlffJT <£A CT1 G55Ttf, gjJ uSI GST IT) 

ld rrG u.j ttgst < 9, nffforifilffJT 
cr»r^ji£i g61 i*,1g^(D Jb^^u Cgw^ld, 

Gcucncfl A^GTTjLD Gill GnffSl 3 , (GTTjli ^UlG3T0 

&) G7T ffP 10 

<^ib <ff,iDcu^ ; uuSl^yjii) 

Cl^GVGiJ^fffjl 
(§)G37n)j a_0>!bg> 

G fh ffG GT1 • 

Lotus-dame Lakshmi and 

Dame of Earth too, 
pressing the golden feet, 

while Munis sing songs. 

In the deep Ocean oi 

Milk reclining 
on a bed oi hood-serpent, 

lord, — behold, ye! 
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Sound of the chanting of 

Vedas and five 
sacrifices and Prasnas 

fill the sky-space, 
Brahma-like Vedic seers 

learn and teach in 
Ani-alundur where resides the 

lord of all gods! (1) 

<lpC 5 T ^}0CTT LDCWfli} 

2_C5CT<Sfin, 

(iptaflcuClgnQ ^ftcsreijn^cn ll^auu, 

(Tli jb , 

ug 3 iot)i ftcnGvi i^fTOu G(njft>u Clu rt0CiT>GTT 

<jT6U GVJ nih 

u(fl (IpftLD ^LU CTLD ugiDOT 

ft n £^n if? biJT - 

GlajjClffjeu LDoSl ft^ri ftCljffl d?< 3 , .SfTuftLD 
<$«**'«* (iprjcu, Qafbj ftiacvj iflcucng cjrft 
ldg 51 Clus^i_Ciu.i0aD ^ lO0ld 
CUcvjgu 3 , 0,1 
, a_*5ia 
^iDgrr-CftnCsn. 

Then in the yore, when darkness 
engulfed seven worlds, 
gods and the Asuras came 

seeking your help. 
Hoary-text-four-Vedas 

and the Sastras 

came from your mouth in your 
white-horse-like form. 
Ripe paddy sheaves in fields 

wave like white whisks, 
conches lie blown by the 

wind auspiciously, 
Swans in pairs climb over 

lotus beds in 

Ani-alundur where resides the 

lord of all gods! (2) 

0Cu<?)£benc\jLjj in#, Ccui^uh GlLiiTujCinft i j0»0, 
C-'fcncirt (ip/>,enGvj if? a,a, 

mc\jn« a rr egiij Con$! CiCTTClT, 
oltbi0ft ,y h crr<ar» r^incueyr 

ft n c?hn i f l cjn 


s <5£>gji) * ‘ LD«raflaiii> 

Clftrt«n0 

curfj£j 2Mb^»nJiLJCuftchCVv^LboiOTL^cnuniij, 
^cncuOjgj qi0ld Oung^Tcafl gucttid Qu 00UD 
OtfCUCLlgjgi] 

^^Ibgjirr f£l£5T^|, 2^ft fb# 

^LDOrt-Cft nCcu. 

Then in the yore the elephant 

devotee in the lake 
fell to the tight grip of the 

crocodile-jaws, 
And called out u Lord help me, 

Moon-like radiance!”, 
when the lord came and rid 

him of misery. 
Mountain spring washes out 

fragrant wood and 
gold, gems and flows down the 

plains and fields as 
Kaveri river beautiful 

and ever-green, — 
Ani-alundur where resides the 

lord of all gods! (3) 


41cUlbl_| (ip0>Cil *9jOT <$460fl(b2>* i 

$ftSHOT, $0 S_0QJii> uCTTfty 
£g«uf*10l_|dt? IfiL-JbCDg, 3)<nr>QT gi_rb«93l • f**^* 
cruSlfbrft^Jhc CTtb 

L|cuib^<flcr>fT) <njOT3i0 G)£b fX &' ih 

QufTi^CUft«TTQ5,fTn)Jlh 0u9«U 

tD U? G\_> ft <*TT 

^Cuii)l jflcTHJU LjCTTCu l | 65 >l (tf^ljpfb&l 

^rr CltfGvGug*^ 

Lord came as mountain-red 

boar, and young, with 
anklets and many other jewels 

shining on frame* 
Lifting the Dame Earth from 

deluge waters* 
he kept her on his tusk, 

lord, — behold y e> 


342 














THE big WORK / Periya Tirumoli 


Bumble bees hum over 

Areca fronds in 

groves where many cuckoos and 
peacocks dance-sing, 
Gushing with waters, the 

Ponni flows by 

Ani*alundur where resides the 

lord of all gods! (4) 

' L :r ClDCL|LD ^|L_GU ^ffluSIsJT 2_0GDli> t 
CiDffLjLD b ^»cnn@, 

1X1 CTr Gldgvi cu( 6 Tj 0 CT)Gmurrcvj cym££) Guiu^^l 
iditctt, a_uS)rr cugtugSIiu GuL iflirGiurTsaT 
6>ncrcu£)CT 

Gidc^i Gurfl €uc<r)cn<i cavfc Carrey) <su 

ciiniy Log<£fc5]LbGijnc\j «£l eifl uSI e5n <@63* 
Qon&j, 

»Sicn Glqgii iDi—CiifTir uuSl^jib O^cuGu^gii 

^^fbginn .t-'csiigj, 

^ lOljn-C<!7j nCtfu. 

Goming as a terrible man- 

lion in the yore, 
he tore the mighty chest 

of Hiranya, 

took the life of the 

lovely ogress, 
Be is the many-wondered 

lord, — behold, ye! 
^ a, dens with banglcd hands 

hold their parrots, 
Southing their coral lips, 

learn their ssveet talk. 

f 

,ra ceful swans line upto 

learn their sweet gait,— 
Ani-alundur where resides the 

lord of all gods! (5) 

1T,, " n 3 , 1 b <j£iujn ojfbgii Cg>n<»5yfib 

lDrr €73T «^,UJ , (npctliq. U) ©SI CH UJ 

C Gu ^ 

^ cjjp & 

,L 

(LpgjCU (Dftftlju lj<ST»L. 6T«n gjGTKTuGUGJT 


G^OT^uj^ib ClufiLpej ^upffLiiD 

Gl^ncn 

G)0(l£ lDfT(_ LDn6Tfl6yi<5>ACrT &6\_ i_li)G£,flirty) 

^(pnCl^ncu Sn uDcnrOLurrctm uuSlgyjih Cl^Gucu^gj 

-^crafl a_«,2,fl> 

^HLOijrr-CArCcu. 

Intent on ending the 

woes of good gods, 
he came as a manikin to 

Bali for three strides, 
Then growing, took the seven 

worlds in two strides, — 
discus and conch bearing 

lord, — behold, ye! 
Nectarcd groves lie over 

beautiful streets, 
tall mansions, palaces, 

svith halls, high roof, 
Reverberate with sounds of 

Vcdic chants, in 
Ani-alundur svherc resides the 

lord of all gods! (6) 

uri>gj] Clmcu eftlrrcurren .> 

u<*cu<7uctt tiigjj ( @ujr%j<fMT<& 

C<ajjb5) , ^ T 

^crar dbrjih dfln^iAcn > jq. v-( h,' ebup , 

^C^Q3TUjrTGU (TTUJgJ 2_5>fh2) ^lOU>rTOTT 
0>nC75Ti6)QT 

«JL-<9>finGVJiL|d) r^rreunr, 

QoibGOio 

&,&> 

0 0 60 Gil 3> 1 

^G33f) <^ui§flbginn f9<rsrr^| 

^ ir>gi < r-G.9)nGcrb. 

The lord ol gods resides with pleasure 
in beautiful Alundur, where Brahma¬ 
like Vedic seers of high merit, adept in 
reciting sweet Tamil and Sanskrit 
works perform fire sacrifices, svhose 
smoke clouds t he sky. See, he is the lord 
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who for the sake of his ball-clasping 
slender-fingers - Sita rained his 
fire arrows and cut the strong heads 
and arms of the mighty king of 
Lanka city. (7) 

(<9)ibu LflgjCcuijub (tfjOTCuuj, Q^rribq 

cflcnu >_"<?>£>] , 

UDCUITA (^IpCUfTCTT 

CT) 2112)2? 

2>uS)n CIcuchtOcotuu £2_onn0, a_a,5>g, 

LDrtCujnrcjrr ArrcreTii)cjn 
Qtfiiudjcn idi jb«o (ip&giib Afnli_2> 
^Aih, Afl)c6l uc\j sucmh i£1a0 
C7tb»(2)lb 

^ldOlj rrcjr ld^Ictt GlurH£)cu l^cdl_ 

Qacucu&gjj 

f9«Trp] C-dSfbfc 1 

^tDQfi-CAfrCcu. 

The lord of gods resides in beautiful 
Alundur surrounded by walled orchards 
of Areca trees with coral like flowers, 
emerald like fruits and pearl-like buds 
and plantains with profuse bunches of 
bananas everywhere. See, he is the 
wonder lord who plucked the tusk of a 
rutted elephant, destroyed seven bulls, 
danced the Kuravai with cowherd 
dames, and ate the curds and butter of 
coiffured Yasoda with pleasure. (8) 

a^*O<b»*i0 

«P>ct3t 4A(yii S-_^ni_uj'9Cl<5g).cr JI 

Qu^cuoSI^Cjibncnf^cm uj Qcuowft 
fQcucxj L|Aj£ 'j£,m.CujrTciT 

5) n cm i£l dn 

Q urn^co **x«n*i» cnjilcii Clinch <*#. 

& J>xAd LflCffjrfl *««*£>* 

$ cnTcricxnC^fTt^jib, 

iflCUitA (&)ipcunrr uuSlgyitb Q^CDCii^gj] 

<3HUjrjn-G*nCc?j. 

The lord of gods resides in beautiful 
Alundur surrounded by fertile groves, 


and rows of gem-houses lining the 
streets in whose porticos flower- coiffured 
dames crowd and watch the festival- 
processions. See, he is the lord who 
destroyed Kamsa’s wrestlers, his bow, his 
elephant, and a demon-can. He is the 
lord wdth boundless strength in his 
arms, and bears a victorious discus. (9) 

, if>OT 'M Al, Ljrrcnfju 

uGnt-gjg*!, 2_cm0. si_L&iip[bg> 

u ld cjt ^cn cnen i 
<$m4)u£Iu4U>, 

CtfU4 sb 

,{Xu) iQfflrmi Cflincncu, 

AC5Tr§l Clr>)0 Ccucu clicucuctt, fTjiTL-CrT, 

BiCSl&Gncfil fr&OtUjQ, ^cjruLJ LJlTL_cO 
c^cnif^QcsTnQ r^ncrf(^jib ijprt cucucunn 

Al_CU 

ib lj n- ft. n G ld - 

This garland of sweet ten songs by spear- 
wielding Alinadan Kalikanri extols 
the lord of beautiful Alundur, — who 
came as a boar, a fish and a man-lion, 
who made, swallowed and remade the 
Universe, and who is worshipped 
by Indra, Brahma, Siva and all other 
gods. Those who master it will become 
gods and rule the Earth. (10) 

7.9 On Sirupuliyur Salasayanam 
Kallam \ Navaroj \ Adi 

Acncmh Leonti cfilcrriGtiFjih cucda 0,(O}£I, 

QLfrtyitfpG* • 

Clojcrrcnih (ipgj] ugoncug, £lcni] cfiWlui, **** 

tDCaofl JTJii_|oSl 

bqjou tan&& t 

cruci?)ih , crcaTg^ ^—cirtcn^gjj (cnjtb 

22^ cnfDCvincjng tL- C* ®' 

All those who worship the lord’s fee 1 
and seek a change of heart! The w r ave* 
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of the mighty ocean wash out gems 
everywhere in Sirupuliyur where 
the lord Salasavanam resides. He is the 
lord in my heart. Worship him. (1) 

il$i Cjb"«nSujfT 

Gflntj)Qrr)rr0 *>0^ 
r cunujClcDfTj£1 ID$ iu rtg^j 
<^c3r)L_G^fr 

OufTc5) iDcn<DCujfTn 

8 G\J 8 LU C3T Q) | 

*-0CIjA {8)^)^ ^i4*cn ^Lq 2_crartTuSlcST 
a^craTrrcfiCrj ! 

Street-roaming small-austerites- 
performing gruel-drinking heretics say 
things that deserve to be ignored. 
Come join us, the wealth-resplendent 
lord, extolled by Vedic seers, resides in 
Sirupuliyur Salasayanam; if you can, 
contemplate the little-big feet of the 
Earth-measuring manikin. (2) 

u«y>fT)iqib sfi1«n«r: S-UJihiScn, 

ucrafliL|ii) Clg)rTOTTu*n! 

•5*crwr>ivnk i JC3TCVJ ^(f^ufTcvj, culuAj rrcu, 

Clurn^lcu c^0Ljrrco f 
cvicysT^ ^cstuj ^onjDii^in 

gc51 #c\j <9 uj cngjgii 

* csifTjuqiii CD <^o* ^cucvjgjj 

^ r/))GujGcai. 

O Devotees! Surrender to the lord 
and exult, your Karmas will instantly 
v anish. With the ocean lapping on one 
s »de, bee-humming groves and fields 
°n the other side, the lord resides 
,n Sirupuliyur Salasayanam. I know 
°f no god other than him. (3) 

ld^,I Qu*£«m& «en«- 

£>0L_incu 

^cnCUiTUCJT ^QJC3T .r^tnrtA 

•2>6*t Cl U fj|jp«0 

8 G 08 UJGSlgjgj] 

* v '“ <^4,UJ GJT£jj ^ iq CU CVJgjJ 6^<anjTJl 

kjCt 4H iqCluCcST. 


With the crescent Moon-bearing Siva 
on one side, the self-made Indra on 
the other, the lord of gods resides 
besides nectared groves in Sirupuliyur 
Salasayanam. He is the cowherd 
lord Krishna. Other than his lotus 
feet, I know of no refuge. (4) 

2>!b# r ®i>Q 

5,rr<6TTjib 

cr£2>mu! ctcjt ^CTKfiCujfTn cjjjb&ub 

crrfl (§ni 

Qe ii>2,friDan<7 u>cv0ib 

5Cvi< 9 Lucrr^gii 

^ib £rru>Gr>7 ^iq.ujrruj! «-^iqCujfb^ 
^0CTTHlflGlD. 

Gods in hordes everyday offer worship 
in Sirupuliyur Salasayanam where lotus 
grows in thickets. O Lord of lotus 
feet! Pray ensure that this devotee of 
vours does not enter eternal Hell.(5) 

v 

( ip^£cu C ipiX> iocuA 

^ficfi1<bg)(ipLb cfilijcfilA 
A<ip£Cla"0 UH-eu«fr nn, cunm, 

^tpAlb IOCU01O 

O#^; (grt CUUJOJ rflnj|L|OSI^M 

^W«9UJC(Ub 

ClfijfT^LD (^ftCDLO ^Hg)l E-CTU-UJfTIT ^ 

OgfT^CUfTfT gjjtufr 

The blue water lily, the red water lily 
and the lotus flower together liken the 
eyes, lips and face of the maidens in 
Sirupuliyur Salasayanam by fertile fields. 
Those who worship those who offer 
worship there, will have no despair. (6) 

c«iu 

loctaj SL-Gntniuib 
lonuin 1 cTflrrA(A| fi_ctf»gu.inuj, ‘J^IP 
rh n cat Ai cn e_<m nCiurt? 

^ CpJL0u|cr<9> incn^Gujrrn 

8 GYJ 8 lu £&£) 

^nCu-ift? C_«54£>| ujnrr incji^nGuHT? 

,^(/>!GaiGt.Tn. 


345 


12 


































THE SACRED BOOK / Divya Prabandham 


O Wonder-lord of cool Tirumalirum- 
solai! Pray tell me this. Do you reside 
in the chants of the four Vedas? Or in 
Sirupuliyur Salasayanam where Vedic 
seers perform fire sacrifice? Or in the 
hearts of your devotees? Which, I do 
not know. ( 7 ) 

£cu LOCUITft ACraTCTOTffT LDCJTli) » 

2 _luqj rrcji, 2 _ott ftipGcvi cth^Gghcst; 

<£lcrf) iDi_cunrr 

OacilGUfTUj OinfTj^l UuSIgULD 

flOJ&UJ GSIO} giJ 

gj fill (TlLI ^ GT> CT31G ID ©J O-Cnjfl 

^incvjn! ^(f^CTTfiGuj. 

O Lord reclining on a five-hooded serpent 
bed in Sirupuliyur Salasayanam, where 
parrots learn sweet talk from the coral- 
lipped maidens! Pray grace that I may 
turn my heart from the dark-lotus-eyed 
dames to the lotus of your feet, and offer 
worship for elevation of spirit. ( 8 ) 

ft 0 ir>rr (Lp^jlcvj a_ 0 Cun! agttoj o_ 0 cufr! 

i_|caTcy ©_ 0 Ojn! 
Qu 0 ioncu cusntj 2 _ 0 «jrr! iSlff) e_ 0 tfurr! 

rQtnngj] £_ 0 gd»t! 

4?0LDn LDftCTI UD0fL| ib 

<0 cvj a lu 

,2^0LDn fl,L CVJ Cuj 

O (J C3 TJT ,-ZH^ClD . 

O Lord like the dark raincloud, Lord 
like the fiercely raging fires, Lord like 
the cool flowing waters, Lord like the 
staid mountain range, Lord like none 
but yourself, Lord adored by the lotus- 
lady Sri, Resident of Sirupuliyur 
Salasayanam! O Nectar of the ocean! 
Your feet are my only refuge. (9) 

/fn GljbQ tnfOi^GJT <ff) 

O CXJ O UJ CSTft, gji 

cjii ^rr (tp<£lc\j cu ctotctoioii ft ©near, 

^cmnCujfin Gu 0 LDir<anGjT, 


0>nrr ^rr guujcu ii^icnAA|a) ^'cnrD , 

ft ©SI luctt lditctcv) 

uirgcrn i5'CvT>cu urjcfilg, Clg,fTgH_i uncuib 
ljuSI cu nCcu. 

This garland of songs by fertile-fields 
Mangai-King Kaliyan, is on the lord 
of Sirupuliyur Salasayanam with 
wide streets, lord of cloud hue, lord of 
the celestials. Those who master it 
and offer worship will never accrue 
bad Karma. (10) 

7.10 On Kannamangai 

Perum \ Brindavana Saranga \ Adi 

Gi_j0ib cjno/fjlcfficn, 

GucrsTcncffar, creni ^cu 

(ipcsflfflj fT.5,0 <^ 06 ^ 

/j, 0 ld ^IrjcTT Cftncncticnuj, 

^cfilaniu 

^I 0 ldiS 1 c^cst ^cucmj, ^nvGujcyr LoengjgjJ 
^CDSCDiiJ, OtJfT^l ; v g 1 Acnaucruu 

5i0ihiSlc<r><;jT, ftcaflanuj G <g«rrir)j ^rruv 

3,6OTTCJdnDnn4tfiaujcn ftajtnQGftrrejjrCi Got. 

The mighty ocean, the powerful bull, 
the male, the female, the penance of 
the austere Rishis, the heap of pearls, 
the soul of devotees, the string of 
pearls, the sprig, the flower, the love 
of my heart, the spray of nectar, the 
sweet sugarcane, the fruit, — I sought 
and found him in Kannamangai. (1) 

Gii>uj|j) jbcu {b ^Gu&csng,#, g,0ib 

Guhu«t>uj, Q li ftiuuSIcr>cm, GnftuSlcu c^n 

0 g> cr^L- 

«^\Drt ft l sncvj, ftL.cvj cucraTcjarcDcyr. 

ujncDicvj, c^Cu^cncuu ucrrorfl Gftncn 

LD nui CD GTTT , 

Qfb«T65TGn©>, ijftcincu, (@fb«nf9 fTjnfirflcncrJT, 
Jbncncn^uj *»i0ib j&riftcncn, ^n^on^cr. 
*CTT«n«ncu, ft0LD6lcaf)c^L2> Cg^CTicu- 
ftcwToraTLXific^ftu^cn ftcraiQQftncffyC, Cg*t- 
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The good penance, the heaven-giving 
truth, the false one, the conch bearer, 
the deep of the dark ocean, the hue of 
the ocean, the adorable one, the 
wonder-lord on fig leaf, the yesterday, 
the today, the tomorrow, the coming 
month, the year, the sugar, the 
sweet sap of sugarcane, -- I sought and 
found him in Kannamangai. (2) 


Cl<9u_i<£lG3Tro ir^jcncTT, 

cl ns currrT (^ipcuriCTT lbcdcvj t£fV£0£> &)dn 
UfhJ0,6T)Gnu LJ r*U<f£lcu CnCL<?)g,i 

g} CJT 6D Gtfl; 

urrdia)iD<rmiJ, iBn ld^ujib ^fcciMp 

tB'V^cno.*, Aucna, CL' Lnn idcdcu 
2_<0<f)GDlu £>nib GLCTOTPii.^uuQii 

•^nij^cncL , uAcncvjfl Cl<9C3T(Tjj - 

ftOTn637TLDfbjCD<!>iLL|C^ 4fiC3 JT0Cl,3,ncDflCL. CffiJT. 

The lord benevolent to us, the lord 
who bears fragrant coiffured Parvati’s 
spouse on his person, the lord of the 
sky bearing the radiant twin orbs the 
Sun and the Moon, the lord on the 
Northern Venkatam peak, the 
desirable night and day, — I sought 
and found him in Kannamangai. (3) 

ClJlij ,pCD©Jtfi 2>CDCV fb(6Tj<* £_ OT3TU 

l 9 CTf CD CTT cn UJ 4) 

Cl^cfrcrllujnii GLcOTinijftuu0ii CgjCLCncD, 

«sntf5»2>l ^rbcvn/bicjGn 

^cvinjj^ib ai nd(Zan£\GruLi . 

|,, crG3T0}(&) CTiuui'ilcaflcu 

CD OJ LJ l9 CD CD . 

^n^TlcjncST. iDcraflenui Q/>C57flp] i>, niq - 

0>CraiCajllBf»ijCDAu.jCTi 

T he child who sucked the poisontxl 
hreast of the ogress, the god worshipped 
b y clear-thinking seers, the prince 
w ho appeared in the vestibule ol 
^'•'ukkovalur, the lord residing in 
be arts of Vedic seers, the radiance of 


their beings, my father, my protector, 
my wealth, my gem, — I sought and 
found him in Kannamangai. (4) 


GJ23(51 CDCTT, ^iBUJftgjCTT ffTlB fT-aGDCJT, 

^IBCDLDCDUJ, LDITJjCntD*^ U3 CD C3T, 

^IT)<T)CDCU , ^C73Tl_<j)gjJ 

a_uj 2 )^ 10 Lb 

sgiuGDOTt, (Mn/MlSlcu . <Sp)G3TfTj| uu 

atsvirj^Ctncrr, ldh iBGnrfU> CDcjt, 

(9c 3T{D€U,^ l£lc3TfT) <04?b^lcvj<p> Cl^jn^^lcDCST, 
551631 1 l_|£3TGDC\J0 CWp* Q)fTiq- 
*CJ5TCJTnD<ilCDfl)U.|CTI A6a'aT0O,'J,nCWlCL-GG3T. 

The bull, the lord of celestials, the 
medicine for the life here and hereafter, 
the companion for the journey beyond 
this world, the wielder of the fierce 
discus, the radiant gem-mountain, the 
lord ol Tiruninravur, the heap of pearls, 
the wind, the waters, — 1 sought and 
found him in Kannamangai. (5) 

&JUUCDC3T, ui_2 ^nfliu 

C^rccmocTscu, 0,i ncijnGD acuotCIuiwA^j c^it 

Cl <9 u l_ 9 cn cin, LncTOTncncDcsr. 

CftCLGPGP, uCLCn^J^i ■ W 

cpuLjCDt^n, e_cu(3) gji^Icdcst, aswi^lcnuj, 
Cjrij^luj CDAlUCDCTr, 

A<TJ|9cdC 31 IBCU^UD OllLJCVJ 

^{.TraTMaiuifbjfaDAincn act'd QCtanCTTiGL Ccm. 

The beautiful one who overpowered 
the clever horse Kesin, the radiant sky, 
the gold-plated copper, the husband of 
Sri, the lord of gods, the radiance ol 
coral, the seven worlds, lime, the lord 
of discus, the learning of Vedic seers, 
the lotus-growing fields, — I sought 
and found him in Kannamangai. (6) 

, $CT*A 5,fT«TT^pACTl 

CftCLCDCD, (TpGLfflcu (ipG5T<atlltl 
«fl(»»x2>0»a r 'aT. dilcnrbj^ih *i ne G/jn^PcDuj. 
crfilcDrTCDGDn , incsbrrcyjiflftjiGTjT, AvDit^sd^cyi 

&6Y iq tU 

i, i nil Af5luj 

^UUCDOTI. ^LJlSlcO ^J,n ^lpO\] c ^uj fQcOTtT) 

A ( f b5jy3) 6<J ' , G3i-rt.ciil «iC33i0 a, 

AdilTC3iRlD(hl£inAiqCn <5iG"o’»it( 7li a l/fiflCDnOt Gc3T. 
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The satisfied one, the father of 
Brahma, the lord of gods, the 
foremost of the Tri-murti, the radiant 
one, the Earth, the Sky, the lord with 
Siva on his person, the man-lion, the 
horse-slayer, the dissolving aspect 
of water, the lord surrounded by bee- 
humming groves, — I sought and 
found him in Kannamangai. (7) 

Qcu0^1g3ta tterflfhcsirQ, cfilonrbJ&nuj 
* 0 * 2 ^ c&fluj trecnesT, Cutu 
&J 00 fbiQfO, 2 _cran_ Cg,ftcinT)«n€>J ( 

C0rT«fT06U Cijnch CIau^i 

CgjfTC3Tf5luj 

a_tf^lCiDCo f 9 ®( 2 )ub r^ibiSlcnuj 

0,(CT)0«nC3Tg, GVlQ&SbS} GU00ene3T 

^CJJTJTOTJTlliniicnSjUjeTT <M*3l0OAfTC«3lCL-Cwl. 

The angry elephant, the lord who 
threw a calf against a tree felling its 
fruit, the child who drank the 
poison from the breast of the ogress, 
the sweet ambrosia who worked as 
poison on the wicked Rakshasa king 
Ravana, the lord residing over 
the heads of those who desire him, 
the slayer of Kamsa, — I sought and 
found him in Kannamangai. (8) 

ucjjTOTi^c^isn, ucjyrcraflftj r0C3Tff)g*I tpiT 

urrorcruBcriiu, 

un^yjfrrQrv,ujuS1«ri«rr f iDfttu r \ < 3 ^uj rpor-fT) 
cfilarorGraflanarr, cfilcrrnij^Lb <3.i iTsC^rr^lcnuj r 
Cojcrtc0CDuj <filGTT0><£lc5T ^>crfl ij) ctt cr> cjt, 
iDCJoi cj3?lcr>cffi, Uicmcv^onm ^cocu igrOor,OTT. 

lOriancu l£>ft id^Iwduj ^|W>ff,Cujnn 5>ni»a,cn 
<9it,o"o‘i cwftwn cyi &> ctrjT &, cn ^J^rjcncti ld rft arrrru 
*ornc 5 rjTiDr^c 3 na,u^ 6 n AareT0O ft fraraiCi .Can. 

The sweet Pann, the sweetness of 
Pann, the Ghee in milk, the adorable 
form in Vaikunta, the radiant form, 
the sacrifice, the light of the lamp, 
the Earth, the mountains, the deep 


waters, the rising Moon, dear as eyes 
to Vedic seers, — to my fill, I sought 
and found him in Kannamangai. (9) 

^COTTCreTLDnyCrJftlLlGTT (h «J3T 0 O rt C l_ G3T 

CTCJTflJJ 

^.rrgjcurrcu &©S)*CTTr$ 2_angO<9ijJ2> 
CUC33TOT3T Cf ZT gjlfilljp 

Gucucurr ^uj 2_ar>rjuurr(7 ld^ojld &GV ip 

e^cfacjaflsu cflcrarcOTGurr , io£li?cu 

CTajgjjCuiT; 

Qu>iuib«mi> CWcuoflcO, Qciicrer 

tf^carrrrjj cjfb^uj 

ACWTC33t! I0SST p,G3T<5>(2)U) (<9)rfjlui_| 

0><bACUfTlb AcfiluSlcST Oun^CTT g,nCc3T. 

W I sought and found him in 
Kannamangai”, — this garland of 
sweet Tamil songs by Kalikanri is tilled 
with love. Those who master it will 
live with the celestials in the wide 
sky. In fact, O Krishna with a conch 
in hand, even you will benefit from 
learning these songs. (10) 

8.1 On Tirukkannapuram (1) 

(A mother on her girl's plight) 

Silayilangit \ Mandu \ Khanda Chapa 

^odgu^gupj^ Ourrdrr < g^, u6 ru 

2,aror0 epem ib (^cireClaiTrrjiT^nGU: 

tflcncugjcur*^ Cg,ncTT ^hcstCa 

IDJDJ)] 

<^<aj@jA(2); ^fbCfT)! ftfTcrjT CTOTdClronffrtfTCu; 
(iponcu^cufh,^ L 4 ,i£i LJLuoncv; gai . 

<^ C5Tl < T / ^‘^ , C3Tf’ l fTGTTrrcu : 

Acyicu ^corbJ^ OuDnipijjncnn AcnncOTiL|«j^^ii 
^liumanon* ^onn,_ ncntf ft nCajn ? 

“Bow-wielder, gold discus, 
mace and conch, dagger too!”, 
she says, alas! 

Mountain-like four arms, now 
who else does have all this?, 

O, Come”, she says. 
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Her softly risen twin breasts 
pale and she runs after 
her lost lustre! 

Vedic seers reside well with 
Kannapuram lord has she 

seen him?, Alas! (1) 


“His gold-and-gem-necklace 
sways on his jewel-migluy 
broad chest", she says. 

Strong mighty walls rise in 
Kannapuram, has she then 

seen him?, Alas! (3) 




Glurr^Oj cii«vj QpcsT Cj]^fTta2iG\j«5^) ClundfT 

tn»b[pi ^(5 CTcjr^lcfTffjfTfiTTn-GVj; 

Qi>(»TjCijcnijiL|Li fClcir s^uunn; £5 >ljl| ^cun 
ciorr (Jnuun! crcaT«£1c3Tjpfieriffcu 
A(frjc\icnfjGijrcu f^eiTpfTCjncjT, Acsncnm 

fS^iiijLOfTcywan^ actotl. fTffnCl AnGcun 9 


“Wasn’t this the bow-wielder 
who killed the mighty kings in 
war then?", she says. 

“Isn’t this the discus that 

stopped mighty mountains in 
flight then?”, she weeps! 

“No god is peer to you, 

Oppili-appn my 
Lord, 0!*\ she says. 

Dark-mountam-he stands in 
Kannapuram, has she then 

seen him?, Alas! (2) 


2>CT3i gxjcnu cuotjtQ cucno 

lo rrtrucarr cTezn <£) kst^q rr ctt n cvj ; 
GurTrr^ijCyjCTTA ClAfTibq qt^Ljn^cjT, 

CT63T ^|LDLDfT63T CIC3T.£) GJTfT) fTCTT rTCO \ 
^qng^iLO Ancy3Ti£lc3TA€Ti uCuaTio Qjmu 

«i^CDg}|A(A) CTCn^dfTjnfTCrTfTCU 
AfTncijncmh tQaifty Acwrcrerq 

e«N dDioncnGjiA a otjt l_ nen O a rrC cu n 9 

“Nectared and bee-fragrant 
garland ot cool Tulasi 
on chest!”, she says. 

“My lord the bird rider 
broke a tusk from rutted 
elephant”, she says. 

“Take a look, his coral 
lips are so matchlessly 
perfect”, she says. 
Dark-thunder-clouds-over- 
Kannapuram, has she then 
seen him?, Alas! (4) 


^cargiii ix>n (ipiqGiccu g>j.ipnuj 
C^ncrrn^jLiincu 0 W 3 T <£1 cjirr) nen rrei;; 

if) n iDGfijfl iDAg (£)G3 tjti cuAjacti 

<<nlcu d?Aii) ct€3t<£I(.S imncnnaj; 

Cluncarrctfleji lqh inurafl r n'. 

^C\jnu(^ifinciu CTCJT^I CSTfJI fTCTTfT6\j 

Adnesf) mrr if^Jcrr i |cm AcaraTSiLiiTAgii 

c^iiunrrc^ncsTA acwti fN^rCl AnOfiun 9 

Over his tall gem crown 
he wears a wreath of fresh 
Tulasi”, she says. 

His Makara tisii ear-rings, 
gold set with gems, flash like 
lightning”, she says. 


cN l 45)fi' G V^pQ> g,niOGT'fjCuj, cWli) 
i j nil a u_i id cn cn<£l cut qj n cn nc\j. 

(Ip Iq ^iVCVj QP lD Oun«T *rr 1^31 

n ctctt<^ U3T0 ncnn«0 ; 
ci/vq4s£>« <*» ags fa lDcvjO^'C^h AK9y| 

^(^uuncii tfT*3»/0<^»/T)n(rnna) 

Ai^AAmcvjtb acti c ^sfacaini {IJ^k£i 

^ibiflffcncPA A6afat_ itcttO a nGtfv n '? 

“His feet are gold-lotus 
his hands are lotus hue 
- golden”, she says. 

His crown and golden jewels 
never leave my frail heart, O!” 
she says, alas! 
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“Does not the dame-lotus- 
Lakshmi resides on his 
wide chest?”, she says. 
Sweet-scented-lotus-in- 
Kannapuram has she then 
seen him?, Alas! 


(5) 


Cun^uSJfjii) 2_CttL_uj CuOfTcncn, GuoncnOT 
CT63T^»l<OTj5fTCTT(TCU J 

cjn&y " lWMJ (a)C5STL.cug > a,aT 1 crcsrr C^ncnar 

CTfi3JT<£lG5irT)fTCnncLl ; 

ivaig (ip£\Cco, jgch cucnijGuj 
6p>«i(gjU)fT6u CTC3T^lcnrr)ncnrrcu 
Anrr^ir cuujco in^c^ib 

i b inner* an & 3,essri_nebQs,nCcDn ? 

“He bears a thousand names, 
he has a thousand great 
features”, she says. 

“He wears a gold Makara 
ear-pendant, he has eight 
strong arms”, she says. 

“He has the hue of the 

dark cloud and dark mountain”, 
she says, alas! 

Ripe paddy grows tall in 
Kannapuram, has she then 
seen him?, Alas! 


( 6 ) 


0 #gu£m 9 a. orn. < 5 * or.. ^^dtGt&cu 
cj>n •. Guetflcna,^ <9x5* C»<>»Aicnrr>rTcn(Tcu; 

4*«« @©n®3Tic|ih 
ufhj&iuGu] crcsT^cjifr} fTfinncvj; 
CTTlDGUCTrfTA^O) iDCwfl £L_(rVjCijlh iDIJd.OjClfln? 

iDCDjp (Lpi^Gc\jn? crdiT^CffinQfTCTTncu 
CTi A Cj J CTMT /h LD ip GX> ft CTI ft ftcfetflin {_J 

^ubajncyiC5Td.<9iCS3Ti ncnGa,nGcvjn 

“He wears a red coloured vesture on 
his frame and a golden cummerbund 
over it”, she says, then, “Oh, the feet 
are of the same hue, even his lotus 
hands are of that hue”. “The dark hue 
of his gem-like frame, — is it emerald, 
or is it rain cloud?”, she cries. 


I wonder of she has seen the lord 
of Kannapuram where Vedic seers 
offer fire oblations. Alas! (^) 

O^nnrjjrjLJ l_|CH Cjffjl, 

cui^^crrfrjrT^i ctctt^ enrr) ncnncvi; 

Ocurqifjlu Gutrrr 

6£>A(5)II>fTCU CTCIT^lcBTfQfTCnaCU; 

Ou<T)CT)fi»3,rTCU «&(CU£31 Ou ® 51 

L^lnjjjGgjfnb 2_ujGajnGu3ff cTC3v£ic3TfDncfTrtC° 
Ar^fD^jidj id CD nr) nj n cn rt ctttgsjtm ^ 
^HibtoncncjT®, <9,cjjTL ncWCl^nC©-) n ? 

“Riding a victorious bird, he roams 
about freely”, she says, then, “He is 
Indra even to Indra, the victorious king 
of gods”. “If only we receive his 
embrace, we born as females may 
survive!”, she says. I wonder if she has 
seen the lord of Kannapuram where 
learned Vedic seers live. ( 8 ) 

cuctPiDncncu uicsafl (ipiqC' D<w 
iDotji CT«T^C5Tqiftcnnftj; 

Sfc-cwrQgjcununco a> hct> m ct63tA(«j Ct***^' 

jj L^tfl^CcucjT cTcrr^crrrr) n^ nCO ■ 
uC37T0 ( g,'CUC3'i9O 1 ACJ3T0 ^[^CUgtJ 6^^ 

acirflcu? lumb crerrGrp uuSlcu^cnrDne'nflGU 
ACrari_sun §,ib incano siapfhj^LD 

^tbuDrTcncnft acfounctTOsinCcurT ? 

“The fragrance of the bee-hummmg 
Tulasi wreath on his golden crown 
v/afts everywhere”, she says, then 
“I love him, I can never part 
from him!”. “I remember having 
seen him earlier, where v/as it? • 
she keeps asking. 1 wonder d she 
has seen the lord of Kannapuram 
where those who see him \ose 
their hearts to him. (9) 


icnciicft(iT)th OiDcar G£>fiA*£l iDitajincfl 
innui<nicns3T<9> 3 iGWt< ncrT cTcaripj. 
a.rrcDjcnf rv^tb * . Oi iru^lcu ^ 

^ibmncansnft ^oSluncin Q»nat<n 
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uncucn^ib g>iJ9i v iDfTCJicvj ucjrcafluj r^flcu 
^cncu grbgjjiii ggjhgdii fcucucurrrr 

LijQl CTT^fr-j LD AfT^uAli C<5IT Q UfTCn 2— CU £\ Cu 

tDcrrcsTcun ^uju i_|Aip 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs by 
Kaliyan recalls a mother’s lament on 
her fawn-eyed daughter’s seances with 
the lord of fragrant-grove-surrounded 
Kannapuram. Those who master it will 
live as famed kings of the Kalpaka- 
blossom spilling heavens. ( 10 ) 

8.2 On Tirukkannapuram (2) 

Telliyir \ Natakurinji | Rupakam 

(The mother seeks a redressal of her 
grievances.) 

Cg,6urr*(2)ii> G^ffurr! 

ClcucrTcrflu^rr! CIc:iujlij €0^ ;£)$ Cuwoifeojur’ c£>! 

gjjCTTtCT^ <£|TA *CrnCTJTU|IJl£l OdJjfT^^fTCTT; jgCUCTT 
A^ncfilCujIT? GTkS> CUCiPCn Q<S,rTGTTGUg)j 

O Wise One, Lord of gods, Blameless 
One, Fit person for Sri, Lord of golden 
hue! My daughter only folded her 
hands in the direction of dancing- 
waters-Kannapuram. Was that a 
crime? Is it proper to confiscate her 
bangles? ( 1 ) 

Sen $G\jrT(ipjbfD5>gu ^gvkttt 

C£>ff«»£)arrTCYT: 

^^crajjCuDrr, 0>GrcTOT3TLjau3! CTCirp 

^ rr l 1 14 C5T rr cn ; 

LjfTcs37cnfTrr ^lc^rar snub i^ofl ^cucn 

^n’^nGnifT? <j,Gfrrnj (^CTirrjLUjOrrftGA. 

She stood on the moonlit terrace and 
surveyed the horizon, then brightened 
an d said, “Look, Kannapuram!", 
Pointing that-a-ways. With Madal 
s inger$ waning eagerly, will she retreat 
^ r °m her suicidal act now? Good, 


good, for the Naraiyur lord who has 
shown her the way. (2) 

ii Cd ith CcuriiAuii, i^mncncu crcnfni 

CU fTlU 

ClcsnTcir; Cl ldujuj ii) cfilcjicfil 

aX) C3T<r> acir; 

Clu(^(A) <^*fT A A6ff5T«oa«UHlLD CTC3TJIJJ 

CuilcsTnch; 

*_<") Xiamen; 2 _cnQiD®Slfb£fTcn; gggy 
CT63TO<*nGcun ? 

She blabbered incoherently about 
cool-streams-Venkatam and water- 
logged- Nirmalai. She inquired about 
Meyyam, and spoke about wealthy 
Kannapuram. She melts into tears 
and grows thinner inside day by day. 
Alas, what is this leading to? (3) 

r^ffcrt ^cuczncu; SL_tnAA(tpib 

AfTGJT t3»cuur>wj; 

Cl U GOTTen LD LL| LD <9 fTCU Vl €3105 CUCTT , 

Gucmg? Q rrcjT| 

A 6337 CTTT C3T £>C»T IT A6337 C33T Lj 0 lb Cl^rT^LD; 

AITITA Al_CVJ 

CLlCSreTCfilTfTClDCU <rr£33T633TLD A,'#*) 

CTcjrCl^nCcufr ? 

No day is a day of non-fasting for her, 
no night is a night no-vigil. She is just 
a child barely into her maidenhood, 
yet she keeps saluting her Krishna’s 
abode of Kannapuram. Her thoughts 
are always on the dark-ocean-hued lord. 
Woe! What is all this? (4) 

fh 633T CSfST C31 SSSli A CifiiTC53T LJIIU) Cl^n^L^LD 

aitjAcd^, 

OuGOrCiTUfl CTG3T'? 5,G3T£J)JcnrM B^CWTCiTlLD 

ffi_ iar»(JAXl63T rr)fTCn; 

ClcuGTCTCleifijmi 2_ 6337^Ul J 63371 GUGTOTGraTlD 
cfil Grfl lb l SI GSTITCTT . 

cucJ3T<aRJT(ipib Cli meal rQnrjii) ^cugj cpi^lajGio. 
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She salutes the lord’s abode of 
Kannapuram, she speaks openly 
about her beauty and her femininity. 
Her golden colour drains from her 
checks and breasts when she hears 
of how her Krishna stole butter and 
was punished! ( 5 ) 

GUL_Guar>Q i^lsjrn^jib ft/tb&j, &OT3 Tl|»ju> 

cD L_ ft/ CT> 01 GdkrTGTTQJgj) UJ mb CTS7TfT)J 

CuilcOTrT€TT; 

UDL-CligQJ LDfTgjIT ffTOTT Cu<S3VF> 

Al_GlJgJ CTC3T? AG73T gjuSlistl ,@<3TfT)j 

Cl<5>fTftTSnCft/. 

“Leaving our Northern hill-abode, we 
have come to stay in Kannapuram 
today”, she says, playing her lord. 
My daughter is an innocent child. Of 
what use can she be to him, that he 
should steal her sleep now? ( 6 ) 

£rr Cu^cpju), fcCRT ld.£1 ArruS\©j)iu}, 
gigrbi^Cuon ? ir^ncfi <§} 0 jb 2 ij 

©TGTTiCl CTTnctr ! 

<hJ<7^&li) ftjniij ^cayrf'h 1 2- 
^gnlj^ClD ffTCUTugii 5)67T<!is0 

^csd^Guj . 

She hears the roar of the sea, she feels 
the shine of the cool moon, and thins 
inside. Alas, how long she has been 
engaged in these! Her strong desire 
is for Srirangam, the original abode 
of her Krishna who tore apart the 
jaws of the horse Kesin and enjoyed 
himself! (7) 

^cucuntb jp, m Cu. Q&n^gfr 

a»_ lijujiiitT 

^0, &afsT«3»uau> Clftnipu 

Gi JfTuSlaTrrcn; 


GU5WT0 2_GUfTO) CftlTCrig, GTG 3 T Glj 

iDcrafl r£lrnti> 

Ci5>fT553T0 ^fTGST G0>nu51c3T<^n t J) Q^ujCu^J 

Seeing all devotees offer worship at 
your feet and find elevation of spirit, 
she too went to offer worship at 
Kannapuram. Is it proper for you to 
steal my bee-humming coiffured 
daughter’s rouge anarchically? ( 8 ) 

(JpGTT <nu$lrr>j c\j; An-Gnip 

(Lp 14 O A fT L- f 7 J 

Q<5,cnctflujGn ^rr Gaa ^cuen; cr<& 

O <f? lu G a 

l5,6 * T C^tTCDGU* 0iC7JTLjlJii> GT>&> 

Clfcn^i b 

iSlGrTGTxrrrcnuju iSlftrejnGTT cTcjrg^j cTOTn&ryru 
OujTjjftjCtj 

Her ivory comb can scant gather 
her hair, her tresses do not form a 
knot, she has no quality that will 
qualify her to be a clear -headed-one. 
Alas, what can I do? She offered 
worship in the nectar-flowing gardens 
of Tirukkannapuram and elsewhere. 
Alas, I cannot call my child mine 
any more. ( 9 ) 

ldc 51 AcaOTcrarqij^, <hid 
./nft .neSI mrw^ojn W, i JfjAf!cvc§l Q^ncO, 
ID ©SI uAg^ii OjGu©j<TuIT 

10051 iljbunnACffn. 

This garland of excellent Tamil 
songs on the lord of rain-abundant 
Kannapuram is by the world-famous 
Mangai King Parakalan. Those who 
master it will live long on Earth.(10) 
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8.3 On Tirukkannapuram (3) 

Karai | Sxibhapanluvarali | Khanda 
Chapn 

(The girl appears, forlorn and dejected 
by the injustice of her spurned love.) 

actiq <n0g)5) actt 

0 ArT^miD 

crrQ^gjj 611(3 i^<3to0 

^0AA<^J7CT31MCT5)gll 2_£D0lL|li) 
cfilcfxj 6104)5) giM^prTuj ^Gvjr^jAOJ cfilrrjcu 
G^nerr l)CT3l_ QljujCI 

Guctiij *T0g,£ Clu0,iDrTgyA(A, ^ipr^C^OTT - 
CTCJT Guff) GUCTxJTtGuj. 

Tirukkannapuram is lashed by the 
ocean that throws up great resounding 
conches and well grown coral 
branches. Here resides the lord 
who wears a fragrant Tulasi garland 
and has strong arms that lifted a 
mountain. Alas, I have lost my beautiful 
golden bangles to him. (1) 

6 liOGl| ^ipd£lcu < 9 *Ato 

H cm a (u rrcC*, (SucngGai fT0li 

O rfl ^ [f| tu lOGUltl 10 IT(—4) 

^^,/LAsrrefXU 

6Uffl &(]*&[<S tfiCTUA lOGHip 

(05)5)5 1 ^EL 1 £>(*> 

\a I gi i (OjGii,,/y i (. i '■& m 

CTCT? ACT* GUCT'GltUuJ- 

Tirukkannapuram has mountain¬ 
like jewelled mansions that touch 
the sky overcast with dark laden 
clouds and the smoke oi Agil-wood. 
Here resides the lord who slept on a 
striped serpent; he also smote an 
angry rutted elephant and plucked 
°ut its tusk. Alas, I have lost my 
beautiful golden bangles to him. (2) 


gjjrbJA LDU LDCTjfl lO fTi__ (lpAL_iq,€3T 

(A^GTiA CufTlD 
U)fT (lp<£)GU AlGJsflA^LD 
£‘ A CTJT CTjI |_| 0 A jEi. £>_ CT> £TJ u_J LG 

CDU^J ACTZ7 LDfTCU 6^cni_ UCT^ LL^P 

GAfTGTT €fi105>gu S2_Afb5, 
Qdrfi LDncvi ^UHDrrgpjA^ -J- , ± ' - 

cttgjt gi_i gp> gtcGlu . 

Tirukkannapuram has tall jewelled 
mansions that rise high and pierce the 
sky with their tridents, teasing the moon 
and the dark clouds. Here resides the 
lord who subdued seven bulls and rid 
the moon of its curse, joyously. He is 
the adorable red eyed Senkanmal. 
Alas, I have lost my beautiful golden 
bangles to him. (3) 

AGTO1 lD(fh6U LDiiSIgu AClJ A«, Ouruj^GU 
{£*,y) Ci «£)0 lOnjiePcir 
£)crr iD(r*)<TL| actt LO^Gtr 

^5^»)«>ACRrTcmL.|fjA^i ;a_cr>ipiju|ii>, 

ID CT*TT G# fTCtl 6 41 

Curruj 2_gCci.ifT0ib, 

u|CT3in ij5)0) nhu-tb5,fTrp(A) < @ijVbC<2>fr - 

fTWT QuHiUT Gil( mD• 

Tirukkannapuram is surrounded by 
strong walls, wide streets and fragrant 
groves with peacocks in flocks 
dancing everywhere. Here resides the 
lord who was tethered to a mortar 
by the fragrant coiffured Dame 
Ytisoda; he then toddled between 
the Marudu trees and destroyed 
them. Alas, I have lost my beautiful 
golden bangles to him. (4) 

CU.LJ ClAftipiGuACTT 
Ai 6"t ^*-|! «5>5l' LD C‘V> 0 *JU GTT fT A LD 

* I (ff,''' A tA/inCTS’ I J *1 6* fa B (m^) u.) lTI , 

AHuj cr(^lA4hJ G*»**iy s?_CT>cniT,g]i 
\f AuSln 2_<tf5u_ 

GliOU' fiivJ'iv <rfh £^iprhGg>CTT 

CTCT! Glilfl GliCiDtrnGlL'. 
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Tirukkannapuram is thronged by 
Vedic seers who chant the Mantras, 
feed the fires and keep the Vedas alive. 
Here resides the lord who cringed in 
fear on seeing his mother’s rod and 
wiped his curd-smeared tell-tale 
mouth. Alas, I have lost my beautiful 
golden bangles to him. ( 5 ) 


IDLSU CT0&2, 0^02, gjrTGmp 

crrcucunub cucTTn ucDcntii 
^lucu CT02)gjj al_it ^cniDA^th 

&(2>** < * ,rci ’ l M9{b$J a-cnrDiLjtA, 
^ Uffu ^rjcreflujcDar 

(ipa«WT ^L^UJ £_<£lrjrTCU 

®_LCVJ 

CT63T CpDCrf) CljCnCTTCuj, 

Tirukkannapuram has fields hedged 
with screwpine which bursts into 
flowers, and red corals grow with 
branches spreading light everywhere 
Here resides the lord who pierced 
Hiranya s might chest with sharp 
claws. Alas, I have lost my beautiful 
golden bangles to him. ( 6 ) 


> t(. l tDCXjfru | ,CTIC<nC 3 T ojlfl J^ipcv, 

<!*«|fl 

* ^ccmjAch C)i ijpy £\t)CQ\ib 

CTGWT CT(l£ 

ff cu<5)nb f Qu 0 cflAthmb, 
c_cnn 0 O-tAtipn*, Clu^tong^gjpy^ 


Tirukkannapuram has dense 
humming flower-laden Punnai - 
which cast shade and light over 

waters on which the floating pearl 
bud j gathered by waves. } 
resides the lord who swallowed 
eight Quarters, the twin orbs, i he 

y an all else, then brings then 

a giiin. Alas, I have lost my beat 
golden bangles to him. 


0<5>fTrbj(A) idcSI A(2>nij (£jc»jcncn ACJ3T 

O&CTST ALUrbJ AiTT 

0<3rbJ ALDCU (LpAli> CU <Tg> <£J lb 

iff ^n*i A ACtTJTCtfijT lj rj A £_ tfi 0 U| LD, 

cd r*u aldoSI 5,i_fbJ Ai_gyjcrr cDifl ^igcfilcjT 

<£<CnaTf£) gjJuSlaTJD 
QtffbJ AIDCUJJ>rTu|jpJ A(A> ^IpfhC^CTT - CTGJT 
Cl0l£l CdC3TCTtCu.J. 

Tirukkannapuram has clear lakes in 
which the fragrant blue water lily 
likens the eyes and red lotus likens the 
face of the lord. He is the lord who 
reclines in the deep ocean on a freckled 
serpent, with a red lotus growing from 
his navel. Alas, I have lost my beautiful 
golden bangles to him. ( 8 ) 

curcn @cnr£) ClAn^onA 

ljQ ncyjrpj C<2)rr ctt, ldi_lj uftcncD 
'< CDong LDUfTcjjcjr 

^(^AAClf3TOmL| IJ&tQ} 

Cugncncan, ^uSlgib Guft ^uSlij gditu-J 

c^MJCVi ^ cm cwn C id cu 
Curjncnn Qu^rr^A^ 

OuLLI CDCiDCTlCuJ. 

The well corsetted tender-breasted 
Bamboo-like-arms-lady-of-the-loius 
Lakshmi, resides on the mountain-like 
chest of the lord in Tirukkannapuram- 
He is the lord with a thousand names, 
reclining on a serpent of a thousand 
hoods. Alas, I have lost my beautiful 

golden bangles to him. (9) 

r >Q> io^cm OufrtpcD M «m_ ^ 

<ff(n^AACffyronnL^g^gjj o. cnmiuib 
<nini DCT r^«n ^ 

CDOT fb^ 1 6371 

an ' n( "> AM. ** 8 *^ • * 

inncJP^ 1 

»*" &'«>«» un, *fl«r.‘cr ^u, 

dsdra’CTjrt'tCcD • 

1 l»is garland of sweet Tamil song* 
by adorable Kalikanri, King of the 
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fertile fields-surrounded Timvali, sings 
of the bridegroom of Tirukkannapuram 
surrounded by nectar-dripping 
groves. Those who master it will be 
freed of Karmas. (10) 

8.4 On Tirukkannapuram (4) 

Vinnavar \ Kcdaragoula \ Triputa 

(The girl addresses the dragon fly 
beseeching it to go to her lord and tell 
him of her love) 

efil«j3TC3Tr«jn - 0 u (i* ifl ffrir, 

nnsu cart, 

iDcatnCTncun cicucunifl cu<rrnnii^ib idc\S 1 i_|Ajp G^rr 
crib Clu(Hj ld n cjt 

(tp iaCtf)Cu 

cuOTyiiWJT rjj^Jfb cp(Ttij cujbgjj acigjmu - 

CAfTffJ gj]LDl5 1 

O Dragon-fly! Go now to my lord of 
Tirukkannapuram, — he is the lord 
of the celestials, he bears Sri on his 
chest, he is worshipped by the whole 
world, — come back and blow over me 
the fragrance of his Tulasi wreath.(l) 

Ceng, (tpgjCUCUCjr , cfilGTT(2) L_Jrfl JF*flC\J63T, 
urrgjLD urifffilu ucu^ib LicrcflibjS&j 6jg>^, 

<9» nrftcarrcn iu Cl 0 lu u_| id ^c53Tcnni_j rjgjgj) <mo 
Q u ^r>) ld rrffjr 

angjj jT)|r)ji>, jgjjLpmij 2G*g,mij - 

C^ncii 1 

O Dragon-fly! Go now to my lord of 
Tirukkannapuram, — he is the first- 
cause lord of the Vedas, he wears the 
Vcdic thread, the world praises his feet, 
offering worship, filled with love, — 
come back and blow over me the pollen 
from his Tulasi wreath. (2) 

‘S'filwjm incur? cicucurnb fiscal, ClLjfpj^Q? 

(ipgcvjGu<«n , ( j^iorin'0»GTi crcucuri^ib 
ciirtu^ib & gszj 6 sxu jngjgi b 
Clu(fF)ifln(riT 
g mi* fti<b£u - 

CflifTCU gjJLDlS 1 


O Dragon-fly! What do you get from 
hovering over blossoming flowers! 
Go to my lord of Tirukkannapuram, 
— he is the lord of the Universe, 
worshipped by .ill the celestials, — come 
back and blow over me the fragrance 
of his Tulasi wreath. (3) 

fS<T ifloSl^CTTn^gij 6p)(T if) C31 ^UJ , 

^cmni^iib 

<^*n iDC\Sl^lc3T0)gii c^(t ,^<£1, 

ih fT(T IDoSl GL1 (JUST C3.JT C2T? £h W*31feooi l]C^U) 

Q L> 0 U> fT«3T 

g,fTi7 idoSI g>cj3T gjji^mli g>nip(bgiJ. ssngnuj 
Cs>ncD g)]lbi5 f 

O Dragon-fly! Go now to lord of 
Tirukkannapuram, — he is the 
beautiful one who came as a fish in the 
deluge, as a turtle in the sea, and a man- 
lion in the yore, — come back and 
blow over me the fragrance of his 
Tulasi wreath. (4) 

G7TT <2^17 inCVfT CTCUCUniD CTC3T Qu{QJ$? 

urriT ^ri 22_cv0>ib uOCulj Clu^rcij g>t_«yj«n 
^rrrr^cjnLD crib Qu^ion'im 

gjfTrr ^ri (T>g}i!h ^jupn'uj 

G^rrcu gjjibiS ! 

O Dragon-fly! What use hovering 
over all beautiful flowers? Go now to 
my lord of Tirukkannapuram, — he 
came as a huge turtle in the deep 
ocean that girdles the Earth, —then 
come back and blow over me the 
fragrance of his Tulasi wreath. (5) 

LDirncfilcu /£!(/T)CuGrT, OJCucff? cr^fti 

fli i9j fj <9j £31 . 

■ incjirru iSlcnj5£) urriodn, ii fT(CT)G<9rr.$l , 
^niflcu <£]<?. ip a.nujfr cucTaiGifinfeji a^Iit 

iq G lO Ok) 

gjiriflcu rr^rryiip turogniL - 

C<3>ncv gjiOJL 1 ? 1 
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O Dragon-fly! He bears Sri on his 
chest, and a radiant discus on his right 
hand. He is the great one who lifted 
the Earth. He has a radiant form, and 
the dark hue of the Kaya flower, — 
come back and blow over me the 
fragrance of his Tulasi wreath. ( 6 ) 

cuniccarrGFT, LDir^ffucST, 

S> nfT incjig)] ^tu ^numicucfT, 

AfTlfiCTT foGGl Os GS3TQJ3Ti_jrj£, 

O U (Rj ID fTSirT 

3>nu) IbgJJlb gjjipfnu ssm&n lU - 

Cftfrcu gjji b3 ! 

O Dragon-fly! Go now to my lord of 
Tirukkannapuram, — he is the 
manikin, he is Kalki, Madhusudana, 
Madhava, and the anointed king 
Rama, son of Dasaratha. He has a 
broad chest, he is verily the love-god 
Kama’s father, — come back and blow 
over me the fragrance of his Tulasi 
wreath. ( 7 ) 

£cu iDCorrAcn QfrQ $>rt cmucu 
<grroj iflcuir cicycumi) amen <&ijA, 0 ,h 

5 ,fT<wC3T, 6>cnr<JPtjO0,Jbi CTih Qu ld n err 
a>£\rr (ipi^Giocu 
C<?>fTCv> fF)fr^jj, asn^auj- 

G«,ncu ! 

O Dragon-fly! Do not hover over the 
blue water lilies and the profuse flowers 
growing by it in the lakes. Go now to 
Tirukkannapuram, — he is the 

destroyer of mighty Rakshasas, — 
come back and blow over me the 
fragrance of his Tulasi wreath. (8) 

rTjfjj&GJT 10£C*>Cv, fQc U Ojfh>cna, frexj 

gjj an catn cii cn, 

h •(RjlDHOTT, 

sJLyjtfb a»toip sufi^OTiu^ /ipi^Ginoj 

Ofhnfb&l Ib&lib SW™' ' U,c * pfT i ) ' ^,*TTU| 


O Dragon-fly! He is the son of 
Nandagopala and sweet companion to 
Nappinnai, he is the lord of gods, he is 
the beginning of the end, he has the 
hue of the fragrant Kaya flower, — 
come back and blow over me the 
fragrance of his Tulasi wreath. (9) 

cyanrQ C$ nancy cmiicu 

«fjcvj 

ftcartL, S’n Qajgjrrrf)!,?, AcSlujen mnenaj 

G <9> rT CT3T L. CO J§)fT| aiCWTOTJTtfjfT 

a ctjt cjrjt L j rj ^ gj n an cy 2 ? 

G5,(TC33Ti_CijfTL0 UfTl _ jPcnatj,^ a^n^rTLU- 

Cftncli ^ni)t5 ■ 

O Dragon-fly! The victorious Kaliyan» 
king of the bee-humming fertile groves- 
and-fields Vayalali has sung this garland 
of sweet Tamil songs for the eloud-hued 
lord of Tirukkannapuram. That we 
devotees may sing it, grace us with the 
fragrance of his Tulasi wreath. ( 10 ) 

8.5 On Tirukkannapuram (5) 

Tandaikal \ Ahirbhairavi | Adi 

(This is a soliloquy of tbe gtrl who has 
spent a sleepless night i thinking of her 
paramour.) 

ft *®n & A,T ®^ cyfb&j 

Cg.nanrftlu 1 

CftnwTfl)* ,9* r 

4>«r>2) CunruSIfT)^; u 

< ^ U SKD <2mcttgij gv^^GgjOntsiT, 
^Jbj^An^cucjn g>_. iq, . 

^•bgjiDn^g,^ cijibfrj 

% forlorn heart ha s gone with the 
ord who took birth to loosen the 
shackles on his father’s feet. While I 
Wa * 1 for the time of his grace, the blessed 
Moon, sentinel of the night, sends his 
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sweet cool rays to scorch me and the 
soft breeze gently blows over my risen 
breasts torturing me incessantly. (1) 

‘onrfl ( Lons, cucncncYJCTn(i)(5) ^encnujcucjT 

cucmrj qcnq (TJTG^lcui 

ffifTiflcji u9c0 CutTuSlcTJ Clfb^<^( 5 PLD 

5 ?^ g>!<^G « 7 ^nCcnncrr; 
£d(f*,iD £,u«S/lfblDi; gJuSlcrr^^; 

6rfl lJJ GJJt3T G&SiLDL) ,@111^(0)0) 

^2)0m GunuSlrbQJJI jPwvWfc^Q^i) LD©rifr)i|>2]C3T; 
GlaujGDgy f^CTTnrjJ ^'iSlCiuCciT 1 

Desiring the Tulasi garland on his 
broad auspicious chest, — he is the 
younger brother of the occan’s-conch- 
hued-Balarama, —my heart went to 
him and never returned. I have no 
company. The town sleeps, the world 
too sleeps, alas! The Sun has lost himself 
in the sky; his chariot is missing. 
The Quarters have disappeared. Alas, 
1 know not what to do! (2) 

•SHjUjctt iDnujCm , i orb try (frcai cm&ijSlcu 

<*o CD cm {y, {grt-j t_D t i§cbcu(T; 

GuuSIctt £>_u 51 IT <ri f^TTlq 01 LD (_SlCTTt/iDCTT fplb 

Glucrn i>_ uSIAa^ ^n^i^Ginfr? 
gifluj ion dR., ghJcncjar ^oOcrnGu; 

can«3 ut (ipcmcu CGU<£lc3T<Dg,rt©j > 

&-orTCTT(ipii); 
cTcnurtn ^gtjguGuj ! 

Other than Krishna’s cruelty, nothing 
sc ^ys on my hands, not my bangles. 
Oan the fellow who drank the ogress 
bfe have any compassion tor us dames 
lives? The rays ot the full Moon scorch 
Alas, with none to help, my twin 
feasts arc sizzling. My heart breaks 
° r the cowherd’s flute. No one to say, 
^car not”, alas! P) 

a 

Glcuih < 

ifiG3T<sjTn CUj(nyf> Ci_#infl€u 
Qcftld&T £fhjAU) cij it«1j •a * <^jt* 

GTUD^gll lO 

* ^O.orr; ijiriSl n, a» 


<2jujfbj0 Qcucnn ^Icucmcu gycrar 

ucafl ct^iio 

5 ,ipcu (tp«9»<bgji, ,@eiT (ipcmeuGiDGu 
^ujnki^ii Lorr 03 ,ih (fitcu nil <£l cu, ctcst 

<5W><=fl cm uj 

CTC3TA{^J CTC3TU GuflJCunClD. 

The prince who placed his white conch 
to bis lips and sounded it in the war 
against great elephant-riding warriors, 
making their wounded heads reel, does 
not come, alas! If only the white froth 
of the ocean picking the hot vapours 
and blowing over my breasts stops 
doing so, I may live. (4) 

C7|L§ ld rr lGtlO cticttlji— t dflcmcu Gucmon^gy 

^cvjfbjcnACmuj iDCuf^j^cfil^g, 

»ntji ^(fTjCrfluj <^ 1 (^) 0 onn ^1 id 

ljagu crcufincu ; 

G^,nij)l! n^mb g^ 7 Gffiijgjjib ? gjicmoam 

C @cu cm cvj: 

«3.t_n u0 

< ^pAlcj T rr» ^0 gu^} epn 

cufbgxl ^er>i-^loinnriC«a ! 

The discus wielder pierced seven trees 
and razed Lanka; this is the grace that 
he has showered on us, Sister! The day 
draws to a close, alas, what can we do? 
We have no help. The Sun is sinking 
into the sea, a deadly eventide comes 
to kill our flickering souls, alas! (5) 

^iprflu_|ih $cmn (tp^y 0>ujib , 

(tpipfbi(^j cSHLpcvj oTifl ^ibi^tfyr 
ojiitlQ^noh G<smb <41 emeu cucmcnGfi) thg, 

gmtoriK«9ipsiti> 

gluIj^cugst; ClaiijC^xiai ? 

crrll iqtbCloiiLD A<£ln gyuSloaT 03^,1; uj rT efil G li 16CT 
^icnoarai gyuSloun; 

fl.iflu ;Rfuf(cm5, r.rtiftvftJ* Qurtluitar 
.9,ipigih ^^GutGoaT 1 

The white troihing ocean is on tire, 

1 he prince who shot tire arrows from 
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his beautiful bow has not come, alas! 
What shall I do? The bright Sun has 
gone to sleep. My beautiful large eyes 
do not go to sleep. I know not how to 
pass the longer-than-an-era night.(6) 

inrTAAi_eu , 

^cviriien^hujrr 

C<5ifTGTIgjJ GUCnrj .. ‘ (i; 

Locvjnud^j Qsuld ous&Qi ayib cnh 

GIJfTfjfTC37nGVJ j 

(@cvjfbi(5) Qajib &£\rr ^cn u>$ 

6fi)cni_ iD&afl ^QlD ; .^HjOTT 
cSlcuflil&gVJ CciJuSlGJTgj g)GD0lL|lD ^LU , 
cfiltfyiOfTSljgjj ^ (^ICluCgTT ! 

My lord who churned the mighty 
ocean, bound it and rained fire arrows 
on the mighty Rakshasa king’s 
writhing chest, does not come, alas! 
The cool rays of the tender Moon, the 
sound of black bull bells, the strains 
of the cowherd’s flute, they have all 
joined hands to kill me. I know not 
what will happen next! (7) 

(Lp(J§g>] eyjGjjiuALb (ipcnjjf) Gal_ 

ID CD ® 0) 6^1 ub , 

Qpesfl cli gy ld ctuj^I, 

ID (Lp <j£ 1 CTT rTGVJ iDSjTCJTfT ^IT S.IlQlT G*j cij efil UJ 
fiDiDjjgjgUU) GurMjrTdTrrcu ; 

G£0r£i<£)uj 

C u gfm- 6«n tu 

A* Denro C^naSlg, 

£(lgG^lL fbOT ,@(f(pCTI 2,63flc5UDll9cjT -^iqingl £p>" 

Cl<9 5 fT0 ^rfjlCujCfiiST ! 

When the whole world was bereft of 
Dharma and the ascetic father was angry, 
my prince destroyed mighty kings 
with his battleaxe; he does not come now, 
alas! In the darkness of the night, the 
female swan shelters itself from the 
dropping dew by snuggling under the 
male swan’s wings. Nothing can be 
more cruel than this solitude of mine. (8) 


0,GJ1lbQ<!7lU LDfT LO^CTT ftGSTlLirj^^GuClGTTn^lb 
AGTTdjlGsflGU 

incjniCl^uj ^otuld Cur^gj 2 _ctt qA, , <TfcT3i 

O.I6DCTT Gfc& <§,’025^5,^^, 

^JlonhQailj mneu g61g^l.« 9 locjrafl cnen 

<^CTTr$6>Slc3T ^ifl (^QGU uncfilCiuC^ 

r 5^cfi)fir>ui 

The heart’s delight that the lord of 
strong-high-walled Tirukkannapuram 
gave me in my dream haunts me; making 
my bangles slip. The sound of the 
angry big bull’s neck-bell scatters mv 
thoughts. The lazy Anril bird’s harsh 
coo kills my sinful selPs soul, O, alas! (9) 

gv rrrr Cl & hctt Gldgjt ( ipcy>co idl_ fTjGfitfjiu n 

gjL_f^J <5)l_Gv) 

ffU6OTTbJO (5>fTCTT f£i UJ Qh I , 

ncu, c5HCUO gcuLDtSluj L|Cuibuer>evj 
(ip®" Z>—GnqQfiujg ) 

&nh G^ncn 6<fiuiD Gun^lcu id r*jcn &> lu ft 

^nGLicufrirr. 

f5F,oSl A63Tr^l £pJG\Sl GUCUCUfTH 
Cjrr G^rrcn ujit 

ujcdG rjrrQ ld «56i. QcijCg. 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs bv 

monsoon-covered-groves-Mangai 
King Kalikanri recalls the lament of a 
coiffured dame desirous of the ocean- 
hued lord’s feet. Those who master 
it will enter the beautiful Vaikunta 
and live with the celestials. (10) 

8.6 On Tirukkannapuram (6) 

Tondir \ Kurnmi Song 

(The mother sets out with the girl and 
her friends on a pilgrimage to 
Tirukkannapuram, singing songs of 
praise , to relieve the tedium 
ofjourney by foot.) 

Cl^fTGTjrrup'r! £_tuu^ib 6uG(D5> ^gitjiGi cjt; 
£jcnrrlj0,n 

^£1«tot G^nch ^)«ncu ojg^gttuj , 

^f^Gg) ypojflfbg, $0irnnu<2P« 
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6 U6 TOt(^ ^(T LDCUflLDfbjC7^<S> 

cute, & Ato'ji LDt_rLon Crp>fT5,^LD 

GT5Ti nCJT , AOTJT(Jl Cl dfc rTC3TT(Jl 2 _<S>rb 2 > 

«3>Cyyf537TL-|fjLb /£>fTLD Clg>fT(t£gj]GlD. 

Devotees! I know how to rise now; the 
auspicious lord who killed many 

bold 

Rakshasas with his bow and his arrow 
spitting fire in the battlefield 
Has great plans; he with his lotus lady 
Lakshmi and Dame Earth, 
has come to reside with joy and always in 
Kannapuram, O, let us worship!(l) 

Ou.T(ffj(jj£>fT c £jrj<5w'MT Cl<SUO) 

OurrdnTT), L|crr s^irn^ 

C)u(n^b G^fTcn ld nc 6 l qfjcn, 

CufTjbgj <&Q0>0>n Qs,C3t 
^^ fTjj^frn fribcrnf) a_L cyr CtancOTifTJ), 

cn£lcu f^crfluu 

ft^fT^r^j^rrcn <£lencu csnthfr 0 &rrG 37 Ti_ ncirT ai.^rr, 
S 16 TOTCOTTI |QL0 (TjfTlh O^rT^g^GlD. 

In the war with the Rakshasa clans 
he rode mighty Garuda bird, 
Rolled the heads of mighty Mali 
and a host of other terrible ones, 
Entered occan-girdled Lanka— 
city of beauty with a terrible bow, 
Killed the mighty Ravana; now is in 
Kannapuram, O, let us worship! (2) 

GucuoS) ujfTcn Clurr^L-urr,^ , 

iD<£len f£r jgcvjf^jcn^MijnrrCanisn^j 

r^cuojcu QaiugxJ , Clcuih aingj.gjjCTT 

^rr) fD cvj iflr*T) <*i> rrcji, 
cucu ^crt (^cviuijfTt'^Qj ami., 

< 2 >cst CffucndilcaMu^i 

£lenc\jujfTCu anaj^rrGin £>c*n, 

^•GaijTGjraTi jijii nsmn Q^n^^jCiD. 

For the sake of the creeper-like tender- 
waist ed Lady Sit amma, 
He did wield a bow and burn the 
city of Lanka with arrow to dust. 


He did stand guard over Sage’s 

Viswamitra sacrifice! 
He destroyed Rakshasi Tataka;— 
Kannapuram, O, let us worship! (3) 

LDCVJCTiCVJ (ipj£,(§n ^gjITLJL- 

curfl Cl cmi) 1 .Ict>cu <9>ncu cuGncrTdjl&gjj 
Cl &> n cvj cr >cvj c\jr^j {&) ucrofl Cl <9 lu llj , 

Cl AfTtq.CujfTG3T (g>GV >PJGS)&> Lj<3>GV> S»_pDnr^j , 

Cl^ncuencu mgr^jftGTT i_j<9>u CIuuj^j 

gjlGucncu rf,1i£lrrnbg)l CUJTOTT «£<*aiJJeu, 
(5,CU Cu I7CU 5»t_CJ1CVJ ^ GTJ L_ 0)#) riGST 2^(1, 
5>cr3ic33Tqgii Cl^fr^Lg^jiCiD. 

Parting mighty ocean with arrow's 
shot from his bow that spat hell-fire, 
He made the monkey clan build 

bridge on ocean to cross into 
Lanka straight. 

Throwing mighty logs into ocean 

raising a splash of water high, 
Then with stones he made the bridge, 

now-' 

Kannapuram, O, let us worship! (4) 

<^«r>U3 5^tf! ,«£(C3TC3Tlh ^,<£1, 

<£ijbi>a«Tn a,id 
c^imb .^<£1, <^<£1 

2_gvj 0 pjbg) QfbQ 1 ^ 

GtfLO iD^lcn (g,ijp ^cu<*mar*d./i. Gaitcst 

£lg^Lpib, ^fj(Lpui, <^pc^n 

AfTixxb uuj<b<3)ntfjn <5>0g»iib esirr, 
<5>cyjTOTrri_|f7ii) r^n-ii) Cl^jrriLggijGiD. 

O Heart! The lord wdio came in the 
yore as a turtle, a man-lion, and a swan, 
is the lord of the Vedic fire sacrifice 
and the four Yugas; he crossed over into 
the ocean-girdled Lanka city and cut 
asunder the heads and arms of 
the mighty Rakshasa king; he is the 
father of Mad ana, and resident of 
Kannapuram. Come let us worship. (5) 
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LOl_ Cljb^Gj ! 

£>LD Gfi1c7)6<yT<3i€TT QjrTfJfTj (ipC3T, 
$0£>g> rt ClgjQT ^suricDft 

Q^fTj £ 2!_G75TC3*uT, ^CU|>>$) fJjfTCTT 

Ou0<bG:?>rTcn surTGraifT^ ,^06n qifljjgjl 
iSlccfTc^GCT LDcjaTrrcndjT <^<£1 ^ipc^r 
aenrr, 

dK^T«^u|ijijb r^jirtb Q^iruDftiCiD. 

Despair not, O Frail Heart, no 

Karmic harm can come over us. 
Then in the yore he burnt Lanka city 

with 

fire arrows from his mighty bow. 

He showed his grace upon Bana, 
married the good dame Nappinnai. 

He smote the elephant, bare fist, lives in 
Kannapuram, O, let us worship! (6) 

^cncu^yT mcunu OurriucinftGurTui 

(ipgjancugjGTTOTTnGu ,^i_nuL|ciiJi(»j 
Qftrrencu <^n Csmpih fbQft^ a_ir)n}jft 
(fijODCuuj, t$4£>gy&(0) <^l0Gn 
^GDcu^jrr ^cufbj^aj 

^CDCnGujfTfh^<£*(]Cr 4 iipar 
ft &ncu inn<5 ^Gyic\jujnco ctuj (jficrr asnn, 
*c35Trr53Ti_|ijii> Qg,ir^^Cin. 

The devotee elephant king Gajendra 
entered the lotus lake unaware. Caught 
by a crocodile he wept and was saved 
by the lord's grace. He gave the kingdom 
of Lanka to the younger brother 
Vibhishana. He resides in Kannapuram. 


Putana, the angry' Kesin, the donkey , 
the seven bulls, the rutted elephant, 
and the wrestlers, and kicked a cart to 
smithers, resides in Kannapuram- 
Let us worship him there. 

(£)6OTfT)f7CU IDITlfl _> 0 * ■’ 

O&iTiq. 6 ]rr ^cnL.iurrcir Qun^Ki_L_«^f 
GVlCTT^nGTT 60C51L GjLp ^CST^ *$>& 

cunGc^mn Qu0innciT id n inaujGiJT 
QadntQnGsr gjrg>i «^tu, 

i ‘ ftnev flauib ilsuTii 
ft SffJJi itgCj d? ctt naj * n lu 2SS"i 

ftCOTTC53U_|rjib jfcirj) Q^jfTr^^yGiO- 

The lord of gods, the wonder lord 
who stopped the rains with a mount 
and destroyed seven bulls for the 
slender-waisted Nappinnai, who 
went as a messenger for the kings, 
who smote a cart with his foot, who 
threw a calf against a wood-appl e 
tree, — resides in Kannapuram- 
Let us offer worship. (^) 


O Come, let us worship. 


(7) 


iDnco^iu, llghCid! ^(^j) gjiuj-flcij 
cuc51 

ftneu^ft io0gjib ftrmj f cv 
ft|i§<£jib fh{t> * *. 

iDnct- ^.n snfi^rtL u.|ib, id#, ftfflujiL, 
mcusurr iL_i$fryb tDi4c{j!ftgji, 
ftfrcunci) <5fti «L urTiUfb.ftnQT sasin, 
ftw)5ii.iioii jgj> f^nib 

O Frail Heart! Do not fall into deep 
despair. The lord who uprooted the 
strong Marudu trees, killed the ogress 


ft0uj" (ip<£lcu G^jfTuj QrF,0 Lnrri_ft 
ft€!WT6TraTqaft)g» enh 

£l0i£>r iDftCTTn«o ^06TTLDfrrf), 

SU - TT - fT ' ?fr ' 

Uj0gi_( ^irruujcu tT.ftft 

iDfbJCDft Ggu&^S&T G$Q u) «.'WCi.' |TiT 
@01*" i£lcu2>giJft(ft) atfjft 

@jcr>LoCujnTT ^;6TnT)0,£i cumpeu^ 

This garland of poems by generous 
Alinandan Kalikanri, king of fortune- 
favoured Mangai tract, extols the 

lord of cloud-touching-mansions 

surrounded Kannapuram. Those wh° 
master it will live as kings on Earth* 
and be praised by gods. 


ufiG 1 ?* 
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8.7 On Tirukkannapuram (7) 

Viyamudai \ Kedaragoxvla | Adi 

(They arrive at Tirttkkannapuram arid 
marvel at the idyllic beauty oj the place; 
the sivans learn their graceful walk 
from the maidens there!) 

cSlujtb£i_<5nt_ cS!G5pi~ gjcnib to* 

iD&CtT 

£|.. 6ll6X>!J Mh a_OTl_LU6Un 

,‘bujLD &_ctu (3ct>!_ 

foGni— uiSev 

vuu i£lcr>i. <jll> -^u^ctt £,ld ^i—Cld. 

The lord who destroyed seven bulls 
and embraced the mountain-1 ike 
breasts of the cowherd-da me 
Nappinnai resides in Kannapuram 
where swans in lakes learn the art of 
graceful gait from young dames. (1) 

&'<n»CT7i u>g 61 iO0g>t <£)£>, a0$Carn(5 

gucn,am ^ipciTiojui cusi 1 lt; enn lc iB(&> 

iXicmajoSl <^lLpfffiK7l<j3Tfr(^ ^laiuCiHT ^cncfiluj 
ACJraTqQli) ^L-GlD. 

The lord who uprooted the twin Marudu 
trees and fought seven bulls for the 
joy of union with corsetted Nappinnai 
resides in Kannapuram which is 
teaming with love-filled devotees 
during auspicious festival days. (2) 

Mujcvj &_n^j cijca'm iDtfnipOun^^a. ld craft rfjle'nfJ 
a_jT), <s^iG7nrr \Or^ Clj^ujcvn 

(yjiijCb i61(mcrr (ipijjGu &}cn. *®^ cirr 

c^il&ncr 1 gijujCu 

rf/aart^inb ^ lft - 

The lord who lifted a mountain and 
protected the swooning cows against a 
hailstorm resides in Kannapuram 
a nud hills where the harvesters sickle 


brings out rabbits from their burrows 
and fertile fields where Kayal-fish 
dance enchanted. (3) 

',7 £ cu n 2 >.fcr> a Cl 3 jj j S; era cn in <ai n cn <m 

Cl QjO 5OTTUJ 

>2u rr £q} Cl D iu<T]j LD(fl llj - jjjdj 

cfilcTkfl LO£un 

C&TT^llU iTJgjI&IJli 0GU<?S1 uj LDQJll LO^GTJ 
ftfr^ffuCl^uj asrarqijih -^uj-fhdT - ^ld 

j^uCto. 

The perfect, pure lord who was abused 
and laughed at for stealing butter 
resides in Kannapuram where the lady 
of the bee-humming lotus resides 
lovingly with him. (4) 

Gg,(TCT31l_(^lb ^^0003 (lpuflGU0lO 

Cl&n^gj] ernp, 

^OTTL-Clinfr^ ^cniTjgjQiri; 

^MLOrr Clfliugji 

cfil OTTL- 6U n lJL -i ID^lcrt IVCVJf b)CIF>&> (ipGST, 

Ctrfl (TTipa 

surf *CT3TLj[IUD -^Lq&cn - 

The lord who waged a war and razed 
the fortressed city of Lanka, and who 
measured the Earth and sky in two 
strides resides in Kannapuram where 
devotees, celestials and bands flock for 
worship and elevation ol spirit. (5) 

iDu^Gl) ^UJG\J Lji^L. 2£—ca'i 1 U JGUwTT 0>: 

iO€<nLp ^ip^lou 

3,^gS^UJ ft lft0€fluj 

G<5jfT^Lg(?61uj toGun urncDSD l 

<£*.114 p, U ) ^ 

The lord who wieled an ae and has 
a cloud hue resides permanantly 
with the lady Sri in Kannapuram, 
where lotus blossoms everywhere 
are thronged by bees that sing in 
beautiful Pan ns. 
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uffl$Qujn0 uafl cucnrj, 

tQ clmL , 

cnfl ^lCllLirT0 GTOT ^CST ^UJCUd' OTTITj 

Cl o C u cfi) cn n 

a.^fTj^iCluj fT Q t-DCDfT} (ipC3">(T) CWrrg^jib 

^ i^tuGufi 

A^^luu AARntj IJlD -^l^ftCTT - 5,UJ gJl-C'-fl- 

The lord who is the maker and 
monitor of the Sun, the Moon, the 
mountains, the Quarters, the Earth 
and fire, resides in Kannapuram 
where devotees throng to chant and 
recite the Vedas and Upanishads 
properly. (7) 

uiq L_|CVJ(^ii> ucun Cl^f^ig, 

ujcvjrr <st>gu(<9) 

Clafficv i-| gvj(^) 5j|_ cuanfj ^Acuib 

«? gaiL-ID oj n 


iboS) M*ij> *C53TL|aii) a_«r»i_ui cnh gn***^^ 

GUcSl Qft|l§ ID^CTT ^lUCO CUUJffU ^<5^ 

0>©Slujcyi ^jlEIud Sjcarcn cbl^Lpifliu 

Os*"© 

«£>«$ OarT^jib ^i^ujgijit e_npj gjLu" 

These Tamil songs by Kaliyan, king oi 

stone-walls-and-fertile-ficlds 

surrounded Mangai tract, extol the 
celebrated lord of Kannapuram* 

Devotees who can sing it tuneful!) 
will have no karmic sin. (^) 

8.8 On Tirukkannapuram (8) 

Vatior | Kalyani | Adi 

(The girl is blest with a vision of the 
lord in his ten Avataras) 


(ipi4 L-| 6 U( 5 ) CljbQ euuJCy uct>l_ Clacvj ^14 oicuit 
<9114 t_(Cvi( 5 ) ACraTnQib -^iq-Sicn - 5,1x1 ^l_Cid. 

The lord who measured the Earth 
with his feet and who bears the lotus- 
dame Lakshmi on his mountain-like 
chest resides in Kannapuram where 
ploughed fertile fields made ready 
for transplantation carry the fragrance 
of lotus blossoms. (8) 

mcuriiiilcna iflcvjn ma.ctr, i_]«nmfluj 
f9cuiD«.cn G1C3T ^cn, tDff>cifl<ra,cn ^'cuClrjn^LD 
CjcviLDgu ucyn_uqcriL_ lDcs^I cucrarn ■ *• •* 

^cr>cu«> 

^... 1 ^.,-^. «,cj3T,_ir7'i> £>ub £j}t_CtD. 

The lord of gem - hue who wields a 
discus in Prayoga-mudra and stands 
with the lotus-dame Lakshmi and 
Earth Dame standing by him on 
either side, resides in Kannapuram 
where boats carrying riches crowd 
the shore at all times. (9) 


cunCcjTnn <^cttgv|ld (ipgil 

eucnnnbg, a.ncutb cucSl " 

lBc 3T fffil LurPig,! 2 — lij LL) A 

Cl<5,ncnjTu 5,«nn ajtuxicaijjs, 1 

^crrfT a_(f^efilcu ^ujen 

^cucncai ^iib uorr cfilcncn cmugyJ ** 1 
<hn«?fT <3)^(1 urn^cn £hCtf3TCif3Ti Wfbity ~ 

^ 14 CluGJi Cl<9>nt>o^r (*1 _ G 6* 51 

In the days of yore when the ocean rose 
sky-high and flooded the land, the lor 
came as a huge fish and gave deliverance 
to the world. He is the cool lotus-eye 
invincible cov/herd-lad Krishna. I kno' v 
he is in Kannapuram, surrounded by 
fertile fields and thick forests. (1) 

efil cvj f»jiClib(^ Cl gtj cru.Tr lT) 

LCirQ]^, efti gtjctiD rv>L-© r 

£}fejibi(d) Gan^l 

crujgjjLb ^cncrq epn *^, UJ ’ 

crfil g\j r^i fh C\j 5,1 5.1 (j^icr* 

Acur^iajCv, (ipj^rgrra, tf,653icmi ittgagil ’ 

& uqGujcsrr Cl^ncwsiCi G ■ 
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The ocean turned, the sea creatures 
jumped, when the lord planted the 
Mandara mount and churned for 
ambrosia; to hold the mount Irom 
sinking or rolling, he came as a wonder- 
turtle and bore it on his back. I know 
he is in Kannapuram, situated by the 
lashing ocean. (-) 

unn ^rr ^|^Tro_|cb Qpg>) (ipjb£<* 

urrjfcfl) #>fTcuib, ojcncfT lo^OlSIqj 
^6700 

it ^rjcO *>0:£b 

000 LjrTUJ > 

ftaii ^rr i_|jr)G&ii) TGTOTMfJi&giJ - 

iq(j 11JG2TT 

Once when the waters rose and 
submerged the Earth, the lord came as 
a wonder boar with curved tusk teeth, 
and with the strength to lift the Earth. 
I know he is in Kannapuram, with 
rainfed lakes where sharp-beaked 
^*ater birds pounce upon Aral fish, 
w hich disperse helter-skelter. (3) 

G^crrrijg] uorT«afli_{ipii) 

fi_.i GPrTujg, Cg,rTC3r(T} , 

cfilGnGTTfTogi ^nj<T)lb ClcUgiJLDLJ 

CciJ rf)C/T) IT6TI l£» ClcilLD -SlD^jgjjU 

CLI fa»f)GTTIJfTtfV kiSTI I 

Cit.ii'rTjiTj (oi^f^QiTjfr) (^anevj 

Sigttld G^uj i_j©gS1c\j ACiaifeooii - 

c^iiqCiuOTi *«nn(^G*rrt^nCi. Ccsri . 

The lord then appeared as a terrible 
^an-and-lion-in-one, whose wrath 
ev en the gods feared. He took the 
cruel Hiranya and tore into his 
chest with sharp curved nails. 1 know 
^ is in Kannapuram, surrounded 
hy fertile paddy fields. (4) 


Qg>rnt£ y - Gui^eSlcjl (0^0 GIT £2_(l>jGt| cS^UJ 
C^frcrt'/' , ld fTGu&Sl u rroj 
I^JT tinGlHULD (LP65T Cl*fTGjiJTL_ 

QpGur 2_0G{llG37 ^IlhlDrTOTCTT 
£—$fi <TuLLlSyiGT 1 QufTGIFT ^Cflfinuu, 

£p>0 UHGU (ipoucncvi (LpG^SjCtijnQ ID 
CDGVJ0)ID 0.GR1Cnii " 

cgMiq.Cujcn Qa nearnCt_Cc37. 

Donning the mantle of a venerable 
Vedic student, the eternal lord appeared 
as a manikin and went to Mabali, then 
took the Earth and oceans from him. 
I know he is in Kannapuram, surrounded 
by fertile fields and groves where 
Mullai, Karumugil and Senkalunir 
flowers blossom profusely. (5) 

cwiq. Guruu iD(l§Ccu uotl < 2 ^* 

C®ITOTTff)l r (vpClGXHg)ACTG\J 
uiq Sil* ftcsncrr^ili- 

1 UjrTOT^GJT, ^LX)lDfTCTiOTT 
(g)V4UJfT 61J€73l(^ Q^fTGTTT^ 2i_ 653TS33T, 

GfibffCV) £gVJI£> UiC.® &_(£>.£>>(<9)IX> 
*14 L| 0 cf)fj) *67OTOT3TL-|fT55)gx) ■ 

^iq.Gujcrr *ct3t(^I Gl*nrQ7rGuC<sn. 

The all-powerful lord appeared 
wielding a sharp battleaxe on Earth 
and killed twentyone ruling kings. 
I know he is in Kannapuram, where 
bumble-bees swarm over blue lotus 
flowers that swell with nectar in 
fragrant water tanks. (6) 

CDGUUJli) CtGVjGUfTlb 22__ L 631 GLJ COTTrhJ * , 

6U 633T fbJ * fl iDCSTfiKldTnuj Ji G ff fejl 

Qcmuuj a 0(7)* *14 ^fi\J 

0iq(cl*nGff3i^) . f , Gguid -sin&gd 
G<9LU£, GcuibGuiTP 0Ll)un«DG375 

g,6OTT *rrcarrcu ldgsjti iTjnfr^jib, 
C37AWP-2) GcUoS)* AtfftOUTi - 

^ iq CiLi63T rrccnnGt Gem. 

Our lord appeared as the unbowing 
monarch of all bowing humanity and 
angrily marched over the fortressed 
city of Lanka, putting Lhe Rakshasa 


363 


























THE SACRED BOOK / Divya Prabandham 


clan to flight, in a terrible battle that 
he fought. I know he is in Kannapuram 
of fertile fields, where screwpine 
hedges grow profusly and spread 
fragrance everywhere. (7) 

€£>(rT)UrTcu Cgneinrna gjfreifT Cg>rTG3Tn51, 
Qcu{i)r5l£, Q^fTi^cufTir Gcucu C«urTj<9,rr 
cfilcnTufTGvj C1«9 €ucvj, Otfuib 
Qajb© Cl*rrjbfn^, Cl$, fuglemen gjt 

CUfbjg (npdsTQjub ^co g^uu, 
<s>£D(D iDOTirgCiijfm <%GraTGrari_|rr2>£j - 

c^^Gujgtt &«mg)Cl < !j,rTejirrGi_GG3T. 

Displaying an earring on one shoulder 
and a plough on the other, the lord 
appeared on Earth and victoriously 
sent mighty warrior kings to heaven. 
I know he is in Kannapuram, where 
learned Vedic seers tend to the three 
sacred fires in every home. (8) 

gjsnifla Ac^lcurruj rfj)cu LonjcnA 

gjuj/T <£rn£,gj, S—ujuj, unrjft>Q)§icn 
gjcuA gjgWjn, 

<@06X1 JJjfTCn ^tblDfTGTXCTT 

22_GXjrfl £>5,u) S_£jg> 

tfp>0 urT ffu 6j>(^T)UnCU t, f .a V.rt Cl«3<T>^Jh6 , J 
inGu ifl Gvbtih - 

jraiqCinfijr ft^if^lGl^nafsTCLGGar. 

To relieve the distress of the berry-lipped 
Dame Earth and find elevation of spirit, 
the lord took birth on the dark night of 
Krishnashtami and caused the Bharata 
war that destroyed the tyrant kings. 

I know he is in Kannapuram, where 
waves of Lhc ocean wash pearls on one 
side and the wind fans ripe ears of paddy 
like whisks on the other side. (9) 

liGonnQ - • , Ctf>ipGu (&ytr . 

(LpcOTfsryih ^gmocsr ^ui, 
r^LU, 6lOTTCpli) jgfjmJlGST ^uj 

#nCiDfr^ncsT *mjuj o,ir)£\ inii> 


,^€TTff63T ffjbJICiDtHTft Afi33((iool • 

c^l^UJCTT, 0>C$UJ<53T <g>oS\ ClsUJtfj 

G<a>cjr ^(ir CUrTGu £>if)Up LDrrcr>«u 
Qsuuu uncuib i^cucunGcu. 

This nectar-sweet garland of Tamil 
songs by devotee Kaliyan is on the lord 
of Kannapuram who appeared as a 
fish, a turtle, a boar, a man-lion, a 
manikin, Parasurama, Kodandarama, 
Balarama, Krishna, and who will come 
as Kalki too. Those who master it will 
be rid of evil Karmas. (10) 

8.9 On Tirukkannapuram (9) 

Kaimmana \ Malay am arutam \ 

Khanda Chapu 

(The girl merges her being in the lord 
and is relieved of the burden of her sins.) 

Cn^hlb LDfTCJT LDgj LLirTGtfIGJT £gl_|7 ^OjO, 

(ipd&cncu, 

cm mi) Loncn iDcraflcmu .^woafl Gl^ncn 

ciiijLDrTcncjT, cub iSlrjrrcnOTi, fr^cjncsT, crG3T 
LfiCfll<3,^l UTl 

^i±)LDfTcncjT iq.Gin637 ^cr>• 

2?— ini£)£jCi jnCcnGcrr. 

The dark-cloud lord who rescued the 
elephant in distress is a dark precious 
gem, a beautiful emerald. He is my lord, 
my master, and lord of the Universe. 
He resides in my heart as well. Attaining 
him I have found elevation of spirit. (1) 

lOfTCST iDCDip ep J.'GDGYJlJ m ng,, Q>G& 

c^«m.{b£>niT 

gu(/t> LDncJTib 'DGrcrfWmj < 54 ai> 

»_0GiSIcu 

^ 0 LDfrG«jicu, 

-9;l„GU (jp 

’ |,J 0 inf T65n«IT ^Miq.GtuC3l 

sa. uifh5j! ■‘xlcr.Lp^G^GcTi 
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The dark rain cloud, generous as the 
Kalpataru wishing tree, removes 
obstacles that come against his 
devotees. He is a dark gem, he is 
the beautiful Tirumal, he is my lord, 
my ambrosia, the lord who reclines 
in the ocean. Attaining him I have 
found elevation of spirit. (2) 

6?g> «$4C9T<2)i 

2_£)U 

ucrjLiuacu urTLDG5T, uu^Caa^l, 

idcu0lo cuajcu 

6331 603IC| (Jli v?CTT{ry 
®-«nt_ujfTgu A0 ^u^CujGJt; c^06un«,0 
o fflCuiCg^Tfr ? 

Then in the yore the lord killed seven 
angry bulls. He gathered a monkey 
army and made a bridge over the ocean 
strait. He is a body of eftulgence. He is 
the resident of Kannapuram with 
fertile fields and water tanks filled with 
blue lotus. Having become his devotee, 
will T bow to anyone else? (3) 

iiD^nn) cfilififKf* cfilftTACDA; 

cr b jt i cn 

‘-JA^rTcnGn; i.jftip Cd?fT Cl urrc\SI<£lGffTrr) ClunciT 

Lfi Gfi CVI GT> UJ ; 

& A <9> fTCn 6TT ; ShvqGT}3,g) ftl-fbJ 

ftcaflenuj - JtHH 

© _iij(£gijGu rrGerrClc^T. 

He is the transcendent one, the body 
of light who became manifested as the 
/edas. He is the lord in my heart. He 
ls tile celebrated resplendent golden 
mountain. He is benevolent. He is the 
s Weet fruit who resides on the hill of 
Kadigai. I have attained him and 
°und elevation of spirit. (4) 

C,,J !b£fTuj. CT<»g7 8 ' 

iS)^3T6T>6?T. 

Cijiruj 

JiUfTiLDUl’lCftn 9 


Cl<5,nTT^jj ,^yr cnuib Clumflcu 0ijp 

2-*jb2> 

&nnff > s>n ! s?_63Tcns3T ctotijqild lo/t) ffnfren ld 

Cl u © G 55 C ot> . 

My Lord! You came and entered my 
heart, now you do not know how to 
leave! Is this not my great fortune? 
O Lord reclining with pleasure in 
Tirukkudandai, surrounded by fertile 
groves! I have the grace of never 
forgetting you! (5) 

CT(Cr,tfn QfiUli) n 3 'JAg)g l j 

fj) ^1 fi 0j G 3 T C PQ JP 0) 
(Tr63TfQj ^iqGujt^ffyr ^jilClArrcnsTT 

GUGU6U (T6y>C31 

QjTp^G^! I§ (SlcncmufT^ ^CniT)uO Ull^gllLD 

mu 

lD( 05« LDficrfl^yiA 0ijp cuujSV) 

tfan id gj fcr) G u.j. 

I was deep in the relentlessly painful 
hell. He came and said, M Fear not!”, 
then took me into his sendee. O Heart! 
Never for a moment fail to remember 
the lord of Vayalali, surrounded by 
mansions that touch the clouds. (6) 

ClurrjcofTiT Cli ifDQi -?'■?' i$)<arrg)l> 1 ) 

^iq.Ciu<apJA0 

2—piairrcTT ^uj, Qjcnngjgj], eresr 2_uS)ii 

->i-.»• fQcatrDfTCDGJT, 

(ip/blDfT ion ld^I G^ncrr cSl(5’lA)g 1 nca'>63T J 

cubiDncmcyr 

ujncrjT iP<nabG«f>i<,'ji? Q^ncu, 

CTtiJI GJCnij) Cl fT,t* 3 ! 

O Frail Heart! My parents begot me 
and left. Thereafter the lord remained 
with me as my only relative. He 
brought me up and became my verv 
soul. He removed the curse of waning 
on the crescent Moon. Now with what 
do I forget him? Tell me. (7) 
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S,iT)ff)rcn LJjbi^j tSlrgefilu Qu^r^i 

(5ilCcu 

un)tr)n cufVjgij ^iq.CujcjT iSlffiiTjGgiGip; 

iSla)|h2j \9<Sr«n«>. 
GunofDir igtr cuiucu (dfc,i£ suujcvj 

^LDLDfTCnCTTU 

QunjG^cyT; Clufl}rr)0ij£L|ih i3rr>GUnctn ld 

0 LJflQG2)G C3T. 

I took birth in a vast ocean of nescience, 
with no love for the learned ones. 
Then when I was born again, the lord 
of fertile Vayalali gave me his grace, 
and freed me from rebirth. (8) 

acm AGrinOTarufjii Auvcna,, *uj. 0iiD|i£iii 
£,GSjT ^17 g,fTiDcna ^ijp 2 )Cncu« 5 ftiA 

C(DCU^ 1 cn< 5 tL|GTr 

cfilcitnGcrarnn OjncwuD^lcnuj; dSirfU .ctiitj 

Offuih < 9 >t_ enrj 

Mtm *dbr0OAndb0 *xA 

croTjijClanCcufl ? 

The lord resides in beautiful 
Kannapuram, Kadigai, and the cool 
fragrant lotus-filled Westerly 
Talaichangam Nanmadiyam, extolled 
by celestials as the fresh Moon and the 
rising Sun. Oh! When will I see them 
all together here and enjoy them to 
my heart’s content? (9) 

i£q Gcucu cucuaiarr a©S10jOtt$ 

(CiftcnAtuft Canor 

<£n gijcmtgj3TGTi a.ettne^ijrj^rtf.'rievT 

§&' LDrrcncu&di 

Cl«,n«J3T^l ( Clg,fTCffSIU3 (T* 
CU01D rgrr cncuujii) S-lliuj, ^§}aneu urriq 
^QiSCsar. 

This is a garland of sweet Tamil songs 
sung with feeling by sharp-spear- 
wielding Mangai-king Kalikanri on 
the lord of Kannapuram, dark as the 
water lily. Devotees! Sing them and 
dance, let the ocean-girdled Earth 

be filled with joy. ( 10 ) 


8.10 On Tirukkannpuram (9) 

Vandar \ Sourasbtram \ Rupakam 

(TJ?e Alvar communes with the lord face 
to face. The lord appears in his song and 
graces him.) 

GUCT3T(^ <^1,^ U, iDfT LDCU IT LDOTH 

Cfbn5.Aii) 

2_C3STi_nCc3T! a^esrenen v_&>rh{h\ 

£> gran 

Clg3lTGWt0 «^,Gs3Tfi)0 6TC3T QaiiidClcSTfOnLLJ ? 

Oaacu^ji - ty>ncuCGu0>Lb 
*cr3Ti_fTGtt5r! ACTOTcnFiL)o_ crirn ^imDnCcT 1 ! 

O Lord who enjoys the auspicious 
glances of the lady of the bee- 
humming lotus! O Lord who brought 
forth the Vedas! O Lord who resides 
in Kannapuram! Exulting in you in 
many ways, my heart seeks to serve 
you alone. Pray tell, what do you 
intend for me? (1) 

Qu0 £(r*>o>, cfilCTOTcgyu), LDG^>C\JUL|lb 

a_cu0 ffny>u> 

«?0 ;P>nijfT jQcfTgucTT fglaJTCDC^ 

ffu gvj n cu , 

Ga,cui t id£) nry 2_cnrr ereSTfru <aGF 

A0C^«3T. jfanesr- «5iCOTT6roTu|q^)giJ ffi— enjD 

^ lD id nC»G3T ! 

O Lord residing in Kannapuram- 
The ocean, the sky, the mountains, the 
seven continents, — all within a trice 
you swallowed and placed within 
yourself. My heart does not the slightest 
dwell upon other gods who appe* ir 
before me; I seek but you alone! (2) 

U)(T)(^ju> g>n Gg,lb)G\Jli) £_6T7gjJ 

g|0Li. ifTCn n 0 
®—ibj^Gcucn;at_ff)n)gjj ^ 

^ iq Cf>LO' 

CT^CurTLD Gu^I^jlXj, fglCTi $0 •*’ 

*■*- •**»*»*> «. an® <*» lD ' DU<3 ' 
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O Lord of Kannapuram! I have 
nothing to do with those who take to 
other gods. Learning your eight-syllable 
Mantra constantly, of all the meanings 
interpreted, the only one I chose to 
take is service to your devotees. (3) 

Qucwi jSXjWinsTT Cuit 0 *rTr^j«ff)«.uSlc 7 T 

<5NV$>CUCufTCU 

jyjjCT)<5t V- 675t(^ £>_Aji)^fTODUJ 

fTjfTC 3 T 

LOCWT r£MyCVn ! ClJfTCTT 0>«3T«?jfl LDgjj 

iDCugncTT 

AOTTrCTTrfTCTTfT ! 0,CJ5TC37Tl-|(J5>gi! 

^iDlDnCsn ! 

O Lord of Dame Earth! O Lord of lotus 
- lady Lakshmi! O Lord of Kannapuram! 
O Lord who delighted in sucking the 
terrible poison on the breasts of the 
hot ogress disguised as a beautiful nurse! 
My heart delights in you! (4) 

Qu(T)fT)n 0 iri cb ID (ip ii> CTfffrfpJ ,@cr>cu 
CuCcnnciT linear; 
urpiftJ ^GojOt; <^g>eufrcu 
i£)cn <i.C<•,»*. 

®— rDfl> rrcarr ffTcarrpj cn cn £ g*] cncu^gj, 

■ 5,C3 ^ Tl — nuJ 

0>fb©nn Csn agtstgtotli O&Sy 

c^iiunnCoi! 

^ Lord of Kannapuram where learned 
ones reside! I have no attachments to 
Parents and relatives. I have no friends 
ei ther. I have come to you alone. 
Hence treat me as belonging to you 
a nd grace me, you must! (5) 

fi— car Cacmq ^(fTjcnjncnnu 

' I J«*<*<*> jUDRtr 0 >idit urr>fr>"g)i 
(cr, a, g>iih crc 8 Tn}i 

C 1 #rti (»crir>. <f> 

n 5>^lC.t incu - /h <rj5Trapr 11 a 5 ,gjj e. g&*T) 

LD (JD flG wST * 


O Lord of Kannapuram! Devotees 
praise and contemplate your lotus feet 
always; when Yama’s agents wait to 
take them, they close in, but fear to 
touch and return saluting! Are you not 
the guardian of their spirits? (6) 

ClcuOTcncTT <5rr Q^jcncn^gjj ^cncrnrj,#, ^ijcvj 
<£<CTCttT ClfiCU 

gjienjcrTj i£ft CIidcttctt^, gj3uS)csr® Qu^ixinCan! 
<aichcnGojl e_cn friDa/h^ ciC»T{QiU) (bLDCST gjiDH 
ACTTcnirCurTCu - A6OTTCsnTt-|05)gi] a_a>n) 

c^MLDLDrrCcn ! 

O Lord, reclining in the foaming 
Ocean of Milk on a serpent bed! 
O Benevolent One! O Lord residing 
in Kannapuram! Like skulking 
thieves, Yama’s agents always go into 
hiding before your devotees! (7) 

LDfTCTOT OTcuujib w\j> jb cuiTcn 

CV| CTJTC3T 

UjCrin rrcrorQ 

r0cn€3Tfbg»i 

CucnnfTg, cuffocfi)cn«TGujcai ^l.it 

crg,g,ar>GSi iqiri 

AfrCOTT63T n^rrdrr - 3>eauBnunQ*& e_GD(D 

^ LDLD flCcST ! 

O Lord of Kannapuram! I was thinking 
of how you came as a manikin and 
measured the Earth, how you tore apart 
the weaponed Hiranya’s ornamented 
chest. Lo! This meritless sinner’s 
sins are nowhere to be seen! (8) 

fbiTilmauTijj cTGSTencn, (ip<sn 

c s U,d>; 

ujitl i^Gcarcanr Oftnonn^ 

error cucucfilor'GJTOJ'Ujj 

UItL C3Tfl(at) 2_(J3TCiPlitJT fT<!31 (Jt 

&>nC i^Gamui tfiCj*nc3raii 2 _gf<t) 

^5) LDLDnCcirf 1 
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O Lord of Kannapuram! First you 
made me your servant. By that alone 
I was rid of all my Karmas. Then 
through songs you revealed your 
presence in my heart! ( 9 ) 

^LDLDrTC^CJT, 

O&>fTCTJTt— Q^rrtjrfTLCST AfiS^iucrr 

iDfTC^CU 

uCKpiuiDfTmu un0ih 

CT ©t 2 ? rTC ® T ©i^ 

CuriLi 

<*02>C*nCil>. 

This is a garland of sweet Tamil songs 
by dear-devoted Kaliyan on the affluent 
lord of Kannapuram. Devotees who 
sing it with passion will rule over 
heaven, we know it. (\q) 

9.1 On Tirukkannangudi 
Vangama | Bbairavi \ Adi 

id it (Y>!b£iT, Cliff) I0n>6 Ourfiuj 

cundr Ciocfi), 

othiaib ^ih cf+4, 5, l idcu* 

5ruu inn CtDcfi gr or £cnc\j(Tuc 7 T 

&***& gOfb^ CcilSTTcfi), CcugilD. 

> • V ACDCU uii^WTXj «rrfi 

+'4% CT>*iu n«0 CDGTirrA^vD £ 

LDcrr^jCg-nii 

^^«>5 J cpfTcreTfV(£ju k .a4CTT f^lciTnjrCsn. 

Deep in the wide ocean, 
on a white serpent bed 
coil my lord, — he is 
seen reclining. 

Bearing a white conch in 
hand and a beautiful 
lotus on navel of 
dark blue hue. 

Pure-hearted Vedic seers 
worship his standing form 
chanting the Mantras of 
sacred works, — 


Six Angas, Five Prasnas, 

Four Vedas, — and feeding 
three altar fires in 
Tirukkannangudi. (D 

5»ciiCTT u>q <3>rfl £_ujuji1i Ou'TajC^ 5 ’^ 

Q^rgrrA aC'Jfti^) Q dr 

gyCurrr, Ciocu ClijsgJ C&itgStj f), Qj C& &*** 
gjcrafluui St 0 ucr>t_ gjgir,C^»fTC3T 
0 guctigtt §cii ^pemfl, ^(^pgjiD epera* AQfiif' 

O&fTiijlij LOGVJfT QlTjUJ^Cb 
^OjqsnjU) inrrcn)cr>A 

^(fT)<9. fr> tTJTtictU;m^ frjl 

The rutted elephant, caught in the 
jaws of the lake-crocodile wept am 
contemplated the lord in his heart, 
when Lo! The lord appeared in the 
sky, over the lake and sliced the 
crocodile’s jaws with his sharp discus* 
His standing form adorns the temp iC 
of Tirukkannangudi surrounded b> 
jewelled mansions, high walls, rip^ 
paddy fields, and water tanks fill * 1 
with blue lilies, white lilies, red lilies* 
lotuses and Neidal flowers. P 


eufTcr>g, , ciincTt^pib .flcugJJ ' 1 

ak iL 

%J GWfiftr® i£sn a _ t 3 . - ‘ • 

Gfi)«fl U]C5TCO Ol*» £4*1.0 _ 

^cun ljgJtcdcjt ocbculCffiA 'Jitf**'**’ 
^ w*r»7 .l-q jicu-* rar^ 

<3fi> <5>Cim OgjC3TiT)Cij ^)CTlfiC)5 > , Tfni 1 ^ A 

,u;iq6Ti f£lffjt(T]r*Ot^T« 

During the great deluge, the Earth 
the sky, the mountains, — all becam 1 
submerged. The lord then came as * 
fish and bore everything on his bad' 
merrily taking the ocean on h> 
belly. His standing form ad° rn . 
the temple ot Tirukkannang 11 
where the evening hree?e b 1 
gently over tresh Punnau JasrnH 1 
and Mullai flowers and watts thd 
cool fragrance in even* direction- ( 
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C 3 &h $GWT£TILD ( cfrcuthiAfti inn CtDcrrl, 
£lcucr cTuSl©^ eiftfii 5 )^J 

UCTTff)) ^S^UJ f < _ 2 ^J cjn^j LI IT IT LDAfflT LIUlGHCU 
&*tb£>Zh *n; Lj^OCUff unACJT 

r^fUfT 2_0GLl5)£il £_CVJUL| ^fiO U60 
AITuUgjgl , 

2 -ujit Cl^rrm s^crfl cuchh id^ujlo 
-'-?crr^j C a rr ClaGsrrafld 6)a>lJ Jb<^ t-Drri— 

^(2)*«5>OT5TC37Triij^iq Lgcn i£) ctt 0 ri C cn. 

My lord, the Pandavas’ charioteer, came 
ln the yore as a beautiful boar with fiery 
e yes and sparkling white tusk teeth, 
Notorious, strong, mountain-like and 
huge, to lift the distressed Dame Earth. 
His standing form adorns the temple 
°f Tirukkannangudi surrounded by 
sturdy mansions in a variety of endless 
forms rising tall* with terraces that 
touch the Moon. (*0 

^WTGCTcucrr Clurfluj CcudiefMcu 00 C™ , 

Cyicuiq. ( 5 Qg^ 0 ib Qa rT<sraT 0 , 
oA fi_cu(^)ib n ; iT < 5 ^ia 
/fjeno aii OwdlV i^lcSliTibG^ncjT 
<^l€3TC3Ta) p QlOCTT OitDCUgigil ^d|A LDCUfTLI 

&L.&& 

c^onevj l|C 3TCU ^csntfvj* j^tpcvi, 

^*5jOlb«Cl »CS3I AQJ'fl A ,cj1fluj * 

tL|CTT f9fi3T0nCcST. 

H the great sacrifice of Mabali, my lord 
u e nt as a manikin and accepted a gift of 
hree strides of land, then grew and 
l °°k the seven worlds in two strides, 
c ° v ering the eight Quarters. His 
landing form adorns the temple of 
,I_ ukkannangudi where the graceful 
5X1 ^ s »ts on a soft cushion of lotus flowers, 

. S e ntly rippling waters, under the 
' a de of leaf parasols, while ripe paddy 
aves fike whisks in the wind. (5) 

'.bnn , , Ocuib CftrrLiii) 

idoSI 


4£Q£CIJ'£ CljniT 0OCt|l£» JfjfT) UOJSt|LD 

0Gtf1n $0 (ayjjib, LDrr^ufilu_j ld 
O^^cnuD j^rr QLjfTk^lcOa»cn g>^ei|ub jyerr 

lDflL_^) 

** ( <5i5jSj7T€3JTfbl ILjCTT f£] CSIfT) flGb3T. 

In the yore the lord came on Earth 
wielding an angry battleaxe and rolled 
the crowned heads of twentyone kings, 
then bathed in the river of their gore. 
His standing form adorns the temple 
of Tirukkannangudi surrounded by 
mansions and fertile orchards bearing 
bunches of bananas, jackfruit, mango, 
Areca and fragrant Kurukatti trees. (6) 

GUfT«r p cmrn ^clicdi ciiffftcmDiuncO HjoSlujO) 
LD[$ 5il_CU ^CUI^lCJ^AlUfTiT Ca.nGnGST, 

uiTcyji Cfb n 6n£>g> n Gb ucjiftjftcaflGurrcuu 
(ipiq st_<£)g gii cr> erg) C^ 2 j itch 

ftircjT e> ciirr LDnSlc^^jf ryA4ji_0> 

<5>cth (ipg^ib <^$9» 

G<Jb^r p CUfhb curfl GU677T0 (ipOQUli) 

^(^A^CnjTG53Tr»U(5)lqlMGTT [QcJT0rrCcJT. 

The lord wielded his bow and shot 
sunray-like arrows on the ocean- 
surrounded Lanka’s king Ravana, — 
who was heaping miseries over the 
gods, -- felling his heavy heads like 
shaking Palm coconuts from a tree. 
His standing form adorns the temple 
of Tirukkannangudi surrounded by 
forests where peacocks in flocks roam 
and dance, dark clouds play drums, and 
nectar-drunk bees sing songs. (7) 

i5cnOftmq.GLurrcr^ Gr> < JiJU J c ^ 

^cyfli-rTCg, SH&tDi?), 

QurfluJ LD(T GlOGjA ftn&XU lb £>£r0(ffjGU, 

ClLj0ii> $cn* ^il <v£i fOiblirihG^fiGST 
Gucnrju9cjT mir o)«rafliL|U) L0gs»3jg> 
cmi9o(Lpii), c_^n 

^)c3ig QftHcraTfrfb^ji coujcOQ^nirutb 

0cfi) A(#^id 

ujGn rPc3T0 nCcrr. 


369 
























the SACRED book / Divya Prabandham 


When the snake-banner-bearing 
Duryodhana dared to lay a trap in his 
assembly to capture Sri Krishna, the 
lord grew ripping into space, 
encompassing the eight Quarters. His 
standing form adorns the temple of 
Tirukkannangudi surrounded by fields 
where mountain gems, precious stones, 
diamonds and pearls spilled by bamboos 
are washed ashore in heaps by the 
gushing waters of the Kaveri river. (8) 

U€3T6tfluJ Ufigib UfTrr iD«9,l 1(£) 6£>l£luJU 

unrT g, ld rr Clu^ib Currrflcv 

IflCTTOTITACTT LDU}.UJ, IDGUufl £\>b0ib CgjIT 

ejDLDgjgjcOTfog) S—Uu&Bj ld rr innujcsr 
g]i6ai£2)i LDfTgjGfiliLiib <3,riqcnc3TLj QufTifil cyi Lh 
Clcararua iDcurrcurruj, 

Qa,ofTCJT ctdnrru ^crflAcn (tpfjdnrr)j ^C3iauir0ib 
cutn wool f^j ^ ul| cn ' ^ csT it) n(* cut . 

To rid the Earth of its burden, the 
wonder- lord came as charioteer for 
his brother-in-law Arjuna, and 
orchestrated the great Bharata war 
slaying the insolent kings. His standing 
form adorns the temple of 
Tirukkannangudi surrounded by 
dense groves of Madavi, Surapunnai 
and Senbakam over which bumble bees 
hover and sing Tenaka in song. (9) 

5>l_CuClu(fT)li) UCTM_OujrT0l£) 0<5C5Trjf)j 

emeu uS) camcO Claji© 

^l0A<5,G;nirc3Uii*u(5)i4LL|cn ffjlG&Trr)rTC<r>6UT 

iX) 6 Tncu 0 cofT ld it i id rbi eff) G> u j n g\jqj <sjt 

tDfTGUr GffUCU AGlSltuCUI CilfTlLI Cp>oSlftCTl 
e>_co6T.|d<5nco mfr^ncu c^crTuC^n^ crsTfrjjih 
G)jcvjcvjffLi n *0 /^cucncu 5)Cvj0gCcu. 

This is a garland of ten songs by tall- 
mansioned Mangai king Kalikanri on 
the lord of Tirukkannangudi who 
marched over Lanka with an army 
and burnt the city to the dust with 
his bow, for the sake of his corsetted 
Sita. Those who master it will never 

suffer poverty. (10) 


9.2 On Tirunagai 

Ponnivar | Tilang \ Misra Chapa 
(A girl) 

OurT<sn < @CUI7 CiD«fl; 

Qurrr^i0 Can^l .^0^ 

liilcifTj ^cuit GunuSIco ifjcvj Cgu^lD 

Gcu^turr; eunencijn Cg,ru|>! 

CT65T6inC3TlL|l£l CfJjTMwfl, CTGST , 

*33>g>J ClftrmijcDajLLiLb Cr^rtA^^cisTrnnrT; 

^ CUT £<n CUT CTCST GQjn^^iD CTCUTipj 

^(CT)5.^1c3tG0C5T - 
Cp)0cun ^ip^liucun! 

Oh, Sister! His face was a golden hue, 
the emerald pendant on his chest 
struck a flash of lightning. Was he some 
Vedic seer, chanter of the Saman? 
Or was he a god on Earth? He ran his 
eyes over me, he saw my slender 
waist, then my risen tender breasts, — 

I dread that look on my mother’s 
face, --* Aho, was he beautiful! (1) 

Ggrr0<£icfi)\£ i^cuib idotjtld Oa>iT00)(<9)Lb 

(£,l£ L|6UTCU (*,yp (£>L <+>&?>$,&> <£1|_5>£) 

Csu (tCIattcu CT£3T(T}j ftUMD TTuCl C3TJ 

Ai_n C7»>>^ • 

um_(£bQ ldcu ^^u.]fTrr cuGurrniiA, 

U6U IDSrafl (ipg/olg,00! C^fT^l 

S& L4,6irai0 jbfTOTT^ C^niCTjub * 

^aGtfn 6^>0€uii ^llktu nr! 

Was he one of the young men who laze 
in Kudandai surrounded by waters that 
spread the fragrance of blue water lilies? 
I do not know. Bearing a radiant discus 
and white conch in his hands, wearing 
many radiant jewels of gems and pearls 
set in gold, he stood with four arms, 
worshipped by maidens with tender 
anklet-feet. Aho, was he beautiful! (2) 
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Ceuiij ( lg(fTj0 (&£p(b0) 

CliDUjuj iDGTtjraaTrr fficii cncuujib ctcucvutlo 
fijfTuSldT r^rruj^n ^curt, Cgirj£! 

g,nmGng<5> aessracn @ 0 £>{b oM, 23 J 

0€3Trr)ih <^uutf 

Qafifjsfiliu inGvjffffjgj Gsn^£l 

^uSlrjih G^fTQsTTrrQ lj^tjjld - 

^sGan, «pi 0 cun ^ip^lujcurr! 

Oh, Sister! Was he our bridegroom, 
the lord of Meyyam surrounded 
by hills with Bamboo thickets, the 
lord who strode the Earth and all? 
Oh, those lotus-like eyes! Oh, those 
thousand mountain-like arms, rising 
tall and glowing with armlets! Aho, 
was he beautiful! (3) 

GXiLDuj^Gfil^ii gjij^.'Tiu Li>flcr>6u CgjnGrrCiDGu j 

Gr>«ffcUJ63T IL|li> ff7; 

iubunnjLD @ou 6 VJib I cot/d rm; 

Ib^rflfta; OuHl^jih 

^SlbLjCljCTTub @<5Ul? GllfTuSlfiin QjGTTTCOTTlQ \ 
Gg,Clj(T @QJ 0 giJ 2 _ 0 Gmi Cl fFfTGVjoSlGu , 
crHiTH j(T>j 6TT5> ^lgCtTru^iii 0 >uuit - 

^aGifirr, luCJifT 1 

Wearing a bee-humming Tulasi 
garland over his shoulders, bearing a 
c onch and discus in his hands, the 
Ousted lord entered our house. 
He looked like a god, exceedingly 
youthful and decent. His lips were the 
bue of red coral. His whole frame 
looked like a heap of corals. Aho, was 
be beautiful! (4) 

'ujtx> <56* i ,(>yili) C<£FiClflifTGiflm 

G<$,ncijcuCa <s£>uijn; ^ntnipib ^ottcst 

G< 5 ,rrjenjib epn 2 _cni_ uj n; 

'-JGnrf^l ^irunru_DkL|ii) <9 i6OTil jflCujfTib; 

^^uiGgrr @ 6 un 6 u GffjTGJrarib ^cwraraflcb 
lfl n At cvj (* inGsiQQi e cirn: gtiauSIcxj Qguujuj 
Gjxpnfry 

'iMfl'.rtn, ^o^ciin -SnipAI ujGU n 1 

Y as he the cowherd lord, residing in 
jhe temples of Uraiyur and Madurai? 
1e had four mighty mountain-like 


arms. I have never seen him before, bless 
him! His frame was the hue of the deep 
ocean. He bore a radiant discus and a 
conch. Aho, was he beautiful! (5) 

C1cij0<41g 3T Gemp LTI0UI_| 

Gc*jrjjg,rrCl 0 ,rTGu? cjrrj^lcmpiijfTrr 

£>0* a_cni_iijfTcnrTCl*nGu ? ujnsTT ^nfilGujcn; 

5}nu>OTllIft ^G33TAGIT @0.1bg> <rM,©J 
ft Q <ofTi CTT ^ip63T iffc fTCU C>fil Gin 3 &) <5, 

ihncTisnijj it {hrisri—nn gu(H fifTfai 0 ib 

c2H05cit tnn incncuGujii^ib l^uuit 

^.sCan.epj^jGijfT ^Lp^lujcurt! 

Was he the elephant’s-tusk-breaker, 
the prince who reigns in the hearts of 
jewelled maidens? Was he the youthful 
bull that stamped on Kamsa's chest? 
1 do not know. Oh, his lotus eyes! 
His frame was a dark mountain that 
instantly commanded obeisances. 
Aho, was he beautiful! (6) 

»< - y < 5 >fTiD*ir>a QlDfTilQ 
Gun ^(ny^rrcnnCl&rrGu ? ujnc?T ^rfyCujGTr; 
usnrfViii) <nGjfrCli 5 ] 0 aLb; 61 g5tC1aitgO ? 

ugotO @6U(i- 5 ,ti)GnLDiL|Lb <9i(‘^raTuf51Giunib; 

iDcnrj ^cstcst 5,GS3i^£fijLb; 

<=^ub (Mnaujub uf^f&ujLO Giccjfl GunG5i0}<gjj 

iDfr^p^CcuiLiLb ^uurr* 

^tfG^n . 6 p> 0 Gnn ^ip^liLiGun! 

Was he the benevolent Sun risen to 
open lotus buds? I do not know. How 
strange! We have never seen or known 
him before. But my heart instantly 
worshipped him. His eyes were like lotus 
buds, his hands too were like lotuses. 
His frame was the hue of the dark rain 
cloud. Aho, was he beautiful! (7) 

ifi 0 <!fc£_tun inn ldj £1 i^cottl 

mnG$00C<9n£r>«vj inGffainGn it enj,^ ittoti 
W: I ih 0 <9. «sn ib a css} gftni gti 0 ^ ib (P £jr . 

<5 f^j <3, (i n; 

(§niDGnc\JUjiTrClAnai ? fQfmCTiflHa.LDrTL' Gi G 5 t; 
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ID<9* 2_LL) IT ClufTCTT lfiflr»wCtf>OcU(t§£>{b 

iDtT^ip^lcu Curraup s?_crrrr; ftnorafff! 

LjCTT|CT^tD f£«T(£) 6Jf$ ClJ £>g>rTIT ' 
c^(fTjCurf ^lp^ujcuit! 

The bridegroom of rail Malirumsolai 
hill caressed by the Moon came and 
filled my heart and my eyes, never to 
leave. Or was he the lord of Nirmalai?, 

I cannot remember. He came riding 
a bird with beautiful wings. Come, 
see! He is like a dark cloud on a tall 
golden mountain touching the sky. 
Aho, was he beautiful! (8) 

crcw$cr»*u4i b crrf)l &i_^jub 
cjj p a_ci>(ff>ib c_i_Cot 

ucnsifl Q«>ncTT(CTF,Lb 
loniurrQftrcu? iDnujib id(Tl.Cl_cst; 

Q(9>rTfcooiL.ou JhCO iDrTcvj£u©nrjCuju_|if> t^uun; 
^«urr ^nmcnrj, 

curTinib; 

ucsafluj rQdnjrjfm - 

^> 0 ffuir ^ip^ujcun! 

Was he the cowherd child who 
swallowed the eight Quarters, the 
oceans and the seven worlds in a trice, 
then slept soundly on a fig leaf? I can 
never fathom this wonder. He had a 
hue that matched the dark cloud and 
the tall mountain. His eyes and lips were 
like the fragrant lotus. The celestials 
curtsied low. Aho, was he beautiful! (9) 

^CJTGT^LptD C«9jl££yjtD Iigpt£> <§M,UJ 
^l^Icduj jr,rr Gn<h c 2 mp<£lujrt«nij f 
0>67TGsflj*j63T IDrT ld^IctT LDfhiGTiA CojrijgjCTr, 
«9>niD(r»j <£nr«, AcSldhCsrrfti t&)C&iT)rt 
^^jr^on^ujnoj £1 < 9 nc?TffffT Oa^G^ncvi iDncmc^j 

cucucvoit 

iDcbwTfiurr <5^u^ B- *ii^ ^j^cant(y ih 

QjnCCTQjff ■ay^- lD<£ll£6L| CTlJUgjiCjiGg. 

Til is garland of Tamil songs set in 
sweet music by strong-walled Mangai’s 
king, the adorable Kalikanri, is praise 


for the beautiful lord Soundararaja of 
Tirunagai temple, the first-lord who 
came as a swan, a boar and a fish in 
yore. Those who master it will rule 
the Earth as kings, then again enjoy 
the world of celestials. (10) 

9.3 On Pullani (1) 

Tannai | Hamirkalyani \ Adi 

(A girl) 

2)C3TCDGJT GDff>cfil6>^lGcu€3TJ CDC\J6filcr>CnGLU®rrj 

C\&n\g0ib - 

OufTCTTCnCJT <9>(^-,LQ IJ LJ^CTf) 

OLDGo37 •> 4 - 

CTCfTcyjcrr 6 Ti£1cu G#, rT673r(^ 

^Aciirr) Qu^iditctt 
i_|firrcr>crr Qpff^u) Qu rr^l cu (^vjpfbgij 

^LUJ HCOCUJTCTJ^GuJ- 

O Heart! Bow that-a-ways and arise- 
O Sinful me! I cannot destroy myself- 
The lord blended with me in the 
cool shade of that fragrant Serundi tree 
whose flowers excel the hue of gold, stole 
my rouge and deserted me. He resides 
in beautiful Pullani surrounded by 
Punnai groves that spill pearly buds.(l) 

£?<5>Ib2>j enfr? Qg>fT<i$&|U> ' 

fi_CT5T IDCUIT5, 

f^oSlcu. (\pGsr 

0u(f>)(5) ^ng,€5Tcr»tD GTC5T 2_tfTlGmb <TTUJ£i lI 
Clk JIT^ffjgjj <jp|bACfjrj^Q#, 

i.(c0cwrT6^G LU ‘ 

O Heart! Bow that-a-ways and arise- 
What use sitting here and meltin&v 
One day in the past, in the shade o : 
the screwpine, teaming with necta£ 
drunken bees, he filled my heart wit' 1 
love and left. He resides in Pull^ 11 ' 
by the sea whose waves wash gen 15 
on the shore. (2) 


372 















THE BIG WORK / Periya Tirumoli 


«7gtj Qauj^jfTcvj i dpaGacot? iDcnCtD ! 

Cl^n^gJLD CTjlg - 
ffiffgi) iDcl»0 (gjip Ouffiflcu g,nt£Gun 

Clg > fTt_/Tn 3 gjj iSlcar, 
Cucng, f£)frrir»c3TL!j tSlrflGujOTr jjgcfl ctcttjjj 
^ACJTfDrrcfT £gi_U). 
Gungjj n^rnsnjii) AiD(tpib Cluni^jlcu (Sjjpibfi) 

i_| cu go ncraflC iu . 

O Heart! Bow thac-a-ways and arise. 
What can I do to forget him? He 
followed me into the groves by the lake 
bursting with pollen, and said, “Frail 
One! I shall never leave you”, then left 
me. He resides in Pullani surrounded by 
groves of fresh-blossom-fragrance. (3) 


2-otst cucrnCu **ifi»urT0> sui^ftmaT. 

ClAnm.Ctu©(<S) (tpcsT, 
rr^ejT Lisrafl^ab CliDnif) 

Cl <9 iu cyj gjt ; 

tonicrv^ (Kcvjcurriij! Cl^n^^ib - Gurruj 

^cueiT Locjrgni iii 3^ it. 
(i p<b&,n *,631 rjftCft LDCsafl 2 _ 

i_jCucu ncmflGuj. 


o Heart! The nectar-drinking bees 
^’ere witness to his visit. Sinful me! 
Our lord has not kept the promise he 
made then. He went away to live in 
his temple at Pullani by the sea where 
fhe surging waves wash out gems. Bow 
that-a-ways and arise. (4) 

fc-Crrifig 2_GTffnii) ft^Loneu; cfjlGncfTCujGn; 

C/JjIT^gjjd) <TT(lg - 

££uanjrrf| i^nipcu tbg^jihCi jngj i£d) ^yicu 

Clutu^j linear, 

SOniTfflcu 5,CTTj^t£) tfTCJT ^jjrTLj 

‘-icwrifl LjcraflcuLD incrafl a. jig) 

l|CUG\j neraflC uj . 


( * Hean! My heart sizzles when I think 
^ k. Alas. T am a sinner! Pie plucked a 
1 Un ch of red fragrant Nalal flowers 
an d decked our coiffure with it, saving. 


“I will die if we are separated”, then 
gave me his love. He now resides 
in Pullani by the sea where the waves 
wash out pearls from oyster shells. Bow 
that-a-ways and arise. (5) 

ct6tt<£ 1 Oip0Cs! fpcnsjnjjgj <@^>(0) 

CTC3T ? <n\L§ - 

GUGTTCTTGV LDfTUJ^f, LDOTlflGUGtftfTCCaTGST, CTLDLDfTwl 

o>(^ct|U> , 

ftffTT iDCUITft ftfTGfiJU_|^ &R tCUCU 

c^ftcn^iLitb 

HGTT(ffrr?ii) ^cttcttcu uy>orr^ft{CTTjLb (^>ijPJE>5> 
gcOcufTcrjflGuj. 

O Heart! What use sitting here 
thinking about him and melting? Our 
benevolent gem-hued wonder-lord 
prefers to stay in Pullani surrounded 
by fertile groves filled with nectar¬ 
dripping lotuses, white pollen-dusted 
screwpines and water-birds in flocks. 
Bow that-a-ways and arise. (6) 

urjcfl CT(i£ -Gurruj 

^guCTT Ljrrcuib 

^rjciILD jhfr^tD ftOTTr gyuSlcurrgjj 

ctcjt uujearr ? 

Gfilrjcfil (ip5>5iib GitjO Ocucnn ldqjtcu Cidcu 
Cl ft (T Go JT ^^1 Cl Cli £331 'jJslcTVT 

CTuiyTCTTu ugjii) Cl^ujgjj eufbjJhl 2_jj)g)] 

I.JffUCU rTG3^flCu_l . 

O Heart! What use now, night and 
day losing sleep over the deserter? 
He resides in Pullani by the sea where 
white waves come rushing like 
gallopping horses, laving white precious 
stones and pearls at his teet. praise him! 
Bow that-a-ways and arise. (7) 

cu(tpii) cS>y£li-J t-jtfni. tqio s? «ru Lurrir 

rhiflft(ft> <$ 4 h£Tuii ^uj, 
^cvjlo &A4&J CpXjjrn^i j^GUrr; ns mi) 

Ofenjt^g^ih - 

2 cvjCV| ftncti n^rh fti^l csnuib 

Cluniflg^gl gjcs'a 

t_|Cuffi| ftncarcO ftcrfl ojovstO @63ub ofT^l 

Lj CVl G\J (Tcnfl C LU . 
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O Heart! The lord who wields the 
plough and discus came as a friend and 
left as a deceiver; he has no compassion. 

He resides in Pullani by the sea, land 
of separated lovers, — amid cool 
enchanting rivulets in the tall groves 
where happy bees swarm and sing. 
Bow that-a-ways and arise. (8) 

:‘ r 1 rbn lo ih, , r-,|| ',ftg\j 

irifr incunu 

urrgjih f^n^ib uoraflGsunib. fkiO0>Ca> £>g\jio 

'$*0 often; 

5,fTorr®fT 

^G3TLjn ^UJU 

Ct.jngjii; lEnCg,! 02,n(.'t‘g»ii> ^cugjt incn-gu 
HCucunsraflCtu. 

O Heart! Let us take a holy dip, recite 
the lord’s names, and bow our heads to 
his radiant lotus feet every day, — even 
if he gives us nothing by it, — because 
it is good for us. Besides, the practice 
makes devotees of us. He resides in 
Pullani. Bow that-a-ways and arise.(9) 

^'cufbj(2j ucucti* 

ctj^Igu £b ftll > cr, 9u 
(tpirin^uh Cluni^Gvi (0y4>d»2j 

qGucun&tfflG'Jicu, 

ACulTjiAQu rTt_j I |AiprTCffT ff>cS)ui<nr 

sucuffuGl^rrcn *X> ■ 

uif© ;§JGvj 6in<!ij(0)!bg>Ci.D. 

This is a garland of pure Tamil songs on 
the lord of beautiful Pullani surrounded 
by heaps of bright pearls and corals, 
colourful lotus tanks and fragrant 
groves, by Kaliyan of blemishless fame. 
Devotees who master it w r ill find a place 
in Vaikunta of unmixed joy. (10) 


9.4 On Pullani (2) 

Kavar | Bagesri \ Adi 
(A girl) 

lDl_6uCluCT3TCr>C^5T ^CJTf^CU 

<^rf!(g,ijSy]vh 

CJC1JfTl£lg)JT0 ,@UJ(bJ^U) GTc"«^G3T 

Q&rrin.ibnGGVjn! 

Ljj »i><armh <5 jLD itgih ncvjcuncnfl 

S3") <9,0 O, O [i[) GfljGST J 
unojrruj! ggfy jbiCOi^ 6jan i_in<s3T&mnCiu 

O Pretty doll! I joined my hands in 
worship of the lord of Pullani amid 
fragrant groves. Now this has become 
a habit with us! The shrill mating 
calls of the Anrils, — birds of the 
seaside sitting over inflorescent Palm 
trees, — are more painful than lances 
piercing into wounds, alas! (1) 

(lp63TG5Tli) (f)JDGTT 2_0 ' CVPCUK* LDCT31 

tnGJTCincn ixincvj 31 AJ Cluncsr 

u uj j,G 5)531; 

Qi jncsTGirib &.ncsx<su qcri ^€3rr4iiJ,nGTT; 

ncrafl , 

^uj r^JTGVj uuj jbgjrrn^ 

Clflui_|LS)Gen. 

O Birds of the brackish waters! 
Infatuated by the bachelor king 
who came in the yore and measured 
the Earth in three strides, I lost my 
rouge to him. Go tell this to the lord 
in Pullani who appeared as a swan and 
delivered the Vedas. (2) 

aiCkjchlft. gjiipniij ^^gstGidgO , Gacjun) 

Gf£>£h< 0 lD 

Gfldidil 0*nG\j ? 

©J rhi & 

1 isusviflj 2— CUG^I u|&ic^nca^l 

«r> fh Q Oi n (ip G <Sj tsn 

Qgjuj«ijs <Dc!n(Ajiunrr)(&j <ncn 41cv,c~~o CrFjniij 
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I joined my hands to worship the lord 
of Pullani where waves heap pearls 
on the shore. Holding on to his Tulasi 
garland, my heart trailed after him, 
leaving me alone, and has remained 
there with him, ignoring my 
plight. Go tell my heart-ache to 
Deivachilaiyan, the wielder of the 
beautiful bow. (3) 

urfluj ^fjGraflLucngjj S2_^Q rjfTcvj 

<^Sm_fTC£n 

ibu>0>0 ! 

^ urT 0 CufTfj,^ 2_CuCl| H<TU«OfT€rafl 

cs) *G£> rr G^xan • 

iflcuii* 0>G?3T r£,n g,g>jii)Lj ^LD 

.i^cvjcuhGqj . 

I joined my hands to worship the lord 
in Pullani where waves come beating 
against the shore. This is how he graces 
us, — he who came as a man-lion and 
tore into the chest of Hiranya with his 
beautiful nails. My beautiful flower¬ 
like eyes do not stop raining tears, my 
dress does not stay on my person.(4) 

cftloUQjrTCVJ, Lfl<Wr*U*0 0tfLO 

^c\jCuncrrtyr lSIgh Cuncn Grfr(00ib . 

^OTC^li) 

^cvjcvj n^a^LT) ctcjt Gj<*flc^jio 

CurfliQ ld 

l -|<*VJGvjfT€3tjfl CTLD Clu^pLDn^ QuITlU C*i_Q 
^(ff^C-aCcri. 

My heart went after the lord of 
Pullani, the deft archer who shot 
arrows and burnt Lanka city to dust. 
While all my folk heap blame and 
slander over me, I wait for my heart’s 
re turn, reposing my faith in the false 
w °rds of my lord. (3) 

*IP**Q| @cufbj(£ Ggulo 0 ^C{jrT 63 T Gg>CfjnQi£) 
Cumii LiHnnrrifT^iTcn ; 
Q<5>fTuvgij <£>y0, &ib &fTor 


Cla(Ug<T3 £l_u> l± 0 0ij> nGucurrcrefl 

SiP£>$(35>C2>«r ct63t 5,63T CTi^lco !0/D(y)ii> 
5fhJ(0)CLD . 

The bright circum-ambulating radiant 
Sun has alighted from his chariot and 
disappeared. The beautiful Moon sends 
cruel rays that burn my soul. Alas, I 
joined my hands in worship of the lord 
of Pullani surrounded by beautiful lakes 
and groves. My bangles and my rouge 
are lost to me forever. (6) 

acncn^n ^14 (^rje^err a>nn insrafluSIciT 
2>ff ^w,l_gO 

^cncsiCujgjjiD .fQ cu cu n gj ; <£u9<?u 

G *fT 14.5, rrG cun ! 

Ljcnen <£>^<1 tucrafl id ni_u Ljcucuncrofl 

CnasQff) fT(LpG 5 ) 63 T: 

cfil CD GTtC UJ CtflG LD Cl) CfiLieiDCLJltJLh G Qj LD 

5)lpGGLI gSaClO. 

The ringing chime from the wagging 
tongue of the black bull’s neckbell 
never ceases, burning my soul hotter 
than fire; I joined my hands in worship 
of the lord in Pullani with jewelled 
mansions. Alas! Even the waves of the 
sea spit fire on my sinful self. (7) 

4yui>n 2— cr>i_* Gr>a> Ccu^pub Ggu^gu, 

I.; 

urrub lSI cjjr [tctt b^Gun 

y,0 Gumar QonM^ D 

gt >,*Q rr^Cg, Gin; 

CtfjlDUGU &JCIU b lS)CT>fDlMil) CT63T 5,631*0 
S?" ^CULD tf,y>Ccu. 

The serpent-reclining lord plucked 
the tusk of the rutted elephant. See 
how he gave us his grace! I joined my 
hands to worship Pullani where 
Serundi trees spill golden flowers. Alas, 
even the tender crescent Moon has 
become a spewer of fire for us. (8) 
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Ccug^ipib, Ccucnsfi)iL|ib GfilcrarcgjiLO ^0 
& i_ 0 ih , 

<*^ 9 * 40 ) ^CsrrrcsT ^0cng,rb*cufT r^iDa.^! 
GungJ ^C\J0LD 1_|63TC31C3T 0ijp qCUCUfTCSo^ 

a^ACl&n^CgiCBT; 

f£$(ipib n^iTgjub ft«ir)fVAn^ @0fbCg,Gon. 

The lord who is the Vedas, the Vedic 
sacrifices, and the heavenly fruit of 
sacrifice, is the first-cause lord, the twin 
orbs and all else. See how he gave us 
his grace! I joined my hands to worship 
Pullani amid blossoming Punnai trees. 

I and the tossing sea have become 
sleepless. (9) 

Clun , «nr c ^cu0ii) i_|63tgdgjt ^ qeOcurrcrafl 

^ibiorrcncaT 

ifilcsr ^gcni_iuim Ccuilcn* Cf^nuj ot\ q 

$<2>Jbfc2Gnc3i, 

(h cii if, cfi !ld cm G^ncrr <&cSluj«r» 

tf^oSIcucucvjnrr 

ixionajTCuiT ^uj LDanrr . cuncsr fjjrrQub 

(ipcn^jcijGg. 

This is a garland of songs on the 
love- sickness of a lightning-thin- 
waisted dame for the lord of Pullani 
surrounded by gold-blossom Punnai 
groves, by strong-armed Kaliyan. 
Those who master it will rule the 
Earth, then heaven as well. (10) 

9.5 On Tirukkurungudi (1) 

Davala \ Revali \ Adi 

(A girl) 

allien ^cttlD iSlaniT) g^crr^ib , 

ftcrai LDCungj QfljCSTfTjGcun^ ^jenrfjlcu 

^jjcucrt, cTfin Clrh|CTja*ai Gang ; 

ucsfl jbncn j5(j|iiS)GufT^0uGudn; 

«£>n QucsarClAnm cidnrijj ^gfbiftnn; 
<rr<an i^cuio eorbftJLb (Lpdrr Cl«5)nG35i0 Cun&n 
0 cvi 6 T>crT m cun r^!jr) qi ohnajTrr 

ctcsrcnccT | 


The spotless crescent Moon, the wave- 
ridden ocean, the blossom-fragrant 
breeze, and the shrill cry of Anril birds, 
— all have joined hands to break and 
wrench my heart. Through mist-filled 
days, I lie sleepless. Long ago the lotus- 
hued lord stole my senses and my 
well being. Alas! He does not pity me 
considering, “After all, she is frail 
maiden. 71 Carry me now to his abode 
in Kurungudi. (1) 

2>IT£J LDC\J©Sl«n* L|Cuc51 

gjCJST lO$uSl«5T, @617 cur«ni_, ^carCcJT, 
fcEICDg, £_CJ3TC33T, 

tfp>rr c_n3fbiC<9>«n; c_fi)nij0ix) 

Gucngjuj n CuGn£,cmmu{Tc\j s% 

Guil^jih Cu*a; OutijcuesncTTiufTa 
C^irang) jbjji iDCvjrr icr^jon* id rr n cu gjt 
CT«3TCtr>GJT 

The cold and damp moonlight breeze, 
laden with the fragrance of pollen-filled 
Jasmine blows everywhere, desiccating 
my soul, leaving me not a single night’s 
sleep. Let the insensitive bangled 
sleepers sit here and speak what 
inanities they wish to. The lord keeps 
the fragrant coiffured lotus-dame 
Lakshmi on his chest. Carry me now 
to his abode in Kurungudi. (2) 

< 9 ,rr«ncuiL|Lb LDftCDCu vnr(*y » < 5 iH»j 0 Ou 

r^np cr &> sumpuSIcu {gcrinQl s_curr gx| ii) 
CufTOjcug>] g,c*TGnu> 

Clunt^j0 ^ipCcu cijncju GancuoSlcu: 

iuncuffuGfl ld n iDcsafl cuCffSTcnyrcji id fluj ld 
‘O rbcrjjLD b_ctt; Aiircu Oi{b$i— 

G^ncu iduSIcu uuSl£yj id i_|rrjdi)«n 

0rgjf!u0(q5iG<g, crsnoncn bl ui&<90 ( ^ 

The morning drags heavily into the 
evening. Every hour of the night 
stretches into eternity with the same 
destructive power. The damp breeze i* 
like the leaping flames of the furnace- 
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Alas, the gem-hued lord, Mai, has 
many such wonders. Before he 
unleashes them, carry me to his abode 
m Kurungudi, where beautiful 
peacocks dance in groves. (3) 

*frn ^cvsTrrrr 5>mjpjbg}j 

23_ C\J IT 6V| ID 

tncrafl tjacna crczrr s» cttotld £)<rncrr, 
2_0riiAn^l0uGuc3T 
iDcnfl ffurrcncuir o sfi\ 

Curr ^(r^cnfrctTcar Clu^cniD Cu<£lj 
(SC!?? uifisrafl r^ir Cl^rn^A^ih mpcfildr 

(0)t4 &Ca CTCSTcncn 22 _iLi5j£I0iQgtt. 

The benevolent lord, that precious gem 
on the heads of celestials, is like a bull 
with a black hump and two black beads, 
sporting with white cows. The bell that 
hangs low on his soft dewlap sounds a 
knell to my heart. Alas, he occupies 
my thoughts and speech constantly, 
never letting me sleep even a single 
night. Carry me now to his abode in 
Kurungudi, amid streams chat spill 
precious gems. (4) 

&\$GJ 67fT)l$riT U1653fltL|UJ cH,UJC3T 
$ld £)ipcu 05 >arTii)CcufT(^ 

C'lAfTo‘j»i &i $g><T LOficncvjijqii) <£><{>* frdoin) 

Gftrrcu ^CTTibiSlcnfijGuJfT^ «S6\ iq. 
ucraTc^nij ^eucu igcncu rTjiDA0; 

urrcfilGujtfir ^cfiicnuj cnnili_ib QaujiqiD; 
ClAfTcrari_cCi iDorafl 4D«CTTCSJTn ldcst^qj 
(«»)2)in,)(^iqa>GA ffTfiifTGncijT sl iLi-gj^l^LSlsjT. 

The sound of the strong humped 
bull’s bell, the sweet sounds of the 
cowherd’s flute, the evening, the 
breeze, the tender crescent Moon of 
twilight, — no more the ones of the 
past, — all have joined hands to kill 
my soul softly, alas! Carry me now' 
to Kurungudi, the abode of the lord 
gem hue and cloud hue. (5) 


CTCUC$LL|li> ITjC3T UAgyjlD £5(*|£vG£> 

cj/flgtjib ejaa; cjfbiP^JpwrnT 
gjcucun; Q>f»cb «£4.rS)Cujruh; 

rbnejjT ioi_ld ^Cvjcdcu; 

<£ueucu63T QarrcuoS) LD<£]ipGuCfjcyjii), 

inn incRjfl cucraiOTicno r&rni) inn)CciJiTih; 
G*nc\jcncu cuctiit (ipoj<snao qcij^ 

*Ga (TTCffTCnOTT 2_UJ2,^l0l/>lc3T. 

Let them sit and criticise night and day 
if they wish to, — those jewelled ones 
are good girls, — we cannot match or 
counter them. We have no shame or 
reserve or fear. Even if they say clever 
things and laugh at us, we cannot 
forget our gem-hued lord. Carry me 
now to his abode in Kurungudi, amid 
groves of fresh Mullai flowers. (6) 

Qsihi AGTJT Off>iq.LU AifluJ 

Cg,G\JIT L|(£)/bglJ CTtf 3T 

f\i fh ih CIldoSIuj cucncrr Aipcvt , 
^gjjQAnGcurr? crcarnjj OflfrcaTcn 
gqni)ACP633T cfilffuoft 2 jC5t Gi«TCcym0 

^M,0in ^n 51 iuu)fTLGi_<sn; 

Gl*frnij0 c^coit g>d3 t ucjncrar ^ip L|*pcfilcjT 
(d»)2)JlbI0i^AGA cTOTcns^i E-lUg>$0lflC3T. 

A dark god with beautiful red eyes 
entered here, — my limbs grew 
tired, my bangles fell, — and said, Is 
this not it?”, then left. Alas, I cannot 
play a partner to the love games of 
Madana, the sugarcane-bow wielder 
anymore. Carry me now' to his 
abode in Kurungudi amid cool groves 
dripping with nectar. (7) 

C<9,tfiJ©JU} „s» CJTiT^j AL C\S) G31 

G s> GTjT Jj| car a ctt ; < ^ j uj ©n cn a ib u cu 

•« .11 ^cncviLD 

gpjb&] acnann 

cj cucuii Ain.u# ggsuda cp^r^.co 

^uLJiq Clu <niLi^Ln^ip«r, 

GAficucoit An Qfytin ^rfJluL] 

0fQ|ni](t95iq.AGA tncrrtJifiaT fe lugi$0li>lGn. 
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Pray heed me, the roar of the sea is not 
alone! The cowherds flute melody 
already throttles my soul. And then 
this deft archer Madana, god of love, 
has his flower-arrows aimed at me. 
Before he comes in and shoots, know 
the cowherd dancer’s mind and carry 
me to his abode in Kurungudi, now. (8) 

CfffTgjgjj ffTCTT l£l<?5Tn}] Q^fTLp ^Ijr^J&rTOTT ; 

Clg,fT5u f^Guib G*nsTOT0 

Cunmiiugjj <£>nr Gumsrr ui_d> r- r&fy CurrcJTTTCJT; 
CumjSlcjT ££nn gtgst QftrmijGris, 

Clix»mu «^ao;uq ^jGnarujffgj sunGnir; 

fbrL&thGn ^^Lnujturi G^rrcJT cfil0O)U|Lb 
(<^ > JURkJ0iq.ACo> (H63TfJ)CT £2_UJ5>$0tfjlCTT. 

Even after I held his feet and begged, 
he did not relent. He took all my well¬ 
being and left me with a single golden 
shroud called paleness. To date I do 
not even know where he went. 
Denied of his beautiful chest’s 
embrace, my withered breasts are 
wasting away. Carry me now to his 
abode in Kurungudi, which the player, 
the lord of gods, prefers. (9) 

-^rrjfD^ucjT -ritf, a>conii,&, 

iSlijnejT u>n inajfhnenu 

CT6&T CfljfTllSlcu QdfcflSOTTL 

Curr ^(r^crTfTcncriT Gu^ontft Ci \&fh 
ajDiDCiior a,irin0 £ftth AtaSlujsn 

Jy|/Kfejn4. 

Q^rrri^n^ffudn (ipn)2)J 2 _CYj{£, >/'•' *9*8*2) 
err on tm cr.ji flL 

The lord of gods who burnt the city of 
Lanka, the benevolent lord who is 
forever with the lotus-dame Lakshmi 
and yet graces my heart, the lord 
who never leaves the heart and sight 
ol the praise-singer Kaliyan, the lord 
who rules the Universe, resides in 
Kurungudi, so carry me there. (10) 


9.6 On Tirukkurungudi (2) 

Akkum | Begadn | Adi 

l |c&lu$lcyi a_cm_ lij(t/t 

<^HGun rr 

ua,«5>iii f£l rb^ r^ffSTfT) uOTTrufT a^rtCu rr^yjib 

gj n ijp ^iwT»cr cjrfjl, 0>nuj cunuSlcu 

iSlcrTcncn Ggijgtt gijng_graTgjTmi) 

Kurungudi is the abode of the 
considerate lord who stands with 
the skull-and-tiger-skin-bearing Siva by 
his side. The baby crane perches itself 
on a low branch and eats on the Vellira 
fish from the mouth of its mother 
perched on high. (1) 

ClufTfhi(£) gduSlcyjih 

ae" nG U rrgyi ib * 

Qtffh) ^rrfivi ^GSTCTtuo <Q«5,cp 5 jCTsi ucnflSJfluSlcv 
Gucn(_Cujn0 ib 
^rr i_dCvjS)^ jj ^Gbrflcu Cfl^LD 
(&) frjj rbi ( 0 ) 14 C* ui ■ 

The waves of the roaring ocean come 
touching the feet of the pure lord 
who reclines in its midst, on a serpent 
bed. His abode is Kurungudi where 
swans with red feet nestle with their 
mates in beds of fragrant lotus blossoms 
amid cool lakes. (2) 

oiriijja, <9)<ri«nGi nth: giut,^ <9>nsTTnfl< se*t 

Clg,n<pra7ti»n0,fTG^ 

C<9j}£ 6VJ OtffbJAGJaT LDfT <ip<£lc\j QiCWTCUTT^ 

U5(fT^6L|lh afiClT ■ 

ejempa Clfli^i^nco £,,crtcro 

$JGW] Gib'* 

^TJipu ftnn O;uuco GiDiqii 

Devotees! We have found a way to live, 
come here and see! Soft, red-footed 
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water-hens search for worms for their 
mates, wading through ripe paddy fields 
with sharp eyes, in Kurungudi. It is the 
abode of the dark cloud-hued lord with 
lotus eyes who came as a boar. (3) 

(^>C5T Glaring 

<^iT0>0>GjrT. 

2-fj(ip6 3>tj(ip\b 2-oCcurrcjfT 

agnrCufr g^u b - 
^CKV|(i) U0>gyjib C^sst (tpiycu, lociijru 

CTCoCUfTlb 

(^CIcSIot uJjCgu - <2>nci» vOGranb rbrrnrjjib 

0J ^ (£) isj. G uj . 

Night and day the bees hum sweetly 
while the fragrance of the Kuravu trees 
spreads everywhere in Kurungudi. It is 
the abode of the strong lord who went 
to Lanka and cut the arms and chest 
of the ten-headed demon king. (4) 

<5> 611 £T> GU <*h a-> crfl fb <£)J ID63163TIT LD fTCTT , 0>©S1 

LD ng> Gg,ir 

^,LU, ^caTrpj a_ujo,^,nG3T 

221 riG u i ld - 

CtfliD GDfflJfljgjJ ftCT3T633Tfrrr ^nilAeir 

Giflrnjj] 6 £>uuitcti 
Q ftfTGLltfTlCDA (ffjGjfl GlJfTuJ* ^Gntf^nCTT Gu^lb 

Guj. 

The red berry-beaked parrots speak 
like the collyrium-lined bright-eyed 
dames in Kurungudi. It is the abode of 
the lord who drove the chariot for the 
five in the war that killed many 
elephant-seated mighty kings. (5) 

S , igri 6UCT3T633T l0fT iDCDff Q^.n'COTT^I g61g3TIJ 

urrcfil^) 

Q^jfrCTTJrUc JlftlTCTT ! 

ion i£n cuGtfn<ss 3 Trr iD^cfil ® ib 

OjiTGafleb 

rin (f n fl in^lffinm u>»tuii 4>C33 t(^Iid 


Devotees! Come pure and worship 
the lord with praise, offering incense, 
water and fresh flowers, and be 
elevated. The ocean-hued lord 
desiringly has his abode in Kurungudi, 
where mansions touch the Moon.(6) 

CUGUG\Sl<9 g>)CW» ^CnuUJIT<fl€T)l_ §a 

63>6UA<!»IC3TfD 

^gugugu ft 2>dit0, 

uSi7<3>a6ir ! 

Qarr6vjc61c0 $ (t^dsu ^crxOTujniT GufTiu 

CTuSlrry «p>uuns3T 

Q^a€UCT)GO (ipCVtfiT)©J QlDCU 

Devotees! Give up you fixation with 
dames of creeper-thin waists. If you 
wish to see rows of beautiful teeth that 
match the berry lips of lotus-dame 
Lakshmi, come to Kurungudi where 
the backyards’ Mullai creeper sprouts 
tender white buds. ( 7 ) 

[b nl ^ <34,IT ^CfifatTH JfrfTCTT IDCUfT 

rjjii) 3jifHT0»n(jfT 

^O n ^63TGi_ifT0 CTibClu^inrrGST SKffln 

gjl i_ tfil G3T Si OT 

gfirqn ^^ib Qjnn ujgstcu GioiLi^gjj cumcu 

CUfT^lb 

-9«n.lT GUfTUJ g,n«n(J Cl_lWM_Oui 

Devotees! With fresh flower garlands, 
and hearts filled with love, come to 
offer worship to the lord in Kurungudi 
where sharp-beaked water-egrets 
rejoice with their mates in fields filled 
with Tara water birds. (8) 

C06ST0) ffSl63163TlL|lb ^JUJ^LD , IDfl 

tncufi , 

Q^csrrpj i icrafliblcyi GT^iblcn, ClgjfT^pifilcsT, 
G^jfTGTOTle IT <9, IT Gif; 
GT63TITJJLD ^IJClJlb UAgillb GUffl 

LJfTL 

G3T (ipcbonco LntfffirfjlGnL risnnry ld 

(<9) rrjj nii iq Gui. 
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O Devotees! Destroy your past Karmas 
and travails. With fresh flowers culled 
from the mountains, — where night 
and day the inebriate bees sing over 
fragrant Mullai creepers, — come offer 
worship, serve and be elevated. (9) 

<^«r>cuujtT6U (JgcurijGzna, CUff)rr)fTC3T, 

ilcn Gcuipih 

OifclTCnCU <2)1,17 Cl AfTlI)L| Cl ft fT6TOTl_ rTOTT GlDLJJ 
(^rrn^^i^CiDCu 

acncu ^rr ugjiojcu cucucuncn «2 ,c\S1ujG3t 
sjjoSI id rrancu 

r£lcncu urrucvj uulu uctsuld rClcucunGcu. 

This garland of songs on the resident of 
Kurungudi, the lord who wielded a bow 
and destroyed Lanka, then plucked the 
tusk of a dreadful angry elephant, has 
been sung by Kaliyan, the gifted poet of 
rare merit. Those who master it will be 
free from Karm ic account. (10) 

9.7 On Tiruvallaval 
Tandai \ Paraj \ Rupakam 

&*>«*)£> g)HlU CTG3T(T)J 

&_|bfD6D«T U/bjf? f^CCTlD 
ui£)2)U> ciirnpftftnftcjniij Qfbnrbgji, £ 

ui£l CTC5T* ^ryWcnnCiucu. 
<2(l& 

<^LiJOTT 

enLDrb5,c5Tmr GusucuGum^ CltfrouGyjiim gucucdcu 
^yLl, LD^TrjCH, Clffc^Ctf ! 

O Heart! If you realise the folly of 
cloistered living with father, mother, 
children, relatives and friends, and 
wish to be rid of the burden, then learn 
to speak of the glory of Tiruvallaval, 
abode of the cowherd-prince who is 
the end, the beginning and the 
beginning of the beginning. (l) 


tljl63TC3JJ LD LDfT CUCUG\SllL|li) GU (GTjdfl U_|ID ClCVlGjTfT) 
<^C5 tcji Cl ldgti {bcnLuSlcarniraj^Mcfil^nuj 

^ (r^GU(rJ)^>,gi | ^jgjilG3Tr:GiijCu , 
gijCJT^j ion iDenfl (Lpiq.u u{C7)^6U(Tft0 <^,<£1, 
(LpCST Cl^CjpTfD 

iLC3TOT«rnrr GuGUGuGimu) QancugyiiDrr gugugdgu 
«^uj, iD(fi)6ii Qjb^G^ ! 

O Heart! If you despise the union 
with dames of swan-like gait and 
lightning-thin waist, and fear that life, 
then learn to speak of the glory of 
Tiruvallaval, abode of the lord who 
went as a messenger for the crowned 
kings, the five Pandavas. (2) 

a_currii) CIldctt (ipcncuu uneyicu id nn 
ClurTuuuSlffJitfTT CIlduj 

Gu^sjicijniT Cij^MD <£hlj Guyana iSlcnip 
CTffJTA Af^/.'GTTnGlUCU, 
f^CTT r9Cun CIgUGTOT (<^)KDL_ GilnOT3TG3Tni7 

GgIGTIgSI uS1c\J tDGTJT J£0<+>£< 
IDfTGSiflujaft CUCUCUGUmjp ClsrTGUgJJlDfT GDCUCDCU 
<*&iJj Cljfc^Gff. 

O Heart! If you see through the 
hypocrisy of those who pay heed to the 
falsities of pearl-necklaced soft-breasted 
women, if you despise that life, then 
learn to speak of the glory of 
Tiruvallaval, abode of the lord who went 
to the sacrifice of Emperor Mabali, and 
begged for three strides of land. (3) 

UC53T £_C\JITID ClLDCZrrCllDlu|llu IJ rTCiDGULDfTfT LJCfflCfJT 
(ip&ncu c^cDGOOTgjjLD ijjmb CTdnr^j 
crann^jGvjfTfr GTcrncwmb «S 

S-ujAA^Tj^cjTnGLuGi) 

cfilcnri e—crrnn, GfilcTOTfiraflcjrr iSg^j ^u-icarn} 
CcuniiAL^g^ 2_cnnn, cucn/hjQa,iTCTT 

cuGraTcroicjirtiT cucueucung] Clan cu^iiar? gdguC^gu 

<3*, UL>, ! 

O Heart! If you decide on escaping 
from the fixation of embracing 

the tight breasts of sweet-tongued 
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beautiful dames, and seek the elevation 
of spirit, then learn to speak of the glory 
of Ti ru vail aval, abode of the ocean hued 
lord, who gives in Venkatam the joy that 
he gives to the celestials in Vaikunta.(4) 

C^nuj CIcucsjt (^cru_ LDiaicanT , 

<a\J HIJ 6337 ld 

£l(g,^l«STirn (TT63TI Igjj 6J>rf CltffTGUGinGU <5 UJ IT 
fif £iJT A SSTflCe UJ GU , 

C^nuj QdhrTrhjsn&CiCiGu cm a guituj 

Gncu&gj], rjjnfincn g cyan 

u)l€Tj<3G3mrr cucucuGunip GaiTGug^jiDn cucucncu 
^UJ, ClfF,0GA ! 

O Heart! They who rule the Earth as 
kings under cloud-touching white 
parasols, surrounded by canopied 
elephants, do one day die. If this saddens 
you, then learn to speak of the glory 
of Tiruvallaval, abode of the lord 
who sucked the poison-breast of the 
ogress and took her life. (5) 

iSliDcfi) Carr £>s»idrr Clurr$ fhatOM 
(^fji£>car>uiL|Cn l|A(6), 

CjbfTiu Qaiugjj fQcsrnru gcuiT £,mb 

Gijrryxajajjb{S) Glljcu, 

^(OjcSlcn .i" Gcugah ir,rT<j3T0 g'bg, 1 ] 4> 

GffucTTcfiiGiijrT0 ^ni;Aii) ^^jld 
iD^cfilcaTfTrr cucocucuny) OangQ^yiupa cucvjencu 
<^UJ , lfl(f>)61| , Cljb(CT)G^ ! 

O Heart! The five senses that enter 
the cage of flesh at birth do relentlessly 
cause a life of pain and misery. If you 
fear them, then learn to speak of the 
glory of Tiruvallaval, where the four 
Vedas, the five sacrifices and the six 
Angas are practised perfectly. (6) 

Obmii crconii) GluiiJSgiJ Oidoj 

CTG3TA QaitottiQ Guncrm 

Guiun^fTii ClJA ub <$4U Gusand % iSlcnyi 


§1 2_cvjfTLQ Qcuib ^IfbiAcn ^lu, iDfhj^cu 

GuriOT , m&I f£lfiSrjT) 
LDrruiC3rnn cijcycuc^mjp QancuGyjLDrr eucucnco 
LD(rT^GV| CljhlgjGs ! 

O Heart! Friends lead their lives 
considering this disease-ridden body as 
real. If you find their arguments faulty, 
their lives futile, then learn to speak of 
the glory of Tiruvallaval, abode of the 
lord who is the bright Sun, the Moon, 
the sky and all else. (7) 

Cffir eufTOT, <rrrfl, i£<t, jglcuii, aitcu 
^ cr>Q) imurij^Cl {CIotjp 

^ C<9IT A CD A CT) UJ <5)1 fJOTTMI) <aj63Trf^J 

CTMTr^j s_ujluA cjrrrCujG\j , 

C<3n Qt_Dcjr (Lpcncuu Cluncai inGuriu 
ufTtfjDCviojih A,rr^ip ld r^nicr^LD 
i Garf ffucucucump ClarTcuo^iLDn <ruco(«ncu 
^iLi, tD0GL|, Glfb^G^ ! 

O Heart! This body is a fusion of the 
five elements, earth, fire, water, air and 
space. If you realise that this is no fortress 
and seek a way out, then learn to speak 
of the glories of Tiruvallaval, abode of 
the lord who resides with the Sandal- 
corsetted lotus-dame Lakshmi. (8) 

Gcucheiflu-in it iS)«nrtu*.ujnfT Cuirr^ujrTii ctgsti^j 
geurr 

AGTTGUf^nCVJ A)G3T6ff">G3TLL|LD A0jlDti) <^G3Trr)| 
<rr«(Trr)j S2_tuA A0<^!e3rnGiucu, 
QajGircrflujiTrr tfinAO£>n-(i£ib OgjOJCJUiiT ion 
(ipi^ir ^Qpg)j 2jj)53 

GucncncufTiT cucucu surry? Gsncuc^jimT cucvjct>cu 
U>(fF)CH, ! 

O Heart! The Raudras, the Arhatas and 
the Bauddhas go about quoting from 
heretic texts. If you realise they are not 
meant tor you, and seek a way to elevate 
your spirit, then learn to speak of the 
glories of Tiruvallaval, abode of the lord 
worshipped by the celestials, the 
benevolent one who churned the 
ocean and gave them ambrosia. (9) 
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LDOTlfDCUCUfTIT 0C5TfT)Cl( @CUniT 2_CT10lL|lb 

seiiT cuffucucuny) ^ibcniDs 

•iJlcnrn 0cumb qj 63^10 ^cnrr) Gancneu rA,,*. 

G<5,rxco £,cn fbfn_cir 

2_cufTLn Gcuojcij c\jcvj ag&IluOt cu niLi 
@Gr>6U Ajh£il CUCVJOJfTfT 

<@ 00 it)suit syu, @0 rglcuib Ancucu y,cwT 0 
@OfTuLD fbC5T0 cnugjjffyrrGo. 

This is a garland of songs on the lord 
of Tiruvallaval worshipped by the 
perfect Vedic seers, by the sharp-spear- 
wielding Kaliyan, King of Alinadu 
surrounded by beautiful bee-humming 
groves. Those who master it will rule 
as kings on Earth and rejoice in 
heaven. ( 10 ) 


9.8 On Malirumsolai 
Mundura \ Des \ Adi 

(IPJb&IJD ®-GO(JAGaC3T;c£lCTHT* (A,ipGU LDI—CUCTIT 

Acucfilcnuj 2>0u5nrr)Guj 

^2)2,7id cj^ib, ^cancu Alcu QfMtb 
cub ^muvAvii g,ib CArruSlcu 

LDcnjflu|ih ^HOrafl tDuSlcu g>cJ>ipu_|iD 

CU/b$), ^0sfi1ff,CTT rglgijjg^, 
aiTfjcu ir)iTc5l00C5rT<nr}cu - 
cucsuTr^j^gjub sun r ifiuQib^Ca! 

O Frail Heart! I warn you. Give up the 
desire for union with fragrant tressed 
women, it is a hindcrance. The lord who 
is himself the seven continents and the 
seven oceans resides in the temple of 
Malirumsolai where mountain streams 
wash Sandalwood, gems and peacock 
feathers in fragrant groves everywhere. 
Come, let us offer worship there. (1) 

iqib L |CTTg/|U> O*l!M l JT0t @cnt^ @CSTf5l, 
CT(i_gt/i)CorTn crcnr^j @cffiioCiunrr, 

0tb I JIJCU .^gCUGDerffTgj gjjuSIdnjT) 

flrLn (tpuv^h Oi i—dj gtt Oyih G^nuSlcO 

cfilCTtJT0 c^i<run Gcmij cucnii 

cfilang loculi 04$ c&f fbgjjfb G^cst 

cuotct 0 anijcu iunciSl^CTjGflncyiGu- 

cuGiraTfbi^gjjLD cun, uu. Qpbft*/*# 1 


O Frail Heart! Gods and celestials stand 
endlessly with fresh garlands and p ure 
water, to offer worship and sendee to 
the tall-crowned serpent-recliner lord. 
He resides in Malirumsolai amid groves 
of Bamboo thickets where bees colle ct 
honey from mountain flowers. Conic* 
let us offer worship there. (~) 


tSIcsafl eucnrr fAft i^csrn^j 6}£)&if 

Qu 0(9<WU3 ^(f?)ClfldjT ^LpOTT *5**^^ 
cucnfi00cn , ^ACu @i_tb 

S\<^ib5> CTlb jb& G<5,fTuSlcu 

Acsafl cufiTTfT Gcu^JCjna Off30 i^Guii * 


0iD«jrr gjih Acucsaflcni g> gjJfJ'bgi 
uicwfl cuenrt dfngcu ldhoS 10^G<3nencu " 
cuCT3Tfhj0g3jii> cun, ltm_ 


O Frail Heart! To accept the worship 
that we offer, — that we may be rid o» 
the miser}" of bodily existence, — he 
made this wide Earth with many sacred 
spots. He even came as a manikin arid 
strode the Earth. He resides * n 
Malirumsolai amid tall groves ot 
Vengai trees that tell the season, and 
where gypsies hurl gemstones from 
their catapult. Come, let us offe r 
worship there. (3) 


(*,fT«mnuS1cu <5W) UJ Guuj (ipcncu 
*0 sgib (510 gjijfbftj. 

jB«rc?nin @cunp, 2,n L oia LonctT 
^cnorffjajfiurT idgjtld CWcottl 
A nn ixw51 Gcur^icar* CArrnu0 «^icun 
Alq U) suit ft 

cunn ljcstcu <A,up iDnoSl^^G^ncn**^ 

CUC35t(Hl0g)|lb cun, UK.. CllTj(CV,Gfl! 

O Frail Heart! The lord who decided 
to suck the poison breast of the terrible 
ogress Putana, and destroyed the 
unabashed demoness Tataka with 
fire-arrows, willingly resides in hi* 
temple at Malirumsolai where Veng* 11 
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a nd Kongu trees grow tall in dense 
groves that overflow with the honey 
°f mountain flowers. Come, let us offer 
worship there. (4) 

«vcOTV0*i> £*o#**r ^ vfiluj, 

(Lptq 

• *uaiC3T g,6&r Acuffjftii) 

iQairry £*>*-* 

<^LDn Qaiijflj <$ 414*01 g>ixi GanuSlcu 
1'vA.Qr^jQ Cgu uj &£ (l 

ill U , 

cur^gji <@^-2)0, Clu(f^fb CgjCjr 
UJca^Tfbi AuDip <g nrjcu uanoSl(rTj(g,G<5fTcncu- 
®JC73rnii(tfjajjii) cun, ldl_ Clf^jCTjCa! 

O Frail Hean! The lord took on the 
defiant Rakshasa in a fierce battle and 
felled his ten crowned heads, while his 
torso twitched like one possessed. He 
resides in the temple of Malirumsolai 
*tmid dense groves of tall Bamboo, whose 
tips brush against beehives, making 
fragrant honey flow everywhere. 
Come, let us offer worship there. (5) 

ib gjjuSlcinn}), 

efi)errr*u #>&>^ ^crrr’ii 0>G3Tgjj 
(®)L id ftcufjigxi (g)fJGD<su (Lp^ C<?fcfTj2,£> 

ctiB ^tuACTT <^ld C^rruSlcu 

fibur^j al_cu (^p*Jbg)l c0-9»LDiSlonuu iS)<rrflfl)g, 

fill. CUCTMJ^ tfxjfflny (Lpcafljjgjj, 

<fl i a, t\j r^-sjTiTjj .•*$(*)*o (DrrcS1(r>)(CT)G«ncncu - 
CUCTTn^J^gjJLD CUfT, IDU d«b£*)C<9 ! 

O Frail Heart! The lord who reclines 
°n a venom-spitting serpent came then 
as a cowherd-lad and threw’ a demon 
c alf against a wood-apple tree, then 
danced svith pots, and blended with the 
cowherd-dames in their Kuravai dance. 
He resides in Malirumsolai where dark 
monsoon clouds rise from the ocean and 
r °ar in the sky, and lions taking them 
to be elephants, roar back in anger. 
Come, let us offer worship there. (6) 


Cfog)i<fr<2r Gumu 2_*>, 

Q^^rr, $ijcn ucnitjACafl 2_$Qr, 

gjfTCST Sb'-ti 4 kJ& OlGiaTSOTTfT 

crrcTOTcrafl, Qpcri ^i_ib d ahcijil CtfifiuSlcu 
Guac 3 T*a Gflfrcncu iD96>&« anujeu 
Lon LDC 3 <jfl< 5 i ACU 

LonsiJ f^j*n ^rrrjcu tD rusSl pTj (CTj Gan 637 cu - 
cucjtnrhi^gjih cun. lql_ djjxc^CV 

O Frail Heart! The ocean-hued lord 
came then as Krishna, threw the Asura 
Dhenuka against a Palm tree, killing 
him instantly. Long ago he decided to 
reside in Malirumsolai, where deer 
frolic in the blue-gem mountain paths 
amid emerald-green forests. Come, 
let us offer worship there. (7) 

L|g)l£> lA(£) cfiUlfllSlci) UOTHTfl, CWj*J)| ^03701, 

ClurT0 5 ii_cu ^ijcucncraTg) g^uSlcJiQi, 

UgjlD <*><?) uffluSlcjr rflcsTii) 5>cfi1n5)fi) 
ucafl (jp^cu cucjaiciRJTn 5 ,ib G^nuSlcu 
fh&ib i£l@ <^u {E>i_£ ACifljDjfilciT 

^.C^CTl CUi^ia, GUCOTT0 U(TT)A, 

mg>ih i£)(^j /jftncu infTG61^nj(C7)GjrTCTiGu - 
cu gttt nij^tb cun, lDl_ Ojj^CTjGa! 

O Frail Heart! The lord reclines in the 
deep ocean where weaves touch the 
clouds in the sky. He then came as 
Krishna and ripped the jaws of the 
impetuous white horse Kesin. He 
resides in Malirumsolai amid groves 
overflowing with the sw^eet ichor of 
rutted elephants that bees hover over 
and drink from their running cheeks. 
Come, let us offer worship there. (8) 

q« 9 ) 0 jlT CTC 3 TIT)| ^CUITiffiCn 

(£>2,5>C3T Cu<9GUlb, ft_ 

crj,crifij duioiDfTOTTTm, ^enioujcurr ^(SncucuiT 
CTCSTTCraf), (^pOTT (jj)t to Cl< 9 ifT<OTH_ CAfTllSIcu 
aqygiGStu CalLifTL^IoSloiiT g,nip ig4)cu 

<2,rup6u«ng i/)«!h6TflrTAcn r^fT^ib 
iDfj><£)afi>gi) 0^*11) irmc^SI^CTjG^ncDa- 
cun, mi Q{b(CT)C0 ! 
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O Frail Heart! The lord of celestials, 
our tutelary deity, is pleased even with 
the senseless monodism that the 
Sramanas and Bauddhas prate. Long 
ago he decided to reside in the temple 
of Malirumsolai amid Sandalwood 
groves, where maidens of the hill 
tribes go into cover under low 
canopies and chant every day. Come, 
let us offer worship there. (9) 

<njsrar0 c^iorr arnrcu mnoSl^^C^rrcncu 

Lon Locrafl «j6jfjT6y3TGnij 

QfiifT«ran_cnfiu uncL|LD Ofh0 Ggdcu 

CIIUJCVJ fTl—t3I, 

<5jGmi_GU ffjCXJ GgUg 61 LDlilCDAUJlT ftfiyifiVltfUCTT, 

<9>giS1lu«tt curruj <^>c6)C)5uj 5) u gji cucO 
G&mnfin0 fijetKu un0ib djcuib fi_<wn_ujnftACTT 
pencil ft «* 0«nq Al_cu 2_«v;Ca. 

This is a garland of songs by sharp- 
spear-wielding Kaliyan, King of 

screwpine-fenced-fertile-fields-Mangai 
tract, offering praise to devotees 
who worship the gem-hued lord of 
bee-humming fragrant groves, 
Malirumsolai. Those who learn to sing 
it will rule this ocean-girdled Earth. (10) 

9.9 On Tirumalirumsolai 

Muvaril ] Kitmboji \ Adi 

(A mother) 

(•tpcijlflcu (ipesr (Lpg,6UGU£3T, ((.pip r*»J (£j '•*. " 

4»l W ,C ” • 

y, cucfTft mcucjua 

11.0110, 

1 n&i CTT l£,fTUJA«r!63T, ^(f^lDnciSl^CFjG^ffCDCVJ 

fgl C^TTfO 

G^nmjcvjn C^nd}lft)£>6y>(aTT, gn 

ac> 0ti)Cl0,nCcun ? 

The first-cause lord of the tri-murti, 
the lord who reclines in the ocean, the 


lord who made the Universe on his 
lotus navel, then swallowed it, and 
remade it, the lord of the celestials, the 
cowherd-lord Govinda, resides in 
Tirumalirumsolai. Will my creeper- 
thin-waisted daughter blend with him 
today? I wonder! (1) 

HGDGJT Gucrm ClufTi^lffu Cl u nOTTcafl 

(tpOlOTCUGnOTJ |°ip 6\_| CYJ lij uOTl(L p<3>G\J 
Qpft£>$ 63T GT) <»3T , 

CD cjt djcrrft y ^h Qurr^co 

ncncu f£l earn} rrerr 

A«ncjr fljipcu fh fT ^)| LbCl^nC&jfT -0 ,ujC\j 

r ctld ^nrflcrjaGuj ? 

The resident lord of Arangam 
surrounded by the Kaveri river that 
flows through cool groves of 
Punnai trees, the first cause lord 
who made the three worlds, resides in 
Tirumalirumsolai amid dense fragrant 
groves. Will my fish-eyed daughter see 
his tinkling feet today? I wonder!(2) 

cjipcaDGmj^LD, 'jncuft^ 7 

c^CU ig«n GVJ G ld 

AOTirrgijuSlGu Cl5>nwT3T0 v *>%■,$, 0 ,^ 

LOfT LDCDCUCnul . 

$GSol$ JT)6VJ LD n ftlfl G.JMT 

fi(**)UDrT65l(f^^C^rTGDCO I^«FT0 

g) ld G <9, rT gd! cn err, 

GTG&T <3^1^ ^cmpGiu. 

The lord who swallowed the seven 
worlds and slept as a child on a fig 
leaf is the lord of the celestials. 
He is a dark mountain gem, residing 
in Tirumalirumsolai amid strong 
wild elephants. Will my tastefully 
jewelled daughter reach him today? 
I wonder! (3) 
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4lr^<5>ib ^llj , ^ciicrjTCjT ^1.0cu 

(ipdn Awt® 2_A2>fi> 

UftJ<9>liJ LO fTLDOjfT0j 5,OT3T UOCD^j GTlfl LJfllh 

St i_ang, 

^1 nil<3 ,ct 7 fTjtjT ton (ip<£)eu G 0 it 

fTSSTCVJ J^lc3TfT) 

r&rhs&GV iSlfjrcncrr, f^ gT^j ^ijCl^fTCu 

CTfi3T j[Tj G^fT ftjjg] Gc\J 9 

The lord with beautiful lotus eyes, our 
master, came in the yore as a lion and 
tore the mighty chest of Hiranya with 
pleasure. He is the radiant lord residing 
in Tirumalirumsolai w'hich rises tall, 
touching the clouds and the Moon. 
Will my bright- forehead daughter 
attain him today? I wonder! (4) 

£jnC5TOJ6JT GgIJGTTgM ^oflClU 0(T}CTT 

^oj, 

gyj ncn^tp ii) ld <snn cm &, (ip ud gttiTj 

rf]c£l a,£\ (jiccar, 

Ggjcn ^ldh L4,ib Cluffi^cu 0,yp> 

,£)0UDnc6)0(0 Csrrcna) relearn) 
^'(TcrrcijfT C<?k ffGrwrai, W'OTITJ, OjOSTfluAljt 

O^mp cucviojGTrQihnGffurr ? 

The lord came to the Asura Mabali’s 
sacrifice as a manikin, then grew as 
Trivikrama and measured the Earth 
and sky. He is the lord of celestials 
residing in Tirumalirumsolai amid 
honey-dripping flower groves. Will 
mv daughter be able to bow and 
worship him today? I wonder! (5) 

Cr^aib ^cncarujrrgjGua^^ii) 

<2^1 tfltU fTCST, 

lqgvjitlj GumjilciJ (ihjp gdl_ urn 

U)|T)iGinj7t-J iSlrD<b5,rrcifT 

Cg, O LD G\J CU n lb CU CJ3T f*L| li 

^fTj LD fT G\S1 (fTj G <5 fT6D C\j 1^1 GSTffl 

Gaflc^i ^cncruOTA CldhGsisTcm. .; 

^idrartsrofl dMT^jjLDCl^fTCcvja 9 

The lord who is hard to reach for those 
who have no love and who do not 


contemplate him, was born amid 
fragrant groves in Northern Mathura. 
He is Kesava the lord worshipped 
by the whole world, residing in 
Tirumalirumsolai. Will my fish- eyed 
daughter be able to see him today? 
I wonder! (6) 

ljGTTG tfl<nne<n Gurnu iSlcrTibgiJ OurT0 uin &rfl 
Cl^nubq 

ACTTGTT5 p GnpjSjO) a>0 umOTaftaA inn 

LDCJTCUGJILLI , 

Clg>Gn Q«5,(7l^la0Lh 

^l0LDfTG^0(GTjGflnG<r5C\j <£1 qT(T) 
gh€ttgttG(Dgo Gunsfi o^gjConcrrr GUGrairhj^gj 

Qg>fny GuGi'cuGnCl^frCcorT 9 

The lord is our dark mountain gem 
Krishna who tore apart the beak of 
the Asura-bird Baka, then plucked the 
tusk of the rutted elephant 
Kuvalayapida. He smote the bedevilled 
cart with his foot. He is our benevolent 
one residing in Tirumalirumsolai. Will 
my bright-lorehead-girl be able to 
worship him today? I wonder! (7) 

uan^,^gr)iA0 c^Gjrjpj, < ai0t'ifl, ufTafligjSjj 
«£>0 Cg^n (lpC3T 

efilGraiC Grain it &0 
inncraflA* ion idgdcdcdiu, 
^ngj&enOTi, CIuiu£)gu 0,ip 

$0 id rroSl 0 0 j G o ruarveu«'t) gjt rp 
(\p<Tg)^lcntijA Gn5>ClgjrTLpGv|db (ipiqii)ii) 

Q AnCJ-GT6tn (ol ID ITILI 0ipmG<«i 9 

The lord is the dark mountain gem 
of the celestials who drove the charriot 
for Arjuna in the great Bharat a war in 
the yore. He is the sacred icon in 
Tirumalirumsolai amid flower groves. 
Will my we 11-coiffured girl at least be 
able to join her hands in worship 
today? I wonder! (8) 
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cucuibqifl '*u^iucr>cn, cucng ^fT £\<jgtt 

C^b^iTTCJT &) 6JT £T> dT 

qcuib i_|ffl g^cucijcncrr, Qunipeu Goj^£>l_ 

LUCDGST, 

4^1 coihL-i <@ujgu ^rpj e_cni_uj 

^l^tDfTS^(ffj0C5fTCT)QJ !§<OTfD 
rb«uii) 3jfni«7TCT>cjT *. QftffCO- 

CTGJT ? 

The lord with mountain-like strong 
arms wielding a dextral conch, wearing 
a bright attractive thread on his 
shoulder, is the Vedic lord of Venkatam. 
He is the good Narayana residing in 
Tirumalirumsolai with the Silambaru, 
Nupura Ganga, flowing through it. 
Will my bright-forehead girl at least be 
close to him today? I wonder! (9) 

GftA-jb&6«^ucu«i>cn, ^(ffjtfln&Sl^^C^ncncu 

^lCD lj 0 651CIILIJ CiD 63T <^,LLI J^<r »£ 

Si rrciujiin ctottitjj 

lditl fh Cl&ni4 id^Igtt tDf^jcn&uj mi 

OafiarcJT 

U ffL_cxj uggicuou Lj^gjiih uuSlcucufrn«.(g) 

^cuoncu ufTcur^jftGctT. 

This is a garland of ten sweet songs by 
Kalikanri, King of pennon-fluttering- 
mansions-Mangai tract, on a mother’s 
desire to unite her jewelled daughter 
to the Garuda-riding lord of 
Tirumalirumsolai, who is hard to 
attain by seekers. Those who master it 
will have no Karmas. (10) 

9.10 On Tirukkottiyur 

Engal | Temmangn 

cif^ja.cn CTih cnh LSlrjnojr, 

^'CjiLoGiunnfli^ fJ^rruj^ein QS}S >j ^jtt).u.J6ijn 
gjPv&iGii iS^iflujngji * ( jffleuncn- 

(oJijnnj/^ aj65!jT rEn^rfjCal ijOjii, QaujujLj 
ClufTtTf^iGcfT 

*«v%.o©aP IDCU^OI n^nOcr. 


Our own dear lord and master is the 
lord of gods, forever residing with 
grace in the hearts of those who 
worship him. He is the lord of 
Tirukkottiyur where clouds rain 
streams of gold, lighting up the place 
and making lotus buds blossom. (1) 

CTCU61J ClTjnaj 5,G&lrTuufTC3T.6TLD5*(^ £§631.0 
ijjcar gjjojrrcuniij ^guld<9,ctt 

Q^ffucSl C^nuj cucuwjfTsn inn id<9,l_0 

^Cofluj ncrt - 

CIidgttcucu inrrejncu guctjtQ ,lo mcuoSIcinsi 
iDfTcn(,uCujfT(^U) ^icnc37Tfib5) Lnn0«5,LO 
^lgjUjCijibfTSn 6 u0ld - ^0<5>C&niJ_u*.uj ) gnC63T. 

Our lord rids us of the miseries of 
sickness. He enjoys the smile of red¬ 
lipped Dame Earth, and is ever-sweet to 
the lady of the lotus Lakshmi. The breeze 
blowing over his bee-humming garlands 
of Jasmine and Jaji spreads a heavenly 
fragrance in Tirukkottiyur. (2) 

Ocij^TTcifluj rrcsT, #,iflu_inc3T ( LDGrsfl r£ln^ cijcjyicjsicsn 
efil&rarsOTTGun faibSi 0 ^, v <r< 0 err ld < 9=0 
£jarfr£rtl lu rrorr, sj—ujfrgj^jnon, 6j(igti 

a_cra70 - 

gjcniGif, r %h ClmfTsfui0 Q<mtot 3T0, ffmocncA 

(9,06310 

0fT5§>63Tiii ffiifbgiJ ^yiCT'6 

ClajGnicTf) i_|06fi1cu - ^0*(^fTili^i^iTn(I«T^ 

The spotless one, the dark one, the 
gem-hued one, the lord of celestials, 
the transcendent lord, reveals himself 
to us. He swallowed the seven worlds 
and brought them out. He resides in 
Tirukkottiyur where streams in 
groves bring Sandal-wood and 
w'hisk-hair in heaps. (3) 

6jrf)), t£)(igu 

rr02>(5> 

Uil^lcu <g>iT 

LDfT 

4 £%&'*•**** 
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fbfin)j ldcuit i_|ey.£) 

tVcn^cn 5>cu 

C%jDcv eufnuLD(^<gj(£jLb - ^(r^C^rnliivu^artCaT. 

To the axe-wielding bull-riding Siva, 
the lord obligingly gave a place on his 
person, as also to the lady of the lotus 
Lakshmi. He resides in Tirukkottiyur 
where beautiful, youthful bees hover 
over fragrant Scnbakam and Jasmine 
flowers, then sip aroma-nectar and 
dance. (4) 

ton a»i_oj cu&sicssiGfi t LflfI CUC5TrC337CJT, 

sfilcfjrcraTCUIT G<JhfT«3T UDGUITg) 

0 gjfirbj 5 >cu i^ctt ^ipu^iufTcin .• in near uni. 

- 

•-nfSj^cu Gg>rruj Locrafl inni— QciJwa* Cl^riiq 

LDfTt*?, lijgxi g C^n'SjT 2—LUIT 

£l»Sia>cn 2,ncar^f3rcvj«i> • ^^AG*flvL*^fTnC«T. 

The lord of deep ocean hue, the lord of 
dark gem hue, the lord of celestials, the 
lord of nectared Tulasi garland, the 
ancient lord who measured the Earth, 
resides in Tirukkottiyur amid mansions 
that rise high and touch the clouds, 
while the white pennons on top play with 
the Moon in the heavenly sky. (5) 

AnciJCuCJT-j^JOJ fa GT>fhih(&) $£)€&*£) ACVJfatfitf 
oi)ib Cl<*6u £_uj5>j9jj U)ff)nrjj ^cuoti 

«7 cu CVJID ^jcGln5)g,nGJT; <ttC3T€3^€3t 

(7TLDl 9 grT63T - 

Ib n CiJCuib i_jcfjl IDGJIGJT'T QJfbjSlI GUOTflfaA lUfTCu 
a. crm^crcD&i <rT63T - 

Qsbft in ^Gnrn(Cb<fttn - $(rryfcC<fcm._iqiu£nC<sn. 

My lord and master, the adorable 
Mai, fired arrows on Lanka's king 
Havana and ended his tyranny. All the 
kings of Jambu Dvipa gather in 
Tirukkottiyur and say, l ‘The lord resides 
kere!*, then bow and worship, while 
l ^e celestials come and offer praise.(6) 


Cl o >rrcwrQ gH cnfbj^catl 

^|l^l Cl] CTCJT^J LDfT LDCDlJ) 
r^OTlTJJ AfTPlgjJ 2_<3>(b<95fTC3T, 1^1 CVJ ID n LDftL(5] 

^ofliundn - 

0 cjrr 51 cij (ipcucncvjuSlcfT curTS(ipLh 

iDCuoSlcna U)creT(ipih ^ffrrfb 

- rr . - GUi^gd ©-CUC^iD- c UirfnCcoi. 

The sweet lord of Dame Earth came 
in the yore as Krishna, swirled the 
Asuric calf against a wood-apple tree, 
then held a mountain against rains to 
protect the cows. He resides in 
Tirukkottiyur where the cool breeze 
blows over mountain Mullai and cool 
Jasmine flowers, wafting their 
fragrance ever)-where. (7) 

0»«Tuu!bghi 

ld rr<9 

Otf^<!6gx] ^lq GujcnCTr^CTT 
rr >\ Sy «rrC7TCT)|CTt ^G3DioCuJfTTTACTI 

5jib Clu^iorTcji - 
®LJCUgSIcTT - 

Gijncy>ipuSlc 3 T ^wsflQuj rr(^l id n fa <u, csfl 
Cg)fa0 p}Cfc\ ujcincu ^; - ^(f^Ggjfium.u^nC^n. 

The lord of celestials who made me his 
servant and entered into me, came in 
the vore as Krishna and broke two 
Mamdu trees, killed an elephant, and 
ripped a horse's jaws. He resides in 
Tirukkottiyur where Mango, Jackfniit 
and banana fruit in plenty, in orchards 
with cool streams. (8) 

CdjfTGzncij ^,'rtT ;2)ifilip • irr^fiDrrrr, tb 
< 5 j l_ ld n ld u\j n lSI cn .9 

Gi n SV| 5 , nejr^ipcafl cvj q/fl retain, 

GLDCXjlJ,rrOTLD62D0 Cli rT63*Jin , glSUCSDfl- Cc'IJGTTgJiI 
CDGUOjCUfif Cl^rt^^ 
iS!ijncir iq^i nrrGorr 

The lord is sought after by sweet Tamil 
bards, pot-dancers and Vedic seers 
whose thread is brighter the lotus-born 
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Brahma’s. He is Devadevapiran, the 
lord of gods, worshipped by seers adept 
in the four Vedas, the fire sacrifies and 
the six Angas in Tirukkottiyur. (9) 

6UCUGUC3T, ID HU cm * lU fT 

^cmcoaicfrr Cluni^cu, 

Ca&Ach unuj &^(rtyAC0»mli^u^9(Tcrtcn, 
(^coiDfi (ip<j£lcvj cnGrercffTcmffiJT, QfbQmrrctnGvJ, 
§}CS\ ^ju6l up fTGVJ l£lcn«3HT,5, 

‘bngyjib U) dJCucvjrTfr*^ ^gi_ib 

CtlfTCjT 2_CuC<3>- 

This is a garland of sweet Tamil 
songs for the dark gem-hued lord, 
resident of fish-dancing-streams-and- 
groves-Tiruk-kottiyur, by Mangai 
King Kalikanri, deft horse rider. Those 
who master it will enter the world 
of celestials. (10) 

10.1 On many temple-towns 

Orunal \ Sama \ Adi 

ITjCU <9 i00lO CtCBTSifOy 22_uSlfT, g)(ni 

CiufT0CTT, 

CU0LO jbeu Qg>nc\j <^<£1uj sJDiDjbgjemGJT 

Q(fe0fbCU AOTTugj £,rru>©ncu; J^cjrrry Cumjj, 

*0 dff>6U <9,G57TGiJiJT lD I^J Cm £h> tL) GrT 

5> fT fatfrf I g| G LD . 

My lord and prince, my best friend, 
my very life and purpose, my 
forthcoming erernal home, — we had 
Darshan of his feet in Nirmalai 
yesterday. Today we shall go and have 
his Darshan in Kannamangai 
surrounded by ripe paddy fields. (1) 

ClufTQfTGnOTT, LD fT LDOT^Wjuj 

(Slononc^CQjnj^u^g^j SLeiluSlcu Acj&rQ 

CtJITlU, 

cnOTODCTT FT-aancvr, <rnb iSlfjntOT 

«)CTTfinc5] r u.j (Tld Qacnrry ArrcsrrQ id 


My gold, my gem, my beautiful 
lightning, my lord and master, — we 
had his Darshan in Venkatam; today 
we shall go and have his Darshan in 
Tiruttanka. (2) 

Gcucmcu ^cu^cmcuu uctTcrfl <jiS 1 0 ld iSl u i 
ufTOTicu, cmu! 5 > 

LDfTODGvj ^cSluSlcu ld<£] ijpCumLi, 

|CTj fTCVKD G3T Cm UJ 5, rrcfST^ LD 

f£, rr ri no. rflCcvJ. 

The lord who slept as a child in the ocean 
floating on fig leaf, my precious ambrosia, 
the cool Tulasi-garland-lord, — we 
enjoyed his Darshan in Tiruvali; 
today we shall go and have his Darshan 
in the world-renowned Tirunangur.(3) 

£\Gn&*<h\r> @cu *i tr>ij, cv|<s^stg3t e_l cu 
i 5 «TT«. 0 Lb GmDjjgjtfjDcyrLj Curflcu 

GufTlUj 

G0CTT5»^i<i CDC3T<9 Qt^jgTTCTTCi^JpA 

0>acfa(})lCiP* 

The light-eternal, my prince who tore 
into Hiranya’s chest, my ambrosia, 
light of the celestials, the abundant 
grace, — having worshipped him i n 
Tirupper, we shall go and have h* s 
Darshan in Tiruvellarai today. (*0 

©ncuuSlou ig^crr ^LDnifc^ijgii 

jTjl. emeu ^rr<2,^€u^c3T i^cmroiLyTSi ***** 

sj-LCncuiLichLj^ii^j e_citctud ® (ryw£t. 
efil l . cm cu cm uj & Cl a gn nji s, n oral (Tj) ld 

Q LD LU lu *'' ^ ^" 

The lord who ended the misery °^ 
Siva, -- wearer of the ash fr° lT1 
cremation grounds, — gave us Darshan 
in Tirunaraiyur. Deftly entering 1Ilt0 
my person, he melts and di** 11 S 
my heart. Today w r e shall go and ha ve 
his Darshan in Timmeyyam. (■* 
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rrcDOTT <^(ipg)ib 5><b5> cuGncrrisncvj J 

CgjCDOTT f£,cn CUU-lCU C^DfQiiSlcvi Cumij, 

^6T>(S3T GUfTlllq ^(^^OTjUD U5Q(V gufl 
Can'OTiGST, uj mb fbGr>£>0 Cl^caTj^ 

& nfiiraT' • G lq . 

The benevolent lord who gave 
ambrosia to the gods, the nectar of 
devotees, gave us Darshan in 
Tiruccherai amid fertile fields. He is the 
lord of gods, the lord who killed the 
elephant easily. Today we shall go and 
have his Darshan in Tirukkudandai. (6) 

<96 M^6uffniX^*\4' C^fT^wcyT^LLi, ClojOTnQcranij 

UJfTljjgjj < £4(lgr*,cry£)l£)cu LD^Itplijgjj 

CufTlij , 

u nrp>2>dT um^uSIcu ucnafl g£ 1 (ft} id i9 lu 
£h rrcrorQ 

Cl cij <9 a ft fT ts en. 

The lord who came as Gopala, pleasing 
to the coiffured Gopis, and gulped 
butter, gave his Darshan in 
Tiruvalundur. Today we shall go and 
have his Darshan in Tiruvehka, where 
he reclines on a serpent-bed. (7) 

^ffSlemuu uncvi ld^Igduj 

LnrToS)(T^(CTj G^fTCariOJfi) Cl^fT^^J 
Cu (TLLJ , 

(ipgj^loDGn LDewflisnuj incrafl ld rrGraflsw^ 

^cst at j Cl 3 Gen mi cSl ctot cwt a n 

ancujT^Gin. 

We worshipped the lord, — devotees’ 
life-breath, cool as the milky Moon, 
beautiful as a gem-set garland, in 
Tirumalirumsolai. Today we shall 
go and have his Darshan, — precious 
as pearls, gems and emeralds, — 
*n Tiruvinnagar. (8) 

inn ^{.Tflrpj 

Cl/bfTGTOTi (-V^l AipA 
j^cvjrru) GUjm£)$b 

Cundj, 

jgdgst^i CI^Wtjjj fb^inujG<m. 


The lord who plucked the tusk of a 
rutted elephant and killed him 
with his tinkling-anklet-dancing-feet 
gave us Darshan in Tirukkottiyur 
surrounded by flowery groves. Today 
we shall go and have his Darshan of 
our lord in Tirunavai. (9) 


QuiT)fT)ib ^crflcmiju Gurflcu loemiTiTCTTGPffifT, 
< 9 >rr)rr) £flCU *F,c\Sl0>63Trf)l £_6T>fj Q<5 oj^ 

Cltfnab ,@«r»Gij QdJfTcuoSliu 

Cl2>rTa»M_nAu(2> 

^cootcvj; ^MG3njTi_ii> 


This is a garland of songs in praise for 
the bridegroom of Tirupper, the lord 
who grazed cows, sung by the 
well-learned Kalikanri. Those who 
master it will have no despair, they 
shall rule the skies as well. (10) 


10.2 Pongattam Pongo 

(A {lance song of the vanquished 
Rakshasas) 

Irakkam \ Goula \ Adi 

<@£3^ CTlbC<fcfTCTT OflLUSb gJjGDLO 

^incninCui gtid.*^ ctw a,nGrafrr; 
ur -){Mh id mi) Q-GnrKb&j CTwr ? ^rjncuanjTGJi 

uClcvtgjt; ,@63^1 uifTGurr^j C-cna^G^nii) ? 
0fjjf)iTu.i fft fr<9,rTCTr! ^Gm^jC^nCinj ! 

G^rroj gdcu cfilci) ^grfrTLDtS)0nGwT ! 
c^rjAaii ^cn.ipuurnt ^gughcu; 

fT} fT fill <?KGTT 

- 3>l. ib ClurnbJ^^>d»jLb 
QurTfbjG<5>rr. 

Masters! Heartlessly our king did 
many wrongs, here and now they are 
rebounding upon us. What is the use in 
our delving on all this, — Ravana has 
been killed, — whom to tell this? Kings 
of the big monkey clan! O, Prince 
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Lakshmana! O Bow-wielder Rama! 
Alas, no one here to plead mercy for 
us fiends! We dance in fear to the sound 
of the wardrum Pongattam Pongo! (1) 

u£gd j^STT (ipun^lb ^CUfD£U grjCl^U 

un^lg, Cg>rT(£fpih u«nt_gj0jGuu3T Q^guguld 
LD fhjcnALununcvj g7DCli$)Q\&> Oa,ili_nG7T; 
Q^ojojgji ^j^ujfT ^iqCujrrrbJftcn 

<frfh{h C&rTCTT ^)fICjtiT 0 lO QpiqllUO 

6£>0ftjrT 0jtb 

cu iTi^) 2 ) rr ii ; 

! CTli Gu0U3rrC3T ! CTlDOTHOa, ClanGoCGVKA); 
.^(STj£\CcarfTib -fljLLbCl li rrnij*gi2,ii) 

Cl LJ fT rhJ Cfl> fT, 

O Lord! Endowed with ten crowned 
heads and double that many strong 
arms, our king placed his heart on 
women and lost his all. Not knowing 
what to do, we servants have grown up 
without devotion to Rama, a god with 
tw f o hands and one head. Pray do not 
kill us. We dance in fear to the sound of 
the wardrum Pongattam Pongo! (2) 

£j<2nru_ftrTfjonflujLb ,j c^HCnnfjj, 

etnajuuGTicvj, gj^cfilciSl <rrib GftmiirTscT 
ClAfTSffsrQGurT j,gtj, Q*l_ i_rTsyi; gud0>0 

&}*•<*> 

( 0 jtlin)[b£j}jGijGff)Gu ; Q <5> n cu C cu cu , 0 cu 

GciJjbGg) ! 

ClLjCTTTLq.rjrrG'J 0tq ^dfrcncrru 

CuA^dfTfQrijj ctgst? •i*_cin 

rrcnnn 2l^3,uuG& > Qaiugjnuj ; 

^UC^lCGjrnib -g)L_ii Qlj nni a g>&> 

Cl u rinijGflirr. 

O Tutelary king Dasarathi! The day 
our pitiless king Ravana entered the 
Dandaka forest and brought Sita, 
that very day he was doomed. We had 
no role in this. Pray do not kill us. 
Alas! this clan is ruined by lust for 
women, what to speak of it? Youi act 
is pleasing to the gods. We dance in 
fear to the sound of the wardrum 
Pongattam Pongo! (3) 


CI00CU / -tibCancsr 

2)GiT«ie3T (ipsir u«rfi(£i|)j crnufliCTt 

0 >GfrT<»f.»,uGu 

&)0> g)fTOT1 014^50 gT«n<T)| 

[bf^cnfijCDiu ^CTjCT {hibiSlGuj ClancncnnciT; 
bSl iQjC&& QifTC 3 T<njrr GcucroTiarhCnn ulLGl nib; 
Gffuffl Gurrrr Cluni^lcu ldh imiSleu ^(rSfTGtfT 
^cCj Cp>^l<srnu^i Qo,n6!rai(T^ £, i_ i£l «T I 
^UC^/lCGSTnib - OjUlil Q U LD 

OunriCiMT. 

O Lord Rama! The unrelenting Lanka 
king our master had a younger brother 
who before our eyes prostrated before 
him and advised, “This dame is a poison 
for our Rakshasa clan”. As the celestials 
desired, now' we have been crushed. 
Please take back your peacock-fair 
coiffured dame and return. We dance 
in fear to the sound of the wardrum 
Pongattam Pongo! (4) 

ClaubClijrrG3T i?>£rr (ipiq crrhJ^GTT GiHfTGffT 

«#snab CTTSSTU&] CI^ujgijld Q*rrc37Tr'ifhi?)l i 
cuibi j s_c\j rrib /*>«, <vrrdi )gvj ^flcnroujn 

cr>nijb<bC^ (gj^EDib ^uSImrr^A answfifr; 
0 tbuG«fTfr (5 j f& 0 ’-O'-ijguib uiluncir; 

^ nrjfDib uDncsflL-iorruj G&nssTf^, 

^tiiSlorncu cTLbcJUjQA Q^ntfsri^lQ^csirogji; 

^4^^iGcn (Tib - gjL-ib Cl u n njj a gj ud 
Q L l fT Pil G fT . 

Our tall-golden-crown-king Ravana 
brought here a goddess called Sita and 
held her captive in fragrant groves of 
Asoka Vana. Alas, that has been our 
undoing, just see! Kumba and Nigumba 
arc dead; the very god of death in 
human form comes wielding a bow to 
take us. Wc dance in fear to the sound 
of the wardrum Pongattam Pongo! (5) 

CjJgj LETT Al 6jrftl, 

s2_LunClftncTT ififTfl, Aiq AfTencu 
^fTiOjeij ltj th alo <5»jTJ.0(_Lpib Q^ncirrfrp 
Alq iDGVJ^uftffrrfl^gjj 
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&ngii curb* a_w<5)6n 

CfbncaTfoffu G&eSlcnuj cIjIlL©* Cl*fH-nC5> 
<£t£>ir i§«rn}j ^r^C^n 1 

■5H (g> <41C gji n ib - gji ii) Cli.irrnii 

Clufff^GftfT. 

O Masters! The monkey messenger 
Hanuman leapt over the ocean and 
entered our city, played havoc in the 
iall fruit orchards, killed the Rakshasas 
sons and relatives, then set fire to the 
city. Then itself, we should have 
handed over your master s lady to him. 
Alas, the travails we face now! We 
dance in fear to the sound of the 
wardrum Pongattam Pongo! (6) 

ampul igcjrrfjl 

2><snA2>Cjb act*© cu&ft «*©*«&* 

Lnrtgai iol 631uj 

Qjnip*Tk'uc\jn io$ ,@6 vj 

rjcrupcnuj &]Gu(hiar>&&'(0) &wenen, 

CT(hi.*»,cfficTT 

l*,QplDfT l£l6y>C3i; 10^ LDGtffl «ni6WTOT5Trr! 

QarrcucSlCcsTrfib - 5>L.ib Ourtr^i*5>s>ir> 
QunfhjG* rr. 

o Gem-hued Lord! Even after seeing 
that you had made a bridge and were 
crossing the ocean, the mindless, 
whimsical Ravana did not give up the 
creeper-thm-waisted fawn-eyed Dame 
Sit a. Pray spare us, we will tell you how 
to round up the others. We dance in 
fear to the sound of the wardrum 
Pongattam Pongo! (7) 

i-DOTib O^nGTOiGlGjrpjLD LC6oinG( rr^rfl (ip^gvjrr 
Au cvj ^'(^uu, 

fTcit CWd«t (<pGrcvj 

2>lCT)0CtO ^lcu crrariru, 

1 |65TibCl.5>fTCTt OlDCT* lDuSIoUTJ# S\c<T>tT)Gy)GU&ith 
lj«TGnu)ujn<nT631 Qa-j(Ctj^6u l-|* 

*§M6aiPbj/T,ci« v ^(riTG3i, $031 G^nctr errii 

@ q n to #n 

*sM<C»3C 07 n Lfl - ^ i. 10 Clunrtii****^ 


Despite having his own heart-throb 
Mandodari and many other beautiful 
fish-eyed queens, — instead of enjoying 
their precious soft breasts, — our lowly 
king entered the forest and took the 
peacock-fair Dame Sita captive. The lord 
Rama with arms as beautiful as Madana 
the-god-of-love, shot arrows into his 
chest. We dance in fear to the sound of 
the wardrum Pongattam Pongo! (8) 

qrjf^*6ri (\pG3TfQji_h id cn ij u Gun^lcvj 
Clun(bi(2> <nffla,(£j g <^OTarti_ciiGn 

^ LD iSl GJT 

& (] iTi) Si Gen , CWi^&i ^uj, ^Qdflejnrrj; 
tffTiiuGuncjfr 2_t_657<90*5> Cl^rr^G^nii); 

6TU3*0j tfrrjpCDC) iSInnCcrr! 
^,'cuni*^) Oculd A^Cfjacai gjOT^lrQjGun 1 
<^<iG<d! (TitbcDLD^ Q^nffuGcvjcu; 
,5<n.r5lGarnib - 5>Lib Oun»*ij*5>fl)ib 

Clun(*ijC<s>fT. 

We dread the Rama-bana, — fire arrows 
of Rama that are hotter than Siva's 
arrow which burnt the three cities 
within the twinkling of an eye. O Son 
of the Sun Sugriva, with Jambavan by 
your side! O King of the monkeys! Our 
Lord! Pray have mercy. Do not kill us! 
We dance in fear to the sound of the 
wardrum Pongattam Pongo! (9) 

6urr63TGun*(£) ^^cuib <£y, 
t^esdf) g>orator, 

Clunri^ iDn guguqjOt , <3>aSls>aTj$ 

Lj3»e&T0 Cl Ljn nil a ft* ih CwMfelNi 

2_c\j<£laflci) 

Ljrriq fQaTfrj. u '.iiMcjn, Clo,fTG*ru?n! 

^ibaniflCtu gfc\. a igcueincu; JiJjp, 

Gio: OAitc*iiRaT; 

3fT ff), , .61Gfo'3rnuj £,l iri ClunnuAtfigjih 
QunrhjG*n. 

Devotees! In the yore the lord dest roved 
the city of Lanka and rid the gods of 
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their misery. Go about singing and 
dancing these Pongattam songs, by deft- 
horse-rider-Kalikanri. Miseries of this 
birth will vanish; after the body is shed, 
you will reside in Vaikunta. We say this 
with certainty, Pongattam Pongo! (10) 

10.3 Kulamani Duram 
dancc-song 

EtUtkinrom | Des \ Misra Cbapu 

^Ijfuoar 
^0rr,fUDii); 

Gerbibi?! < 5 .< 5 ><&f? 6 iirT! 2_ibe<mj)0, 

Q g, rr^ £1 cstC n> rub; 
ajrTrr^x^g) Gu^n, gtidg^ld ^ria&GTT GunGtfitjib 
Cl0>ncvjcunGm; 
Gurrcu ^Q^OsinGfinrub - 

0 ip u) cwltgji rj G in. 

O Lord Sugriva, we salute you, Hail! 
We praise the name of Rama till our 
tongues swell. Pray tell your monkey 
clan not to kill us! Like entertainers, 
we dance the Kulamani Duram. (1) 

CTLDlSl rjrTGOT ST 63 TC 3167 T ^GTTGUfTlU CTC 3 Trr>| 

->"1 ' I 1 - '' SO fTUJuU l_01 , .r^iT I .-',1 . . C. . " \ 

fTjibiSl fF<njn! <£] f^ia^Gcar! 

IbeTTCssi! 

0ibu-£snsjjre3i uL-0uCuri63TtTG?T - 

(0^LD«nfl^nrjGm. 

Alas, Indrajit did not submit and 
say, “My Lord, my Master”, and was 
killed by an arrow inescapably. O Lord 
Hanuman! Sugriva! Angada! Nala! 
Even Kumbhakarna is fallen, we dance 
the Kulamani Duram. (2) 

0frcuii) ,^0}ix>2_nij0>6Tr G^rrninOT GTrhj&Gti 
rj it ci i CJ5T cr> 0 ih 

thftojGsr cufb5)€ijrT 3 >eiraT 0 

fiiffty (tp^>icb0 1 rrco 


j^cuctt eurnpa,! 5 tGi_G 33TC3T corrupt! 

eumjps, ! <rrfflfTir)j 
Gurrcuib ^@<^1 dnGr^fnb - 

0 ip ld gji rj G ld . 

The world ruler your King Rama 
became the lord of death for our king 
Ravana. Long live your Nilan. Long 
live your Sushenan, Long live your 
Angadan. We fear them and we dance 
the Kulamani Duram. (3) 

LCGnTf%jtf»GTT nsnn^jLD Gunrr 0ipcurriT mng,rt£F>Gb 

L| C5otfTj3bffj )£,€Jiu l_iG iTcn ld ujfTGndn 

Qurnarririeuifl qj rrcu, 

fh £331 Hil £h GH 2 GfiJl GUT, GO fT Glfl i 

fh rrcij Cu ih 0 ^encnGujacsi 
0G^fbJAcn uma ^,0^1 GjnCrrjfTib - 

0 ip ID Gurfl gjp ij G in. 

Our lowly king Ravana, obsessed 
with thoughts of company with 
fragrant- coiffured dames was fed to 
the elements by the great bow-wielder 
Rama s arrows. We sing his younger 
brother Lakshmana’s praise, we dance 
the Kulamani Duram. (4) 

Qcijcntfil gjfjbC^bfrib jinncHTii CcinaysrCLfub ; 

gjnciTib GTO1A0 ^ 
ff)lbt0G5T GTfbJAGn GOfTypgjfTGn; GTlb 

Ou 0 inncir ^inrTAfTGn! 
lf>l63TfT)J &i fTG3Tt?fT ; (f^PF CTtbentDA 

Cl a n cu g\j nGg). 

0 carnji Ou ncu <^01 <£) enGn) nib - 

0ipin<araflg J jigCii>. 

O Devotees of the lord Sri Rama! 
We concede your victory, we seek no 
honour. Grant us a new lease of life 
today, pray do not kill us. Stay and 
witness to your hearts’ content, 
dance the Kulamani Duram. (5) 
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acucSlcn (ipjjfrifr iDrnpfty cufbgjj j*rT6uc\J 

g^eatbiGruh 

c^ffjcvjcu Cl <3 uj 0, rr cn s_(h)&>Gn CftrTLDrrdrr 
cribcmfij lo 

ClGucuGvj^Guojrrgj ^^/iGcurniaingjai: Qcuii 
fl^Grrrrdn ^IfT^jcunl 

Cl a n svj cuGcij crari_a ' ^Gronih - 

(0)lp ld crafl gJlfjGlO. 

Your lord made a bridge of rocks and 
crossed over to Lanka, then shattered 
the bastions and entered the city, 
engaged us in a battle and routed us. 
O Son of the Sun Sugriva! Look, we 
have conceded our defeat, pray do not 
kill us. We are frightened, we dance 
the Kulamani Duram. (6) 

i£>fTrr)<T)Lb guldiSIgst 

<£m9*<aA 2L_ GT7CI?Vl ! 

^CT>fOLD jfjjLD G LQ 6\j &<J GcUftTiTUq C3T CffGUAlD 

CuanG^. 

^fpfQCXJ 5fT«fT0 ClgjHGXJ 61 (X)UlS1g3T 

^ ry ID £T> OTT GU nijp<5, CTOTTjrji 

^Gkcinnn arrem ^lgit - 

(£j i^i id o G in. 

O, Those of the Rakshasa clan! Come 
gather. If you want their anger to 
subside, here is all you need to say. 
Instead of boastful words, call “Glory 
be!” to Hanuman, the powerful one 
from birth, and let the death-givers sit 
and watch you dance the Kulamani 
Duram. (7) 

Adieu uirTcmcJT, i iruLi i *qofTl, G^GfjrrQ 

^<*tg\jc\j fiiD 

g)]£ucn OcuOTifD aiUf»*fflujn6Trc3i &G3T ^ldit 
Oi^ncuconCiD. 
5)6UGn lo rr l_ ih rg (TJl C u i n $ <3, rT cru c\j OTt 

£j OTtdfl fT)j GU C5T 

(g6ij«r>cn cii otttki jiciiT ^>ncj»r ^icrr - 

ip io<e Mg^n a G in. 

T he victorious blue-lotus-hued lord is 
the prince of white-mansioned 
Ayodhya. His monkey army, overran 


our Lanka destroying the battle 
elephants, impetuous horses, tall 
chariots and our crowned kings. 
Lest they kill us, dance for them the 
Kulamani Duram. (8) 

6jJbgiiLD (gen Cgucu 

CTfbiihcii ^rjrrGucmrcnTTn 
G£uq.uCu nGjinfr; gjrTf^j^,cn Gnu<!>C<3jini); 

r> uj cugj <*£> ft £F,rrrjcOT5ja)nG\j, 
^iq.tj GufigjGgjmb S2_r^j<3>6TT C<9i ruD nerr 

^cncrai; Cl5)fTi_Ga«iu£l«ij 

<3<s\. iq th ^ij^^OcaiGru nvb 

(2) ip rrG lo . 

Our King Ravana wielding a tall 
spear with a wide blade fled, while 
we became tired. Pray do not pursue 
us, we surrender to your king’s 
command. We gather in hordes and 
dance the Kulamani Duram. (9) 

OciiOTTfr) 0<3,fTCu Q^cjr ClfiJib 

JLn^gji, <5Mcaiijjj <§nrj<9>.£MT 
(2)G3Tn)l£) ^GaTCTTfTIT .Aj,^ UJlg^h 

(g, jjuD arafl ftil (J fb «** 
<5jdfTr§] Cl(htUf^§(T lpG5T(T) GcuCVJ GDAA 

AoSluJGST fc^>6\Sl LD IIGJ) GVJ 
c^oTfi^jib G^GjnirjjLii • ijgjLD ^pfifTipitr) uniq 

This garland of ten ‘Kulamani 
Duram* songs by the greased-spear- 
wielding Kaliyan sing of the 
surrender-dancc of the huge-bodied 
Rakshasas in the victorious battlefield 
of Lanka in the yore. Devotees! Sing 
and dance these songs. (10) 

10.4 Yasoda’s suckle call 

Santamalar | Yamankalyani \ Adi 

an^LDGuiiiS, (^ipGYJ £,rnp2) 

CjOlq G) <3, G u i 

GUlggjJ CTC3T (ipcnCVJ^j,0l_Lb fljGSUJnGSl CVJ IT fbl <&1 

rglcin cnjnnSIcv) (•>)£> 0>J 
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£b*bP)G3T Qujdu QufbjD ft>LDi5 r^ncn 

2_OT3T63jpllb ^(ipCg)! 

CTjV>CD|g, Oujjy.onCGrt! C—CTCTCJarnuu; gtcjt 

^ ID QUO C<3 ID li} Si-OTTCTTTfTClU. 

O Lord born to Nandagopa, my sweet 
ambrosia! My Master! With your 
beautiful flower-tresses hanging low, 
come running here alone and take my 
swollen breasts. Place your auspicious 
lips on it and take suck! Take suck!(l) 

Gur^itf) »n{$ tfii-.cij gu( jjnrrCo’snrr! LDrT(tp<£)CG\j 

Cl lu ! O^r^J^Lncuii) 

<_|cnO <?u rraj fT 1 

Qthrubicno, rjrv>^£l i_ a_s5Tcns7iA<!?5i.Gt]l ujlL 
5i ncool fT5)i 
@t[|523g)J ^liJffACcnfTQij) CTCJt 
efilcTiffmu(T0^cfT0nGuj ? 

O Dark ocean-hued Lord! O Laden- 
cloud-hued Lord! O Lord with 
auspicious red eyes! O Child with lotus¬ 
like lips! My breasts are swelling with 
mtlk. I keep calling, but you do not 
come. I wonder what mischief you are 
planning with the cowherd-boys! (2) 

$(iTjffSlcu ClurToS1i>£ cn£icti pair ^uin £,db 
61 gtt e<ri or £h G cn n 0 
$«r>«nA£)<STfl) J)ibi5 CUuja£lG3Trr) 
^«mod»,ch Acfimi*tL@ 

It irVj/Cl # ctgjt Qi5jnrbjCD(3,uSls!fT $ib unfu 

y*LI IJjgji LI fTUJf£,$0a£l GST IT)! 
ID(fTjGfil/h r^jAfTGVl ^(fTjfbgjJ Gi.inuj (J£(2nCU 

©—gtotqti £, cijnnmu. 

O Lord playing in the streets with 
beautiful cowherd boys! Seeing your 
naughty pranks, my breasts swell 
with sweet milk, overflowing. Come, 
sit on my lap and take suck with your 
auspicious lips. (3) 

intfi&GTTCli jrry Aftnb Ci irr^yjih ^ 

iD( cunrr, 

• a w tSlcon <£>A(£)Lh (ip^Cucurr 1 

acrflnji ^ctnsjnmii 1 


Q/taait ^cmbiSlanff) gjcsicmai cunrhi^ 

f£lcr csvnu9cu fc^cucr; 
^^SjGTicuGldgvj *&(/*» ^idlcld S2 _<*>tbpd 
flUpi a_GS3TGm (?, cumjfTuJ. 

O Master, the very epitome of penance 
that men and women of the world 
would undertake to beget a child! O 
Rutted Elephant, I will give you the 
crescent-Moon from the sky and in 
your hands! Come to my lap and take 
suck with sweet pleasure. (4) 

eriLDftft <9>0fhJ CJUDlj^n! iDfT LD^gl 1 

gji—!2?S> ai u! 

aCgtt GfilsnoLunG^j; £1 gij GirarCO cirmci 
cfl #0 « 

Gungj ^carrr§), <nc3T ^crrOAfl ,> i'> 

5)ibU>GG3T! ^iblDlD a_(STJTC337fTUJ ! 

^ ib lDld g> gnrgOTTfTiu- 

O Dark-tressed Lord! You walked 
between the twin Marudu trees! O 
Naughty child, forever eating butter! 
My swollen breasts cannot stand the wait 
so long. O Pure One, take suck! O Lord 
who measured the Earth, take suck! (5) 

l? 1 cnciT)cn th sir ClfliijGijfc'jn Cl/rujiufTiij j Gi 

Q i i ffl gjj ib oj c$ 6i0 u I • 

-Oiffncnib iDcttTgij^loj e._ can caiui; A-rtTr^Gffn 

<S6«r)inAcij Oiui^pi 

s^ensnib 2._0*Cl, <rrrii CWniitidm Cjaili 

unun,^/.,*camT> i 
i jGnciflfl,(^,_rf5li."ju|a G a iij uiriCa,; ljitgvj 

SL.OT3TGMI Gunn^ 1, 

You do not behave like a child; you J re 
much stronger than the other children- 
and full of mischief. You perform such 
acts right under our gaze. My hear 1 
melts for you, my breast overflows with 
milk. Do not pretend to sleep. Cornf¬ 
lake suck! O Strong One, take suck! (h) 
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&G31 LD«5i65T , *>(/V CUCTT Guiiltf-'fl (ipGTlCU 

GfliiT feijifl Si Q«.n 0 *a. 

CUCn L£)^,«n ^t,UJ , < 5 ^,^ SUfTfhJ^l 

(IpGDCu 2 _GTr*-!£)Lbl 5 ! 
IbOTm^cTT j^iuiDAGctTn^l r^ncsflcu 

ijDfh)GD£h iD^nnncnfr! 

GTcSfi ID 5 jGg 3 T I^LDiUlb .gTgTGtfTTniU J 6 TCJT 
c^lLDimi CaiD(ipii) CtTTfT C 33 T fT G UJ . 

When the terrible ogress came disguised 
as a mother and gave you her breasts, 
you took her poison milk, and her life 
with it. O Bridegroom of the good 
cowherd- dame Nappinnal, and of 
Dame Earth! My Child, take suck! 
Auspicious One, take suck! (7) 

**> ibfijlh <^lq 0 >CTl ITjnfijfT 

tfTtfjT GT>£Ml9cu G*fTCUfTGU 
Ginrr^<rt|ib <£IcuCcvjg 5 t; 

freb gQ fffcnfj crebcufTib 
c^Jbgij i Gurr^j] e»maflGm gj 

Clg>uJ G)l fhj /h&i <5>rrS33T, 

' I^UD Gun^ - djl&jCcucu, 

^ ub cn^MuG^SrlGUdflfTliJ. 

O Lord, wiclder of the discus! Your 
father will get angry; alas, I do not have 
T he heart to beat you with my cane. 
When your cows return at dusk the gods 
*n the skv will be watching. Please do 
not stand there. Come take suck. (8) 

^ Lj !D©a) <frtfy>GUMJG3i, gild G<o>ni£iCTCCT Curt 

«^|(ff) 6 TTrTCTT 631 iD-ftCUITuj! 

' 9 , lb.it>< 5 > (£)Lp»raj£>j GftfiG«,u! 

Ggjfrcjnr^ltiJ ClgjfTcu uiiSbipncrm! 

^cnib Gg,iTijjnh iDi£l 0 >g)i. «»n«jub 
agtAGit)! 

crrcjT at GraiOTTffGgj. gti-D 

Oi *(fhif>nc 3 T /yjt^»f,g,f»Gui ? 

^ Chief among cow-grazers, my 
f-^ge! Q Son of the benevolent 
^andagopa! O Crown-prince among 
die band of relatives! O Lord ot eternal 
fame! Q Jewel-elephant roaming 


through every forest with your cows! 
O My Master! What took you so long 
to come and take suck? (9) 

^ihcnin @L_n Clai_ C<su<J33Ti4, GJibfbi cnflcii 
Ggjncri ^oSl^cir^ 

CI^LDGDLOU UGpGUCU ^n6oQ«JJ,fT6TOI0 , 

Q<5rt j^CT 37 Cln^iq.uJ gugSt gjcinGaicyi, 
^LDLDlD 2—GTOT GT63TJTJJ CJTfT) UfTl_€VJ 

pencil gpjijgiib Qffjgjib 
Cl LD lijli) G5T5 LD IDOTgjgjj cnGIJgjgjJ GJgjg, 

cfil 60 Jl tool Gil IT 

This garland of ten songs inviting 
the red-eyed lord to come and take suck 
was sung by strong-armed Kalikanri. 
Those who can sing it with a true heart 
will become celestials. (10) 

10.5 Chappani (Clap-song) 

Pnnkotai \ Nadanamakriya \ Thram 

y,Ibl GftlTCDgj ;j . 0^1 • i'CTJtUgWIul) 

l 2?_G3TT UtfoT, 

• ^iQjcn , ' ■ i |^ni &,fh , 

i_|cnuiu|Gf!n0 , 
6jfbj<?CI &{$»>&' GSlGncniunQu) 

6llG73TG3TnG63T ! 0Ut_in<Spjfl; 
q>cifl LD<srafl gij fa -j- j rfe- j jrGCTT ! su uriGrafl. 

O Lord dark as the deep ocean! You 
came and ate butter while the llower- 
coiffured Dame Yasoda sat and 
churned. She bound you up and beat 
you, made you weep, then consoled 
you. Now you are playing! Clap 
Chappani! O Bright gem-hued 
Lord! Clap Chappani! (1) 

gilTUin iOG3ir»i)AGn tfjiqui J, g,ll9lT Ql^UJ f 

cjtii ctud irnv*<f» <hi b 

<£H,u J IT ^ipAl^iqAGn 

sufTtucuGcsr! Oa»nu..fTuj, ^uuncsafl; 

lOrtCO OJCJ3lGSatCi^! Q<0>iTlIt .ftu.i flLJi jrrcjrafl. 

O Beautiful Lord of the Universe, King 
oi the cowherd clan! You always eat up 
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the curds and Ghee of the maids, 
making their hearts flutter! O Lord of 
lotus feet, and lotus lips! Clap Chappani! 

O Dark Lord! Clap Chappani! (2) 

0>fUh ClDfTJT 2_(fTjlll£^ g,uSl(T Clffjtij 

cfl(igc»j)£lL0, 

^(tGidit 2>6ug>6uiT ffrcsT^j r^uja^lmiT 

g,niblSl63TfTCO, 

^mbCiDfTgjijtf, cn<9>ujrTcu it <»■,*, 

@0j>5) 

^fTGiOfT^rjfT ! Cl<a.rnli_rruj auuncssfl; 
2>fTLDfiT)fJft <9,6TJT£33 tCC 7T ! ^LJLjnGSilfl. 

O Damodara! Lord with a leash over 
your stomach! You overturn the 
buttermilk pitchers, gobble up the curds 
and Ghee, and incur the cowherd- 
women’s wrath. a He?, Toddler?”, 
they say, bind your hands and beat 
you. Clap Chappani! O Lotus-eyed 
lord! Clap Chappani! (3) 

QurbjDflti 2>cff>cn aipcuu Gunn^gj 

^ILIGU 

sa-ib'D"" f, 2_OJ<£)cjflcU 

iDn30fT0iri Gunuj Quorar 

£HCT)0i ff-JTolL 

fta>jT>rrujCc5T! Q^nili_nuj, auurTcrafl; 

< 9 ?ftfr qjojutotjtGot! Q&mli_mLi suuufTGrafl- 

O Lord come to graze calves! By 
your birth you freed your parents 
from shackles, then with no relatives 
there, you moved into the midst of 
friends, who feared for you when you 
sucked the ogress Putana’s poison 
breast! Clap Chappani! O Cloud-hued 
Lord! Clap Chappani! (4) 

Gang>gj| crest fglesTCTnOTrg, Qg,n^QjG3T t g>o; 

Guuus^fl (ipGDGVJ SL-GTOTu tScTTCTTmij! QutfluJCST 
,SH,Uj0<flujn ^uuib 00C»rr; e 9H<Jijfr0><5>rT<9>fl 
«£>rt ^uSlgub ^uunorafl; 
g,t ibi ons>*<mnc\j CUMViLi~mij t /juLitToraft. 


O Child who sucked the ogress 
ireast! I beg of you with folded 
hands, favour me. The cowherd- 
dames will give you big Appam, sweet 
rice bread. At least for their sake, clap 
a thousand Chappani! With beautify 
lands, clap Chappani! (5) 

G&guguid ^CTTrrjj a_cir GuuSlfru; 

JJjfTGifT <S>1G1JCV> ^UUlh , 'V 

y, (gGTT (ipiq iTj^cjr gjgjr Gurnr 6]CjD 

GafrcucuGcar! Cl*&ml i_niu , auurtcsJ^; 

0i_ii Gl^mli_rriLi suuncy^. 

O Fighter-Bull of tall-crowned 
Nandagopa’s clan! O Dark cowherd- 
Lord! Yours is not an ordinary 
stomach! 1 shall give you flaked rice 
to go with the Appam for your 
hunger. Clap Chappani! O Pot' 
dancer! Clap Chappani! (0 

qG«c*^«nc3T Gundj i i|£j 

,9nuj2>gjJ 

gjcncifl cfiloncn lli n iq gjir^j0 p 

Q GU CTTtQ C53T on UJ 

^crTcrfliu cna>ujircu ^i^Gujgst (ipcnco 

02,00^ 

iSlcncDGnuiSloron! Qftfnli_nuj, 5UUi'fi3^J 
Gliuj (ipcncu £_«nni_rrGorT! ^iliufTCS^* 

O Child, my Master! You rip the 
horse’s jaws, you destroy the Kurundu 
trees, then skip and play; reaching 
out to the hanging rope-shelf yo u 
gobble butter, then fiddle with m>* 
breasts with those hands. Clap 
Chappani! O Lord who sucked the 
ogress’ breast, clap Chappani! (7) 

iLuru^ib ujntDfljgjj 

innuj Gucuonciiu Oucfftn ouiTjgjj (ip«ncu 
Guui ciG5np}j ^Guencru j iSliaGjgii © 

ci)nujGi>G<5rr!Cl5jai_i .ruL j .9 u lj TToref) ] 

iDrrcij4?uCcjyioniiGG5T G^rnlt niij, ^l'ii 
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In the dead of night, while neither your 
mother nor friends were watching, a 
beautiful stranger came and gave you 
her breast. You discovered that she 
was an ogress, and took her life with 
your mouth! Clap Chappani! O 

Pleasing One, clap Chappani! (8) 

ftcnora, ^uj*. AiTCUfieb 

S>Grr gtFI 

CIldcttot^, G<2 >ni_ajTj£») &i>" a_uSI<T 

£>_ GftT l_ 

cuctrenGGufQ&fTiluniiJ, #uu n-«rafl; 

LDfTCO GliGTOTraTlGcTT ! Q&fTL^L-fTlLl, <5UU fTS^fl. 

o Benevolent Lord, Wonder-child! 
You smote the bedevilled cart with 
your feet, then when a woman came 
to breast-feed you, you grabbed her by 
stealth and took her life! Clap 
Chappani! Adorable Lord! Clap 
Chappani! W 

Ami r ^ii 1_|UJCU CTftA AC^ACJfrrSl lorhJCDAJjrr 

Can fim, 

Cu rjncn£37 iSl rfl ujngj 

Cl AfTCWru 

^Oitcirn I Q5rtj£n£r»tf>«>0^» Acftrararrr! £>carai 

gjjtpniijgj 

2>nn ^enn! ClAnili-fTiu, 5uun»cjnifl; 

5)U iDfTiTcun ! Cl« 9 .mli_niu suuncrafl. 

O Lotus-eyed Lord Krishna, forever 
gracing the heart of the benevolent 
and benign King Kalikanri! Clap 
Chappani! O Lord with wide 
auspicious chest graced by cool Tulasi 
garlands! Clap Chappani! (10) 

10.6 The lord’s wonders 

Enganum \ Kanada \ Adi 

s^JAmsnub rr$,i sjjui ■£) lomuib ? 

2>5 fbngcnKatT^iij, ft co^g»gjJ <5H0)5>ncw 
^^lArrcrJLn fftib Qu^u^rrcTr; 

0 1 * 5 * rQcu^gryLO 


Quiriy® «3>i_gyiii, Qufi0uc|d) l 

Qfb0ui_|ii> 

Gff>0A/£lu U[A , QufT63T 

ibg> otC U fTg*J 

j>£><a»aT AncwdSlcir -^OTfry , 

^4,uj <5 uj q rr«vi 
, CIqjC73tQc33TUJ2_6T3t(ij1 , 

<^H,u q csrar iq 0.<i>^b gyj G cot . 

My Lord came as Nara-Narayana and 
divulged the sacred texts. He is also the 
one who packed the twin Orbs, the 
Earth, the oceans, the mountains and 
the fires, — all within his stomach! And 
look, now he is a child leashed to a 
mortar for stealing the cowherd-dame’s 
butter! Can there ever be a greater 
wonder than this anywhere? (1) 

0C3TIT)) f£>£3TrpJLD2,£)(T, ^CFCmi) ^gttgSIa 
I) CD fT &L-GnCCiA , 

^0AnGu, 

d>l63T£U O A rTOTTrQ ,£? ll u* CCJ63T 

O&L OTT r£li£)g 

^lsn«nr5^Clu0LDnci(T;^g l | (: ^iGSii5l»Lni), (ipcisr 

f^GOTf^l 2_GJ3Tl_Cl0,nCu j$f| lDAIJA <9,l_6U GJtp 

u>c«r>cu sjip 2_ffu0 cjLp c^LpujfrcniD ft ID 1 9 . 

^ GJTrrjl g CTgTLOJCjl AfTCJ3T|_fil CTT - lS)C5tJT}| 

^lUtf^UJIJITCU, 

^cnctl, Q Cd GTO10 GT3UU 2 _ OTlQ , 

d^u n crar m 0 ft# cu G CiJi. 
Rolling the serpent Vasuki over the 
mount Mandara, the lord churned the 
ocean for ambrosia. Then he came as a 
cowherd lad and straightened a 
hunchback woman benevolently. He 
is also the one who swallowed the seven 
worlds, the seven seas and the seven 
mountains in a trice. And look, now 
he is leashed to a mortar for stealing 
the cowherd-dame’s butter! (2) 

a_cncTTft«£lU0 ST^2>£ IDgu 

s_cuui \ <@cu GuoSliunri ^tnirrurrcu GdiSIgib 

CTOTJIJJ (fKOTTC^jfl 

cSlQUlGGTOTrriT Llfjcu, 

^HOJiTrbndt Qu0ii) ( ,(j, ( (Lpcji ftnch 
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QJ«n6TT£-)^ll_L_ GfilGUConctfl 6UG\J QjfTCTT GTuSlfTjq^J 

1 D 6 O 6 U Cuncu ^eiiGJinciT a_i_Gu coen 
a_^rjncu 

^CDGTT^^llL-GUCn a>nGT3TU&C3T - <@6317)1 

UJ (JfTfiU, 

67) 6 TT j C) ©J 6331 Cl 6731LLI 2 _ G33T •, I 

-i LJ 6331 14 (7) JT> 0 ) 61) G 631. 

When the gods found the boundless 
strength of Madhu-Kaitabha a cause 
for fear and enemity, they sought the 
help of the lord, who ended the Asuras’ 
lives. He is also the one who came 
against the mighty bow-wielding, 
fierce Hiranya and tore his chest apart. 
And look, now he is leashed to a 
mortar for stealing the cowherd- 
dame's butter! (3) 

^cnniT^lL-Q ^gTuoCujfrn jcjann £>n 6T63T, 

<S> FT 63T 

0IJG33T jSMjUJ, (ipiJ6731 *2^11161167) 631 £_^CllJ/T€u 
l51 617IT,£1 L 0 £|U>0<T*(£) c^06nCl5UJg^ 

Cu0lD763T <£l0lDffCu, efilffl r^li £<_CU63)<9i 

su^rrri^/PilL- Cl^ncu ^ cfilrrico uoncuc^lcjuu 
1.0 6531 Cl «3b fl 611611 ©I (Cp jl ^,^1 LO ft 6771 

07)67 ^UJ , 

^ Li t_ 6 U G3T A, n CJ3T li)l 6 &T - @6317}], 

<2^111 & /fl IU (J 760 

67)67 , Cl ©J 6531 Cl 6o3T llJ 2—67310 

^ U LJ 6371 iq ©J C 671. 

When the gods despaired and sought 
the lord’s refuge, he came as their 
protector and graced them, by 
destroying Hiranya with his nails. He 
is the lord of Sri, who came to the 
prosperous Mabali as a manikin seeking 
a gift of land, then grew and took the 
ocean-girdled Earth. And look, now 
he is leashed to a mortar for stealing 
the cowhcrd-dame’s butter! (4) 

|£g 337_ 7631 07)67 ^li), Qg>0 6u763l ^676L|li); 

^lu^ujnrr u 0 ib g,|ujiT - a u 6 iGOGonvb 
^C33T| H67UD r^l6?nOTTfTS^j @>er>i|)Cu^676411) 
Ciii6u GsytuQ&i i9fj-763i rSH&i rS^Ginrfttmb fipan, 


G €1)63311—76:011) g)lD63r 2,107 6T631 £>lD671fJ 

G&63TCUU OLIp©)nn <2)]G\J7 ffTGTT^J 2—SO0, 6 Jlp 
^63311-7631 - ^61J63T <S>7G37Tl$G3T - @63T7}| 

^IjUJ ffSl UJ 0 7 CO , 

^€ff)61T, Cl Cl) 633TO 633T UJ 2-633T0 

l_J 6331 14 IT, £f) 611 G 671 . 

The manikin came and grew, then 
took his foot up into the sky, that his 
devotees may never face despair. He is 
also the one who broke the law of 
Karma and ruled, “Yama’s agents shall 
not touch our devotees”, and thus 
established a reign over the seven 
worlds. And look, now he is leashed to 
a mortar for stealing the cowherd- 
dame’s butter! (5) 

Ulj>l<jb£k‘.l. @<aruu UUUG3T ug>FU <^0 Qj5?&J ij 
U€ 33flflr>g,j GJ&i b CU6U6U77 gjjUJIT <- 4^10 

CT GO CO 7 ID 

^$ r b$ l ^ 0 i.^©lGn'J<& 5,63T^0 ^A^GIICOCO 
Qi_J0LD76ST, $0iDrtCO, c^J&l c^H67r<$LL|LD (l 

Cl 5,1^1 <2)^11!0 CT^I^C^ 67^1 n rQ^Trrn 1063163167! 
^63!^iCg>nCTl <2^63)60 ^uS1a(lpub IJD^Cll 7GO 
1 P •— L - ^ 63T «9> 7 6331 (£l 63T - @ 6351 

< 2 ^ 1110^1 U 1 H 760 1 

<2^67)67, Q 6063310 633?UJ 2>._6W?0 

cSMjU q677U405j^,©lG63l. 

Devotees who cut their attachments 
to a life of pleasure and offer worship 
at the lord Tirumal’s feet are rid of 
all their Karmas by his grace. He 
then takes them unto himself. He is 
also the lord Parasurama who cut 
asunder the thousand arms of the 
warring King Kariavirya Arjuna 
with his battleaxc. And look, now 
he is leashed to a mortar for stealing 
the cowherd-damc’s butter! (6) 

U6TM_£$C0, @Qj 

63)60111 L£> £._UJ uJ ’ 
(ip63i J*)"** 

uGJafl.T^c;^ su6uco7n djjujii ^uj ctGoGuirb 

gjj 67)1,5,^ i _0 5,63T&0 

Qacrflujn ^©cuGuituj 
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ucm_uJ<T 

cSl Qjri^OU L_| <5i LJ LJfTLUi5<ffl cfil LDLD , <9) 1_<S3")G0 
cW^LfcjpLU 61 JfijT 0* fl 6 T 3 Tt_£)l GOT - <@<SOT(DJ 
c 2)J j lLI 0 & UJ ij ffCU 

<5M cn^TT, Cl qj gjotCI goth w 2-6TOT0 


LJ 6T31 iq ( 2 ) fj>5> <» 1 J G 63T 


The Rakshasas failed to realise that the 
lord elevates the whole world by 
Piping away the travails of devotees 
and accepting them unto himself. 
Then the lord gathered an army of 
monkeys, made a bridge over the ocean 
with rocks, and destroyed them. And 
look, now he is leashed to a mortar for 
stealing the cowherd-dame’s butter! (7) 


Clioerr «3«n.cny> £b«\j Grjifr 

^cj\ipGiun(£) 

2—L-GOT t^LU CTGOTGOT GllG\J GJUJ 

<^gugtt g^cnuib ^GSTGLjrTgl 

Cff f^j Q<5,rr0 gv GOT vf^uu , gjGrrnu 

Jg}Cur*CT>*» iDCUfV* <£40AACOT 
0*(j£ (gerr (ipiq. Gg>nClGTm(^l QyOcn g^jcrafluj 
&i Qpj 0y $1_ L_ GU GOT <9> ITOTOT uft GOT - ^GOTp 

lUgrTCV) 

Cl gugsotCI gottuu , 

Uj QTfT iq. (fTjj, GD G GOT. 

Breaking a strong bow, the lord 
e njoyed the sweet union of Dame Sita 
of soft coiffure and beautiful jewels, 
then was proclaimed crown-prince. He 
crossed the ocean, routed the city of 
Lanka and cut the heads and arms of 
the Rakshasa king Havana. And look, 
now he is leashed to a mortar for 
stealing the cowherd-dame’s butter! (8) 


i C-jMp ® Gincnu Clurrfbi 

^ ffl ld 0 - 5 , 

Clftiicnsun.!, iSlifliungj »)4*#ijpG0Li^)l, G-nij/^ngj] 
• ^ k_ . rOOA<Tcnr»(5* 

^i_n$j.9,rT0,^taOT cunuj 

!@(^) 0c\ ir^j C)<5iu<!h Cli j(fV)tnrT6OT. (ipGOT (hnan. 


G)lffl(n$L_l g 61 gVJGU(TCI> IDOli GJlipib (TTUJfri] 
i_ocr>ojCufTGU 6£>rr 

Qp&f&y 

^(fln^^llll-GuGOT (h flGSOTlfilGOT - ^GOTfTJj 

.^uj lu rjrroj f 

GOTm.it , Cl G)J QOT Cl G3OT LU 2_ GOTOT(^1 f 

^^ULlCSOTlq (fTjfVjgjCliCGOT. 

When the impetuous horse Kesin with 
a red mane came rushing against him, 
the lord confronted him and tore apart 
his jaws, getting rid of him forever. 
He also shot an arrow piercing seven 
trees, and chopped off the nose of the 
mountain-like demoness Surpanakha. 
And look, now he is leashed to a 
mortar for stealing the cowherd- 
dame’s butter! (9) 


f£)<,OTrnnrr (tp&UlJ0 <?flrf)lg>|ib cn gotuj frcyi 

guuS! jjGOTnrj rpOTiTjuunGOT, 2 _$uurrcu, 
g,uSlir. ClrbitJ 

^tjiu^^ujn CIciigjotCIgtotuj 

il_oGgv) n(CJI 

qeOTnLq^nF^Ojg) Clu(fT)iotT6OT ^iq.CiDGVJ 
rFjGOTfQi «^mu Q^jrtGVj ^Vtojujcu iDfaG^&ujft 

G &> IT GOT , 

aqSIujgot e^c^lClauj^) iDncneu Gucucomi 
(TtGOTfnfrcni ld Gnu^mir ^Jl o; ^gotuld gtlu$ 
^•OTiDGuinir^^LD ^juuncvj C1«9 g\j <nuj.9 1 iGunCci. 


This garland of Tamil songs by 
fertile-fields-Mangai-King Kaliyan is 
offered to the feet of the lord who, 
oblivious oi those around, went abom 
filling his belly with the milk, curds, 
butter and Ghee from the pots of 
cowherd-dames, then was bound to a 
mortar. Those who master it will 
never despair, will enjoy a good life 
here, and will go beyond the world 
of celestials. (10) 
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10.7 The neighbours’ complaints 
Manam | Kapi | Adi 

lDfTC3nh 2_r*ijAGTT <3H,wrT 0CUID; 

eSHgjOTrTCVJ, l9ff)(T lllftAOT gjlDCTUCI 
PC^g^TLD 2_ 6311 _LUOTT CUlLUUU ClufOmL CTCJTJ^j 

^ ij U u on; 2_guu«£lcuCcu<nr; 

i^ngiiLD 2_cn|J5)^)Cftj65!; $>{b2>cn 

e.jdr, 

rFjfhian&thnGTt; farrdrr ctcjt CltfujCAGin ? 

C£>(7 AG5T«jfllt|lb &?)}£ ^S>g)gi]g) 

5,u9it &£ni_<£lGffTrr)rT6jT Gurr^yjib. 

O Ladies! I could only plead with him 
and say, “Your cowherd- folk are 
respectable people. Please do not go about 
destroying the neighbours’ daughters”. 

I could not scold him, nor could 
Nandagopa do anything. It looks like he 
and a maiden are churning curds in the 
outhouse. Alas, what can Ido? (1) 

AfTencvj cr^Jbgt] SiGnt_rtjg] ^lo Cinnn cfilrrjAu 
Cun^lcinCjOGaT ftCrsrCi_ CunCcjifiji; 
ujfrcnoj fb^jr^u ld&ott 

t^Cuojncu, 

iD0jru 6^5>^fT0ib cvj ; 

Cidcdcu 2>^VAmo»rrc«Tifi\ careen; 

CI«U€53tCIcITtCuj^63T|T)j ££( n j*b1h 
ur^jjLD «t s, crou^C coon; 

ufTcfilGiuarr 

ctc&t CloiuCAdn? cron GlaujC«>Cs3Tn ? 

O Lady of the main house, Yasoda! 
Nobody else came here, other than the 
flower-decked dark haired Krishna, 
Nanda’s son. I saw him as I svent out 
to sell this buttermilk I churned this 
morning. Come here and see! Not only 
the butter, the ten pitchers of milk 
I had saved are also empty. O What 
shall I do, what shall I do? (2) 


QgjCnCtfluj CUfTlLJS LUfTCJT 

£2_r5lCLDoncug) <§cnfoj)Pi 

OcustTcifl iDsncu ,@0^j)tTCO epdyfh OcijornClcraTcnuJ 

cunifl d? rii£ uSl tL(►? 

arncucn 2—0 nu (S}<£\ err^ncrT; Gu&Qy 

*ncraTifilc3T-0iCn; 

651.5, crcucunib Clfrjiu; cuuSl^u 
iSlcTTcncn utnb cjip s>_cvj(tf)ti 

Q5>lT6TT(6ff)lb; 

Gu C31£f>G UJ cjl CTG5I G<5lLlG5,CG3Tfr? 

O Ladies! This wily child with clean lips 
sleeps innocently after gulping butter 
that w'as heaped like a white mountain 
in the pitcher set on the rope shelf 
hanging from the ceiling. His hands are 
smeared with butter. His stomach is not 
tvhat a normal child would have, it can 
fit the seven worlds into itself. O Dear 
me, what shall I do, what shall I do?(3) 

CT>iDfbrbii>M Cgxjcu &cttt ff>cucurTGn (tpcSicmD 

Gu.0£> 

Guoncn <ju®nrr jj>gvj ton Cldc^I 

^gjt iijibiSl rbihiSliLjLD fyl (0) cucniTiTjOjgii, 
^eueir ,ia)cx>ci Q^uj^jf^lajaarr; 

GumLjb fbu>$ i_|C^(CT>«u«jt, Acircutb 

Gu n>£l 65irr)CiJ rr ftcuipjb^lil01 

£>ii>6l gjLDiSlujn 2- 

CTC3T QsujCaSFT ? CTG5T Qa LuG^GcrifT - 

The collyrium-lined spear-sharp-eyed 
good dame Devaki had another son 
too, — of pure complexion, white as a 
conch. He too grew up here, but he 
never did such things. Just see the way 
this rascal, repository of mischief g° eS 
crawdinguncler like a child. As long<* s 
this fellow reigns, there is no deliverance 
for us cow*herd-dames. Alas, What shal 
1 do, what shall I do? ( * 

§)j)Cr>& t-|(£)!ti$G\)QrT; n^ncyi 

G^rrvJjluinrr ^(r^ih ^cuoncu 
meufr* (<9jipcvjrren gj^sflCuj 
cfilc^6miirr{^lib id 
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u lbgiJ ur5l5,gxJ2> 

Ulq.fT)GJT, U iq Cl<9LU LD 
rb!b&,Gfl in£,CDGU&0 @1*0 CTOT Al_GGLlfTli)? 

;bnij0,nuj! 

CTC3T Cl<D OjGffeCTT? (TfCIT Cl Siii G & G 63717 ? 

O Lady Yasoda! My flower- coiffured- 
daughter was playing all by herself. Her 
father had not returned. I too was not 
here. None of her companions were 
with her. This naughty son of Nanda 
went there, snatched her ball, grabbed 
her dress and tore it. What can we 
do to stop him? Alas, What shall I do, 
what shall I do? (5) 

<J<TCT ID&CTT C«3>CnGUG5T, LDCVlfr LD flil GD 

rp, n LLI <£h £3T 

(°IlJ0|T) ) 

c^CTJJGTincu i^'cr'CuA 0jpcu rb<£ C^fflaCs, 

c^JOJoSIgu QytlGfl GUQjSi l£l 6D GD OTT , 
OiGiraTLDCUn G(3rT«T(Tj<53J (ipCDCU GlUbgi] cfillDlfil, 
Aiccua CI^GUtfunuj Qgl^uu, 

^GSTUVfcCTl QJOT5TC!niTlb^’(2y®»^C3TfDC1' n . fj)I*&nILI 
CT63T Cl^lLGaSTT? CT(S3T Cl O luC^CcSTn ? 

O Lady Yasoda! This Nanda’s child is 
the husband of Dame Earth and lord 
°f lotus-dame Lakshmi. Playing a reed 
flute at night he entered our hamlet. 
Thereafter my daughter’s flowery- 
e yes drooped, her breasts tightened, 
her lotus lips paled, the colour drained 
h*om her cheeks. O, What shall I do, 
*hat shall I do? (6) 

^juSIold £b£rn (76^0^0 

<^CTTir) J; ^UUIT GfilipGlJ GT0UU 

1 ,fT '5C7TLD JjCuCUGaT UGDJTlqdfcGTTriGU L|0>U 
(TTCUffuftLD 

ffj y£, <aHq.6l)0&n6TOl(5l 
C - C ® T ID«!>,OTT,@GDp (b^J*^! 
kDn UJ€5T CTGOcurub (Tp'DU) 

^JOncngjgj, Gung^jiu. 

^ Lady Yasoda! From the days of yore, 

1 e cowherd folk celebrate a festival 


for the thousand-eyed Indra bringing 
cartloads of good food-offering to the 
hill. It seems your wonderful son went 
there today and, assuming a ghoul form, 
gobbled up all of it in one sweep! (7) 

Ca>ruu^,2, £F)uS)0LD fTjfpj CllJjUJLLJLD UFTCyid) 
££>ir 6 £>IT 0l_lb CTfifrfpi 

^lUS^IujlT SCI .tq ^CDipAAGULD fbaC3T @0,0)0, 
crrGTTd^ , @CU€DG3T JJ,r* 0 ,rTUj! 

G<5fT5,5,lb iSlQrrcjyT @ 6 D<S 1 J CljlLIUJU Qurpmu 

gtg^t^j 

,@fjULjC5r ; fi_auu£)coCcu<srr; 

ClW^I (ipfiDCu 2_£7im_ lSI CTrcncyr @u 

iSI (HT CD GTT CD LU U Gu<£J»SU<5iJ ^(CT>0rCljC6JT. 

O Lady Yasoda! All the cowherd dames 
warned me that this fellow will empty 
every pitcher of milk, curds, Ghee and 
buttermilk. Heeding them, I called him 
up, and only pleaded, — did not scold, - 
- “O Lord, I beg of you, please do not do 
this”. After he sucked the ogress’ breast, 
I am afraid to even talk to him! (8) 

nr 0 ii ojoSkutb 2 _gdl_uj @jb jbibiS! 

lS1it)5)2) SJUJ? 

€j(^ c^lWfr 0>6OTT65ijfluSl CTTfTGDG3T Gil CITn^)^ , 
UJ(ip6D53T §rjnL-LJ Gu(tGc3T67T; 

C«?i_<aTT ^l(fTj iDnrjj ujnrrsucjiT e£li_!bg>i 
^l 0 fflKqOJfT€O iDCDCuGurTCU 

o/h\ _ 3 >GD< 2 >ff <?niquj iSlcnrcDGD, 
a_UuL.|Ojg)i <^i(0£f-<njCtf3T. 

In the seventh month after this strong 
and able flower-garlanded lord was 
born, I put him to sleep and went to 
bathe in the river Yamuna. This Sri- 
chcstcd lord lay as he was and kicked a 
speeding mountain-like cart to smithers 
with his tender foot. After that, I too 
am afraid to scold him. (9) 

^|CT)*caj6D QarrcuoSl ^CDipg,«£lt_ , 

tb^cDA^inoi! 

£5,fTtpl ClrbiiieDuj 

lj (CT, u i Cl id cu ^iqu iSI cttcdctt^ err 

£_ SD7^>1 G5T fTy 

ufTtfjih Si rrcsT onmjmmT(3,GGnf; 


401 























THE sacred BOOK / Divya Prabandham 


A(69)<563T ftlquiOT; AfJ)61| 6T|_0 ffjITGrflcu; CTGS1 
cnAswcugjgj ^cootgvj: 

^^UUCST Q*u&Gne A 4t£ t nuj pihiS 
ctott CI^ujC-SjOT? gtgjt Cl j uijC^Gcnn ? 

O Ladies, I fear to speak of this. O 
Lord! Your soft-footed friends have not 
left even half of the thousand pots of 
Ghee I had saved. Alas, Kamsa is cruel. 

I have to pay my taxes to him within a 
week. I have no savings. Your acts 
have broken my heart. Alas, What shall 
I do, what shall I do? (10) 

^OTUDACTT Cl<9ujcurr<9>GcTTrT 
rbibiS! ^ujit idi_ idaagdcit ? 
uf^JAUj jgir £}«ru. 2>fej earn)rrfra,6n 

lSIcTtGoI Q^GSTnjj 6j>6lfig>,£) (!*)£) gjl, 

&<*»(*) «^|GU(T U^b gjl^CU Qjmfl5>QdhrTd3Tlq.Ll0, 
<£iaCM 67rr ^G^LUJfTrr ^(juu, 

LDRilC(D<9> tf)GV6§fr! GUfh&l O0>rT633Tl£l63T 6T63Trpj 
aifjub 67.61 CurT^jub. 

O Lord! How could you do such things 
to innocent cowherd girls? You 
followed them to the lotus tank, hid 
and made off with their clothes while 
they bathed, climbed up a tree and said, 
“Girls, come up and take your 
clothes!”, — while the thin waisted 
girls stood in the water pleading.(l 1) 

<i> CST 63T a, esn 631 ^ycVJOTlCVJ, 

^uiQenenGiT*^; 
^crarcsuD ll| ld C <g <aj & ^ip th; 

2-ff<^uSl6\J \'§>ib£) 6]Jffnfl0,gj] 6T0 aGaGQiA(<S) 
ZL GTig^^GuOTT 03n65T ^CJTfTj CufTUJ, 

u5^1cnc\ju u,fbj At ihq g]t$ cflcjis ClAncj3T0 

unujiTjgj l<3 ffumij 

15,00, c^ipcvj Clt_inuLi6aTAu9co i5,fTA53^iG®mT0 
iSlararnij^l <g <iirtr£,nu, Gun^yjti}. 

This child doesn’t have a wee bit of 
fear in him, only bold wrecklessness. 1 
bring him up fondly, smelling his scalp. 
He never tells me what he is up to. 
Child, it looks like today you climbed 


up a Kadamba tree, dived into the lake, 
and wrestled with the poison-spitting 
thousand-hooded snake! (12) 

gjihurjib ^GocuOT ^crarcriLDA«ncTTj3j 

£,«flCii_i£lc3i|T)j g,nu) Cl<9dj6uCo n ? 
6TlbClu0LDrT6Sr! a_eFTC3T63TLJ CIljIQH^ CUllSIiru 
cn l_ G uj 63i; 

UJOGST 67631 Q 01 L 1 GA 6 S 1 ? 

^LDurjub cj^ib 096U, 

^earii} Clanij ft«jT a_ cot 
6mhq<^6filib a ncngjgiJ Gfilem-Ciu n0 

lSI 6331 nil<£l •!; 6u[5,0,rtiu Cufigyiii). 

O My sweet Lord! What is beyond a 
person’s ability must be done with 
others’ help. Why should you do it 
alone? Alas, I bore you in my womb, 
now what can I do? The dark bulls 
with red eyes and fiery snorts send 
bellows that shake the seven worlds! 
It looks like you went into the fragrant 
grove and fought with them 
victoriously! (13) 

^631631 r£63Tl- lfll_ CuuSI^J 

iai6^ij Guirevj, 

1X563163)1 A^rhJ 2_llSIft 6U6TJ6$^ 

«r>u>ji)g>«3>63T ian ai_gvj Aib 
ACSTCafl fT)63T UDn lO$ 6TT LDnilC31AUjn ArT6Ll6\j6Sl' 
AnLD0 ^rTA AGV)1 A6316^ 

^63T^«r>0 lDfl«3TCVJA6n fTIT <TJ\L§LD 6U6UCU6Ufl«^(5? 
QgjJLb ^gcusnsuCtu. 

This garland of fourteen songs by the 
adorable Kalikanri, King of Mang^ 1 
tract with fortified walls by the sea, sing 
of the prince who killed the dark 
mountain-like rutted elephant while hi* 
swan-gaited cowherd-mother beat her 
stomach and feared for him. Those 
master it will be free from despair-U 4 ' 


402 




















THE big WORK / Periya Tirumoli 


10.8 Lovers’ quarrel 

Kadil | Atana | Rnpakam 

2-®2>g>j 

2> n &) (bcucu ^ld gjjLpmijO^jn^ ^OTjfliVjgj 

CurTgjj mg)jp,gjj i_j]T)Gld r^Gjfrr^nr 

gjgsi ? gg) CTOTT? 

<neinG 4.31 a ? 

Wearing beautiful earrings, a black 
shirt, and a cool fragrant Tulasi garland 
over your crown, you come through 
the back door at this late hour! O, What 
is this, what is this, what is this? (1) 

giicurr 2_05>gj! £>(«*) OtfOT3T0 

ilgUULS) 

Oiffuri ^^,0, (ipiij.g}gdA (5 }cS)a Asaft fttlm 
A€un h.cdGio GUjbg^ |£lc3Tn^rr 

c^,n? >gg)J fflGfT? CTOTT? 

GT<jtn Gen n ? 

Wearing a red vestment on your person, 
tossing a ball casually, — your coiffure 
secured loosely, — wearing a frilled 
headband, you come and stand by the 
half-closed door. Who are you? O, What 
ts this, what is this, what is this? (2) 

OarTnj 6£>sinrr}j 2_eDL_uS(T! g,eaflu 
un^ii! 

^-(n-jCTTfli ld e_njj£h<^lG\j /^k^lng^rr! 

in (n)fincnA G<5 >it 0 uiTiq Gunbgji ^cucuih 

L|(g)!b^nf 

_Vfrl <*<&? (TTOT? 

CTOTtC GJTfT ? 

P Garuda-banner-holder! O Deft 
ri der! In your sleep you stretched a foot 
a nd smote a cart! In the dead of the 
ni ght, you come singing love songs and 
fnter this house. O, What is this, what 
ls this, what is this? (3) 

Ibni/Jli UCUQJLD P_GDi IVjniJCT.fi 5,lbl5’ 

5,n, ^2) gjoncijii '&a? 5>n(^0^WOTW^n; 

'’•"indn ctcotu unuj GiJ£bgil ^gugvjld 

ffTSJT? ,@gj| GlOfT? && 

GT(SyiGc3TlT ? 


O Lord Narayana with many names! 
You smell strongly of Tulasi fronds! 
Singing songs of Madana, god of love, 
you enter the house. O, What is this, 
what is this, what is this? (4) 

<9,0fTpLD (£)JJ>cO fijHlpa *rfl<ana> , 

LDITJITJJli) UG\J LDfTmera^ ClurTGJT Cl*.n0 
(Lpri)0if> (ip^GUCVJ Q^ujgj] 

CTir>rr)iA<fj? @|>l 

CT G3T G GST <7 ? 

With curls of hair falling over your 
face, bracing a sword and wearing manv 
gold-ornaments, you enter the inner 
court and stand there smiling. O, What 
is this, what is this, what is this? (5) 

gy*' ,xu$«r>9iqtb £h^uj<s 

<^€71 ^UJgjI Q£T>n00) gSIcO G£i63TfQj 

sen &, gjiv,^,] , 

Curt git mi ib < 'nnfbQti L|(5^it 

faj Gtj^TfTfT^ CTT ^ ip got err goT ? <flC!IT? 

STOTrG^TfT? 

Leaving the cowherd friends and 
their cows lar behind, carrying a 
crooked bow in hand, you stood 
watching passers-by, now- you enter 
slowly. Before the gods, O, What is 
this, what is this, what is this? (6) 

ldgvjGcu ClurT0g, ^ijgti G^rrcn ineTOT^jrrcTfii! 
^cvjGcvj ^lift ibC'&rTib gjJ ld lOGJT^^Igst 

! 

(ol^nGUGVjrrgjj ^i^luSrr; QonG 3 T<, l nCt_ifT<<£]GfrnG'ii 

<su rrrfn 

CTOuCcu! l£)g>) GTGJT? ^gj] ctoti? 

dCvirGcrm *? 

O Bridegroom Lord with strong 
beautiful wrestling .inns! We understood 
your intentions last night itself. You 
leave without telling, and never return 
as promised. O, What is this, what is 
this, what is this? (7) 


403 

















THE SACRED BOOK / Divya Prabandham 


M*(f> ir«LI li> ^L^li 

arTGorbJACTT ujfub a_iD*(gj 

€jQ5>rTGjrpii) ^coGcwauj; 
2 > 0 >s>mV ucorr Cfbcfiluoarr ^rrcu a_cn»_iSn 

GT&C& < @gj GTQ1? €T€7T? ^^JCTGStGmTII ? 

O Pure One who entered the lake 
and shook the dancing snake! All 
this while we meant nothing to 
you. You have many befitting ladies 
in your keep. O, What is this, what 
is this, what is this? (8) 

^'ij iLLGunOrrnQ £ Gumij* 

(Syjcsxsu l9s^g37t C&mDGrru iSIcnorfruj! 
C5>i^g) u>rr ui&jcir, iDewno^cn t£lrbu 
cm-! @gi) CTGST? g)gj CT65T? gjgj] CTC^CJTfT? 

While the lotus-dame Lakshmi and 
Earth Dame stood waiting, you went 
with the cowherd dames and rocked 
and rolled in the Kuravai dance. O Soft 
One! O Dear! O, What is this, what 
is this, what is this? (9) 

e^SUClSIft &IACU<5> 0,«53TG33T<aT)65T <^|f*il(£) 

GTGUGiSlu Qun^gjj 255 tqllJ 
<S>GU©S)C5r Ui©S\ G^ncir ^f>c61uJ€3T 

iDfTsncu 

QsrTcboSlg, gjJ^uufrrr gtf0»<3>ii> 

g)GuClJ. 

This garland of songs by strong 
armed Kaliyan recalls the lover’s 
quarrel of a cowherd-dame at night. 
Those who sing it as praise for the lord 
will be rid of miseries. (10) 

10.9 Proverb songs 

Pulluruvaki | Senciirutti \ Misra Chapu 

l—|GTT JbGtT @(fT>CTI CU %>{b 

iDfTcn, CT'A 

<^cn<rrrfl iflorciiq. $_Gff3T653iLj < icsdty>fb 
i£l«nc?nfbGg,n? 


<5jCTT cEI VjP CtfifTOTlg} <5>IT<£p»6^] LD CTrhJ £b £fl 
Afrrflcna iDngjfT 0>0£>gijib 
iSl^ncm^ir <sn5iu51co *0cjjfcstnG ld «^tfi^»Lj 
Cu*cu$l iSlijnCcaT! 

O Lord! You speak lightly of our 
coiffured daughter’s love for you and the 
slander of the ladies, as if it were easy to 
retrieve her heart, like the proverbial cup 
from a child’s hands. Is it because 
you could destroy the ogress Putana and 
burn the city of Lanka with case? (1) 

lDQT($d> <*n-jbgj2_«ll|b$l c£H,14 

mrrcO cfilcni- 6JUgu> ^ujrr 

j9o»I 0>n£bfb 

Q<DinGsVin? «£{j£)lGujC3T, JbfT<33l 
rQ Gjrrro iSfjnCcjT! £>crr cuotjtctttft* 

ig gfteu err 2>CTTcnOTTr5l63T G^rruSlcu 
(ip^ri^Gvj (y)0^»«r)«MiSlGvi C^csifT 

(ipOTTCff)* QjCT'xsn 0,€u(T<?)g)nGuj. 

O Venkatam Lord! O Lord of deep- 
ocean hue! You stood at the crossroads 
and danced in joy, subdued seven dark 
bulls, and saved the cows in distress! 
Was it a show of manliness that you 
stole the bangles from this girl’s 
hands, — as deftly as the proverbial 
honey from the home garden’s 
Murungai tree? I do not know. (2) 

^rr id 6$1 tfriCl&rrgl uiijifil 

^ijjrDfinco ^jdqcu Sq&q 
A nn (ip<£)eu cuOTSTGrorrr! A^^aner ^ipcirfiJTib 

A\-it>Sb ‘Qrif A>0fb $<Dco 5>nGcjnT? 

Cfbir p iDrrong, (Q$b$«vjfc 

Ofb0^ &U«U ^(ip§3^ c^C^OTTOJfTCinGTtj 

ctj^Icu guotat Greta! ^ ld ct> liSI g\j 

CUll© c2«,Lb 

CTGiJTA A^gtf^OTJEflGlLI? 

O Dark-cloud Lord! O Beautiful Lord! 
Then in the yore you wielded a conch 
and discus. This jewelled girl, this 
garland of pearls, is sweet as ambrosia. 
You destroyed the mighty Kamsa 
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with ease! Is it that power of yours 
that you take her to be as easy as the 
proverbial candy in her hands? (3) 

U)c0<£)uj C^fHGT^ib LDnGST 2_rfl 

S-ctil iajguit 6£>n uiT*ib 

CbCVJdCluUITjGuGlDfT? tfrJJ&GDGnG) OgjrTCDGUgig, 
^agjGVjdjgJ ^^DLDd^uSlcST * 03>C£j fT? 

cgMWoSl ^LD G&fTSmS, r£)jpib Q.5,fT€OTT0 

(ipGjrG<OT Curr^mL; 

CWebcSl CTGffT? fF>Lhl_5l! ^GUOTCTT £ 2-^*0! 

Clfl,rTGj;ni_n an*0, CTayrn) 

O Lord! Is it exulting in the goodness of 
your giving a place in your person 
to the deer-skin-wearer Siva, or you 
confidence in destroying Narakasura 
with bare hands, that you never deem it 
necessary to come and see this coiffured 
dame whose rouge you snatched then? 
Do not think she is as easy to retrieve as 
the proverbial bow from a servant’s 
hands. Alas, what use saying this? (4) 

UDC3T65TIT^CTT LDfTGTT, 

c** ffnCULD Cl.SjflGrin(5b Q<3CU<^|ti 

61Ji£) GlJfTOTTlb c^ftlTUUA <9>6TOT|_ 
c^GiTtiTCiniD Cl <5, nC cvj rT? j^l C lu ejr 15,11631 

^^dufirr^ CTr^j&cn Gg, ircurr* G^rrang, 
^rresnLDGDUj r£l«F>caTfi)jd?c<r>cvj ^i^G^rr! 
an£| iT,n«ti0> AcafluSlcryib <rrsTflujctT 

^OJCir 6TOTTLJ Gu<5i<^C3T.0nGuj! 

In the great Bharata war you drove a 
chariot and despatched many mighty 
kings to sky through the difficult path 
°f death. Is is your manly pride that 
you do not think of our soft-spoken 
daughter’s good qualities? I do not 
know. You treat her like the proverbial 
r ose-applcs fallen by the wayside. (5) 

^0*«£lujfT ^*10 l_]GO CTG3T cfjIcuCUfTGO 

<&)€3?jfl LD^ICTt ^CUrbJ«7>dJiUJfTn G*fT6SlGJT5 

<*U>On 1 jarfL. (ipgjnr rglcsrrr) 

C56b<3>Gi£>fT? Q01U&&I §}<&(£) 


(1^0*0 @£>1^ GliniU<9dfl (LpCOT GS)0> QGDOT31 

<£Hbi0)d> 

Cl<£F>fTcfOT(^l ^LpdrrCeaf Gun*fTijj; 

CT63T Q«5ujGUgjj? 6Tf5,OT)0 iSlgnC^! 

Our Lord and Master! You entered the 
fortified Lanka city and destroyed the 
mighty Rakshasa king, leaving his wives 
bereaved. Gods in the sky came and 
worshipped you then. Is this how you 
show your valour now? You take our 
red-berry- lipped girl’s ivory bangles 
from her wrist and never show yourself 
to her. Like the proverb, why swing 
an axe to fell a milkweed leaf? (6) 

C4&1T c^CTSrr Guffjgj 

<£J631CV) ALftJ &_6U*lb (ipOTl ^->ySWTl_ 
Cg)IT6TT 6pfT ^uSllJli cSlpU 
UOTL LD(L£U LJtDf^lLU 6116\?lC UJ fT? 

nm«3npCliD63T lostcA f0rr)ib CWiswt^, 

cufbg)} (ipcaiGeffr rQssjrrru Cun^fTiij 
GftfTlpQcueOTT CTC5T ClaUJGUgj] 

CTrTj^jfUu 

0{pjjb2>t4 <9 *i_gu cucwTtsnrrn - ! 

O Lord of deep ocean hue! The strong 
king Karcavirya Arjuna ruled the 
world worshipped by big charioted 
kings in yore. You wielded your 
battleaxe and felled his thousand arms. 
Is this a sign of your strength that you 
steal our fawn-eyed girl’s rouge and do 
not show' yourself to her? Like the 
proverb, why use a stick to hatch a 
hen’s egg? (7) 

Ourr^ljjgjGUOTT l_|GTT £__61JIT>gjJ «JJD, 

GU6TT 2_<£llJfT6i) tSlGTTfbgiJ 

6urT6^c?ntu (ipC3^4>g> 

Qu06y)LnCl^rrGGurr9 Cl<7iiji3F>g)j <@GffTrT)j 
Qi I0ff) Q ,I ry ^GOTtsrafl ,£F,0ii)L| 2_jT)j G^rr^T, 
Qu06JDLDGmiJ f^l^CJTfb^lonCU; Cuilcu 

«»0(^>Al_CVJ 6U63316!fifTIT! *61)6*1 Cl*rTOTJTL- 
(@61>6TT 6T63T* *0g*j <£1637n} nClU. 
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O Dark-cloud lord! You came out of 
hiding and destroyed the mighty chest 
of Hiranya with your sharp claws. You 
stood in hiding and destroyed the 
mighty chest of Vali wdth your sharp 
arrows. Is this a sign of your high 
reputation that you do not reveal 
yourself to our bee-humming flower- 
coiffured large-eyed dear daughter? Do 
you consider her as lighty the 
proverbial mouthfull of w'ater, — to be 
swallowed or spitted as you will? (8) 

i£a GurriSJT 

(Qgit(D I063T j^ircniDGmu »£)flr>cr<bCfcfT? 

C«AfT^<3) <rrff5T <^6Ug,| CTC«Trt)) 

^circr^i C£*ri Cg>iT)n)C3TG?mD ^irCcnrr? 
urrnCl0»iy> ucucug)g»j &Gf>GP\u 

UfTCIOCuCmuU UfTCULD Q5UjCA^ni«j(£j 
^rr^ipcu GP C^nuL-ii) 

l£)dT U>63Tg,gj 

My daughter is sweet as the ambrosia 
churned from the Earth-girdling 
ocean. Alas I am a sinner! You treat 
her with the proverbial indifference 
of a fire-worshipping Vedic seer to his 
orchards. Is it because you can manifest 
yourself in water, fire, space, earth and 
air? Or is because of the satisfying 
thought that this auspicious girl has 
no refuge other than you? (9) 

Gcml i_5)OD2j<9> l>; cr> 

€llG53TIU»i»l , 

O ld tij ld cin id jf)cub O u(iTjtD rrcnti^n, 
(nincrt^lojcu £,rrcJ)Ui icrhifioi aui n<?b<snG\j®jcsi 
iDfrarrCcijcvi «,<?SluJ«frT oj fiJj cpoSl^ch 

/h\ 0(\piq.uj fTCiDcaTAj 

UipGllDrtl^UJtTGVJ I S2_<iXtq$,4b 

LJlTllQ ^CmCUUftL U£>$G<THD Qu0^fi 

This garland of proverb-songs by sharp- 
spear-wielding Mangai King Kaliyan is 
praise offered at the feet of the lord of 


Tulasi garland-wreath without any 
desire for immediate returns. By 
singing it, the heart will be filled with 
Bhakti and the wealth of joy. (10) 

10.10 Folk song 

Tiruttai \ Temmangu 

, Q^ibGungjGg,! 

LDfTLDdhGTT JiwJI A6T3T(UCST 
iO(fVj2> g>rrrt O^ncu LDrr^cijG^cjT cijrjg, 

^(52>5>fuu, QaubGurtgjGg,! 

Screech, O Red Pheasant! 

Sri-Dame lord is famous, wearing 
Fragrant Tulasi, Madavan. 

Screech his arrival! (1) 

0,cnrjujmu, .9,na>cn.5,t_i iSlcncnnuj! 

ALDfT(i^)<iQGu Guncu fQjpgj^drr 
22_caDfj^ri Cl^rrcu e—^&ioetficn cu*!** 

<5>(Knqujmu , <g,n<£h6tns>u iSlcncnniij! 

Caw, caw, Good Crow, Sir! 

Dark as a cloud, he’s spoken of as 
Perfection personified! 

Caw his arrival! (2) 

<w\.cufTUj (^uSlGcu! 

LDrnfl «Dj03jgiJ 2-0>j>£i 

LDIT 611 nUJ<^67311—IDCt^fl ClJC73T6OTrCol671 ClJlJtfj 
>96i_CDnuj i • ^uSlGcv ! 

Coo, coo, Good Koel! 

Stopping a hailstorm, he did tear the 
Jaws of a mighty horse, — gem lord! 
Coo his arrival! (3) 

Cl<9,ruli— rruj , i jcuc$ 05 (^tliq! 

e-CYj^ 

1fltl0 lDn§,Gu6ol67T GUV* 

O (71L flUJ, 1 JGUC>9 A(^)l iq ! 

Tut, tut, Little Lizard! 

Dancing on a pot he measured the 

Universe, 

Wears flower-coiffure, Madavan! 
Tut his arrival. 


406 












THE big WORK / Periya Tirumoli 


0 a ncocu(T uj , ^GrflGuj! 

* l - fr G]J CUGTT 2_uJfio,g, 

locu ^rrCgjrrcn <nji_ Gcuf^j^ucucncLfT cuijd 
ClrtlTOuGVJfTuj , (^T)U fbj ^ffrflGuj! 

Speak, O Green Parrot! 

Radiant discus-bearing strong armed 
Lord is in Northern Venkatam! 
Speak his arrival. (5) 

Caiti^I wT G3T <£T)\ LO n G\J ; 

2>n<^T CT63T CI<9 ujGaC 3T? 
cuGTSTCTtnn cu^fTjiii Clun^Lp/jji ^^iiSlrQfp] 
C^jfTL^l AST. ffTC3T$3)ji£ifTCVJ. 

The cock is crowing, Aho! 

Sister, what can I do? Now it’s 
Time for the dark one to come to me. 
The cock is crowing, Aho! (6) 

*"UDjb(£, CICTT A L Gcu CJf 9 

6>r>, ld rr (ipd^GVJ gdgwi{A j c^ioucurrcvi , 

y, GlDGU «pI*ilAGin£33T C<9)fT5)^iJU I GTlJULUA 

Artinrf)^ CTC3T Al_Cgu£3T? 

What can I give Kama? 

Other than serving the dark hued 
lord,the 

Lather of sugarcane-bow-wielder, 
What can I give Kama? (7) 

(©^Ga CufTgjjliQArrCcvjrT? 

C3T CguGU ACTJT AClfluu 

^ * rr r4^ CafTcncua, 

iflrrcu 

CurTgjjibClAirCojn? 

Will he come this way? 

^leasing my dark and Vel-like two eyes, 
Kudandai lord amid nectared groves, — 
Will he come this way? (8) 

&yc5TG3TrTfT CTGjrrQj ^rfjlGu.idrr: 

' 4i .{'1 1 l uj n(^d> 

'■»'unc7r | 2_«ni oj^u* A6T>Grr 

^v'tfffTGyrnrr CTG5Tiry ^riSlCaiQT. 


I know not his looks. 

Lord who wields a discus, conch and 
Sarnga bow in his big hands, — 

I know not his looks. (9) 

GlA>fTOT 3 Heft! LJir^ifjlCcjTfT; 

*(f^lbu| ^IT Gi_>rn£}«0 iDftJCnAlJJIT Gait«3T 
•pear gnn Ggdcu agSIlijGST gj>g 61 LorrcocuAGir 
O^JTGJanarr! un(^Lf))G£ 3 Trr. 

Devotees! Sing these songs, — 
Bee-humming fragrant groves of 
Mangai’s 

King Kalikanri, spear wielder’s, — 
Devotees! Sing these songs. (10) 

11.1 A girl’s soliloquy 

Kttnram Onrtt | Bhimplas \ Misra Chapa 

(AjCJTfQLO «P« 3 TITJ/ CTgtgigj], CJjbih LDH iDGDLp 
AfT&g, ^UMOrTQfT, ^aAAGT>«J 
Qcijcarnr) <rSl€uoS)tufTrT cfjqGiD OAnGcun? 

'ol^Gjrrrjcj cujb^ji S, gSalO ? gtott G^ujGagTt? 

The lord lifted a mountain and stopped 
the rains. He is the bow-wielder who 
destroyed the Rakshasas. Alas! The 
breeze fans my love fire. Is this any 
sign of his valour? I do not know!( 1) 

Anjrvyto, QjrrfT ijGafl a ai o^iii ^csTGtfrGiJGtfT 

<bn(fTjl£l LDnnGUQpcb AGttJTl fi»GtfSTl_Cm»T? 
Car^iT) tnrr (Lp^cu ^ictflu^grurGl 01 jjgj 
***) Gti fT€ 3 ii— rT(fP)LD cns^rrcncrrGiLi? 

The lord is dark as the rain cloud, and 
the deep ocean. I desired his Tulasi- 
garland-chest. Is this the punishment?, - 
- the breeze laden with the cool dew of 
rainclouds blows to pierce my soul! (2) 

Sfhi^ib lc rrcynoiq lO GioGaflCiOGU 

Ocuib A$IT ^njjLb CTG 3 T QaujCaott? 
Qnffiti^ dcvicm ^IcnijLj i_|csarrfl 

gij CJRjiGinnGjTnn? 
^corrrijA <b™ ^-Ginb ctotctk^tGuj. 
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My bangles have slipped, my colour has 
drained. The rays of the Moon singe 
me angrily, what can I do? The lord of 
dark ocean hue wears a fragrant Tulasi 
garland which keeps calling to me!(3) 

^^(2) GUCTTTTTbgd Q«3Tff)j 

2> n Ci £-("> <^£1 

ClfiifTfi)€T35) JI)(CT)<9 t 2_6TOTi_ G J,rTuS)GjTamo 

Cl-ftnGcurr? 

^fbiftcn Clcua> fhfyn ^nrjj^csTqjGg,? 

He is the one who entered another 
household and grew up there. He sucked 
the poison breast of an ogress who came 
as a mother. Aho, the impropriety! 
The rays of the Moon sizzle me! (4) 

^•^6 c£fi , ^cvicottcdcbiu 

unijftlDn tffiVfQj QflUJgjCuOIT 

U)i^jg,cu mn u>$cu GurrniiAC<nj Q^nCcvjn? 
Qumi.gj ion ai «u qcuibq^carrriCg,. 

Once he came as a man-lion, and 
tore apart the chest of Hiranya. Is it 
because the tender Moon has escaped 
into the sky that the ocean sends out a 
rending roar? (5) 

Qacnr^j curm <flnocu ^curbjcsri&cinuj 

ClGudnrT) cfilcvjG^Iujfrfr cfiijCiX) Cl 0 >rrGcun? 
(ipcrr«f)l cu Qugwt&icottGuqco (ipcmflft 

rft G& GSl 0lb (Tf(T5T*nGfflGlJI, 

The lord wielded his bow and 
vanquished the city of Lanka. Is it to 
speak of his valour now, that the Anril 
birds pairing in a nest of lotus twigs, 
high on the Palm tree in the front yard, 
call incessantly and hurt me? (6) 

J0XJJ ciiCTOTGWTCJTrTfT i j on erf I onG id cvj cti rj 
Giocfi) f5 tc37 2)J 3b*cii actoti nr Ci^rr? 

^'cu ^Dr^j/hCDGifsi c&CufiSl <^bi | CArrgjgji 

^cfilCiij Co ( 0 ^ .r^A, cnuftiC/b! 


I stood and watched longingly as the 
Kaya-hued lord came riding “is 
Garuda bird. Is this my punishment, - 
- that Madana the god of love, keeps 
piercing my soul with his flowe 1 "- 
arrows constantly? V) 

mrcvj gjjpniu «*«(*) ib <rrc3i 

innoSl<rin ^ld g,npniu ciiii./v, cn&fl 
G^itgu gu ncm_a |ld Cl<*.nctfn0 ci£?* 
GufbfijftfTcu SiMfy) AflQjCeu! 

My heart was searching for the lord 
everywhere, when his cool Tulasi 
;arland came along with a fragrant 
breeze and entered me. A wee bit of 
stuck in my heart like a thorn. Alas, it 
is impossible to save myself now. (8) 

ClACT3TGnt_ g^cjaT giJuSlgyjib; gtc^t 

ucnn0 ucijtQ Gun cm <s^> &, ld 

Clp,fTCT3TufT ,@L_U 

Gljg57t(^i Cl o> fTcmn(TJl ffun^gjj oungynn^ClCcwi* 

If only the bumble-bee blows over me 
the fragrance of the cool Tulasi from 
garlands woven by meritorious devotees, 
my fish-like eyes may find some sleep, 
my colour may return like old. ( 9 ) 

c^GSTfr^j uni]2,g,gij gjftjfi <syi3>aftnuj<9 

CltfGJTfT) LDfTUUGTlOTT j LDItG^l^^' 

incsTffilcivj ifif%cr>A cuncn a,c\Sl 

♦ Cl 0 neb cMCMCvjrrn^,^ ^ cu cu cu 

u; cu cn Gvi G oj ■ 

These are songs in praise of the 
wonder lord Senkanmal who went as 
a messenger to the five in the Bharata 
war, by the famous Mangai King 
Kalikanri. Those who master it will 
be never despair. (10) 

11.2 Another soliloquy 

Kunram Eduttu \ Sabana | Adi 

(«5C3TfT)vi tOOTUp 2 j( 51;5)^J, 

@ ,U " CW fT 0 ^ 

LDGSTr^lcO ^acr.GM iSlffpCirttTi^ij, ld ttcm 

CTcaTcfficaT iditcu ' 
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(!£€5Tr/))co (bosfl r^lcjfTfp 10(50 

eOufbgJ r^fT^lGarfD 

C3Tr51 C\S1 G3T #(VLtfU.lJ 

i g^rrCl^>fiCgUfT? 

The lord who lifted a mount and 
stopped the rains, and danced the 
Rasa with cowherd girls in the streets, 
has infatuated me. On the solitary 
Palm tree in the front yard, the 
mating calls of the Anril pair pierce 
my heart. Is there anyone who can 
separate them? Alas! (1) 

($0db$J «$&«*** i 

inns 

c£*,fhj(2) Gcijyi&^lGjT (o^fTiiq QancjarQ 

ojktt Guilj (Lpcncu 
e-cjaiL. ^cii cunujffin Qp* 

^LUGtTT CU (TIL) 

Ccutijfbj^ipc'J cTC«TGcnn(^ '■ 1 ' * • 

^arcmoGiii. 

The lord broke the Marudu trees, 
killed the bulls, tore the horse’s jaws, 
pulled out the elephant’s tusk and 
sucked the ogress’ breast with his lips. 
Alas, the cowherd playing his flute 
makes my heart flutter! (2) 

'.ocvjQcungt <0* CleucSno 

ld cirsfl fiu fcoVr cm cut 
r^cuoSl id cvng> n uj 

<rrc\jevSluSlcu uxT^gjih eUftl 

<s>i dirtfl ll| ld 

< 5 ificvi«ncu cvicu cjib.f^^ LDSratliMii) 

G <*. n uSl cutct> ld Q<5 lu 114c ld . 

The gem-hucd lord vanquished the 
wrestlers and killed Kamsa. My mind 
keeps thinking ol his cool Tulasi 
garland. The evening breeze comes to 
kill me. Not alone, the strong bull’s neck 
bell sounds like a death-knell! (3) 


Oun0fb£j 101110 ^l^ 10 STUJ<3 > M«^2)«iTnfT 

CafilJiq. CT63T lDl>31<bg|l 

i£l«ncnQ^rTpib 
to*™ 10,7 0>r^j(£,cu ^rr^(2>i£>; 

cuiTcm_ cu^ib; <@$£>(3) 

CTCJI Cl<5UjG<^CTT? 

The pure lord pierced an arrows 
through seven trees. Whenever my 
heart begins to contemplate his feet, 
the dark cold ocean roars all night, the 
dew breeze blows and makes me sad. 
What can I do for this now? Alas!(4) 

<-3^( GTTGDCJT (Lpcjflsugjjlb t &\ rirrf)l oSl G3T 

rrrrcug}] ld , 

(X)CTtg)J LDf^^* 1 — W ^fTt-JUgjLD cuenen 

G^rrrrcu^jii 

Qunfli ^10 Aencu ^cu^cu, ^dncai ClincuT 

iSlcjicDaT LDOTrrfTCTKT <£lrr>2>3,to ^uSIcn 

iSI C 3 TGIT> otG lli . 

Mother’s angry words, the Anril bird’s 
piercing call, the roaring of the sea, 
the slipping of bangles, all these began 
after we started getting interested in 
the games of our lord, the husband of 
Dame Nappinnai, who wears a beautiful 
yellow cloth, has a swan-like gait 
and an adorable flower coiffure. (5) 

'M if> <91^(5)10 a_cy>mj £> nij <3i CTT 

^llq^CTT £,niD 

U FT ijp) CD 10 UJ fT GUT AGUTcfilcO IJjlbcmiDU 

Lj^nsfit^gjfTn; 

G g, ru£) il| til tt>n£jpjib <fDc\iujib 

gjIu^CTTtpj^i; 

CAmflujib Wi.4ncjTfr)^jj i^6\J6DCVi; ^ n 

Our lord and master, wielder of the 
conch and discus, invited us in a 
dream that seemed like it would 
never end. Except me and my girl 
friend, the whole world sleeps 
soundly. The cock also does not 
crow; it is pitch-dark, alas! (6) 
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AfTLDC3T (ipon/D ^cuCcuot; ai_cu 

CUCJ37 {wfoT C3T n fT 

LDfT LDCJ3TGDrTCTTflJ STCHA^jj LDAGJT, 

ClsnouG^cu; 

turns nbdft6n Cg>rrn}j cnfl gS&>\b ctot ^cnri 

Cl An(i]fina,5>CTt 

ii>rT iDsrafl Gij^VrOTTrT^lfrj^^Qjfruj 6UGnrr^lc3TfT)Csu. 

This Madana, god of love, is no relative 
of mine. The ocean-hued lord alone 
being my bridegroom, through him, 
he is my son. But alas, the way he 
scorches me with lust-fire every hour 
of the day! My tender breasts have 
learnt to live with the pain from the 
lord of gem hue. (7) 

id noSl 0 (CTjG< 9 nan go fglon.0 

ld cott rr cn ott rr fT 

Cl^(CT><3ii> * u * 7 A«r<wrg| Cum^icsTnn; 

{£) $ CVJ IT 

Clciiib <?ii_rr CufTiu ) d?lin.uj(TU>cu gtgii cfiluib 

HO.thGtyn'? 

2_L_cuib gjjiiSlcsTfDncu -> 

(bcbcuCg). 

The bridegroom lord residing in misty 
Malirumsolai robbed me of my 
heart’s peace, without the slightest 
consideration. Where has the cruel 
Sun gone to, and hidden himself instead 
of rising? Now, if this body withers 
and falls, it will be good for us. (8) 

ArTlf)G5T G£>ff ^uu , 

t&CKJ&^dl lfl(£ 

y, iD(fV) CancuLb ffjih Cluerin&nuj - 

^nngjj Cunaj, 

&J1 iDCvifr CIaftQ Gg,ni£l! r^mb OgjiTu^gu 

Cjb, <jf,l6JTT fT Go 

Ann ; JJoj gij< rjn camciT)rjA ^c^rr^crrrrcu 

a.nonncu ^LoCl^nGcvirT? 

O Sister! Rather than contemplate 
our flower-like beauty and femininity, 
— and become targets for Madana’s 
arrows, — let us go and worship the 
dark cloud-hued lord with fresh flowers 


and pure water. At least shall we not 
be seeing him with our eyes, then? (9) 

Cl GUGSTlfil cfilsni. «-<-«" GJJjp 

<$4 iq. A cn git 

LDGtfTf^CU LD 6\SI l_| LD fbi €3") (h LD 63T 

Ac61a.«Tf^ Cl sad) 

Gharri)] j9«n<D GpJ«rTugjjib 2_&nijuuCTjb 
QjthiihCn Gidcvj 

gtgtt irjj ld r^lcocun, gSIgdcit ib ; 

Cl o rr go gCI cvj , 2 _ <su ,£) G gvj . 

This garland of ten songs by world 
famous Mangai King Kalikann is praise 
for the lord who subdued seven bulls 
victoriously. Those who sing it will be 
rid of all Karmas. In fact, even the 
world will be rid of all Karmas. (10) 

11.3 Union with the lord 

Mannilangu \ Mukbari | Adi 

idgjt @cvjfbj(<?) urrriCa>n a&nrrijjgj 

LDrr^jcCI cmuU 

CurreiT A ' f err gOcup^^cu Gr*cu 5 >gjj, 

ClufT0 AL_6U (£>9 

Clgjcar 

^frcT^rr 

GT63T @CUnu (tfj <7 CT^Icu 

C<S) TTri) 1^1 5> G G3T • 

In the great Bharata war the lord drove 
Arjuna’s chariot. He held the mighty 
Mabali captive in a huge golden cage. 
He destroyed the ocean-girdled 
Lanka. Look at this, I have lost my 
bangles and my rouge to him! (1) 

«@(5!bg>' T a fl ffrorr 2-GTTffngjjk] ^gfinrrxrucn 

& C31fQ G«gii 

g,nGrr ft Glfl IT) fQj$i(<SF) ^(fTjGTT Qoujg, 

CUni A&V 

Qu^fTjfTj Garten ClfhGl LDn63^c\Ju Gun ufnq Sty- 
Ci' n ){b(b n fr CTCST Clftnr^jcn^ c^crfl 

4M G3 1 
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O Dear Companion! The lord in my 
heart is the strong-armed, red-eyed, 
ancient lord who graced the heavy- 
footed elephant Gajendra in distress. 
Singing and dancing his praises, my 
breasts, no more sad, are regaining 
their colour. (2) 

^ctiGctt! Jgcuonp ldctmt) r&nen(0)\b 

(ipenCcsT a_C7>ag>£> (ipcaflcurr; ^GufT 
CluncsT cjlu cu an cn Acurnbgji Currsjfrfr 

LDCSTlb U|(fx , Eigli; 

cfcirrGcsT? w.'cwrr cTcrgTgTTmD CTafsicraTib 

<«Hj61CiunCto! 

O Dear Companion! I know this 
person. He is the one who came as a 
sage in the yore and discoursed the four 
Vedas. Today he comes to steal our 
bangles, enters our hearts, and does 
not leave. Alas! We do not know what 
is in his mind. (3) 

^r£lG uj nG lo tfraripj e_anfjA<9>cu ^Cld? 

Qcurf>) Qurri^lffu cfilujarr 

(2>i 5>cr>2) Cincfil, 

<^]rf)l lli ncirT gin iSlcnancn c^tu, QuDcrrcn 

a_ffjl 5>j^i Clcuanidcronij S2_ar3fr(^ 

a—AfjjSjfriV SjlocithdCuj. 

He resides in the fragrant groves- 
surrounded Kudandai. He came as a 
little child and quickly walked over 
to the rope-shelf, and ate butter with 
pleasure. How can we say we do not 
know him? (4) 

OjibcnixiGiij ffjrncnjiri cucOTTr4j<'£l<3 ) 0^n^6urrnvi,(2)5> 
ftiicn ldC iu %$&,&, <£,\ (f^cn G slush it; 

CVJ fTCU 

SjihcniDCuj rr-)rr (gtfjld stiGTOTf^j<^5> 

ffiiicniuGiu iiibfO^ iOC3Tft£i cusrrgijib 

cnGH^bG&riCio. 

For those who worship him alone, 
He gives the qualities that belong to 


him alone. And so we shall forever 
praise him alone, cultivating a heart 
that goes to him alone. (5) 

GncugjgmT, ^u^turm LD£TT<g^caf!eu; cncu^gj 

^C3TU ld 

22-Lu5»2>tT<T fi^crflcfilAiiiSlcu CD«ug,^j 

LQ633T CT45TQJ 'GtfUD C LU fTfT 

CSDAftgjniDCDfJ 0,61131 GJ3TG5T, CTC3T 

Si CT3T £9 ill Cifi CjrG LLI. 

When the lord raised his one foot into 
the bright sky, the gods gathered and 
showered praise saying, u The Earth is 
not sufficient for another stride”. They 
folded their hands to my Krishna, 
dear as eyes. Devotees always place 
him in their hearts and exult. (6) 

ACT5TCT5TC5T UD GJTg,gjj CTtC CTI r£ljT)<9>Q.jlO , CS^S, 

6LI G!Ti cn <9i cn 

Gcjrn <9,ip cttjp ? i gjtneu ctcstgtt 

LD ITU) fbJ St CTT ? 

Q UC73T (^GcSTnib GluC3«JTCy)LDGLLjrT|i) r0»T)* 
ffLI C3T GlD LLI 

& CTOTCTOTfiV LD GD CU U_j LD ^ (J fbJ <9 j . LD 

u rrC i_ n G ld . 

Even though we have placed Krishna in 
our hearts, I wonder why the bangles on 
our hands do not stay! What mysteries 
are these? Well have we girls taken care 
of our femininity! And yet, we shall not 
fail to sing the praises of Venkatam and 
Arangam, where he resides. (7) 

tjnGLnGlD? CTffcGfflg) Ou^LDfTGnCTT untq 

{£l<SfTp , 

.^jGl rrCiD? ^uSIgib Cu(jniar>G3T Gljit 

(g,Gi hGid? (^,01© ^ipnuj <?Ncyibi5>(?u 

-L| (tjItlD 

<3<n Cl nG id ? rr^cu 

Gr^^Ca! 
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O Good Heart! Do we not sing the 
lord’s praise? Do we not recite his 
thousand names and dance? Do we 
not recall his names and wear the 
Tulasi garland worn by him? 
Wearing it, — if he desires it, — will 
we not unite with him as well? (8) 

[bCuCll^^Ca! (TjLD Qu(fT)lDfTCTT fT^GrTjLi) gfiSlQj 
^U)(2)lb 

^iGffTGjTLD C 01 T Arrcrrcu 

(ipc5T65m£j G<sn cocucfileiDcnAcn CuriA, (ip«£lcu 

CD (Sofll CJTTTCST 

Clu rT63TC3Tiii Csn C<9 cmq. G ld cu Gu(t§) 

^cssfluju Ourr)GfT)rrGiD. | 

O Good Heart! The lord resides 
permanently in swan-lake-surrounded- 
fertile-fields Tiruvali. Offering flowers 
at the golden hued feet of the dark- 
cloud lord, we have rid ourselves of 
our age-old Karmic past! (9) 

ClujbiTjj ^gnrr ^uSlijib CuoncsnciTu Gun 

urn.; 

Ouibjnncjr acoIluctt €^>s>S) Oslaj LDncmcu 

AibiDfrtT «£>! (tpjTjrr^i 2_cu0 ^crtcofr; @cr>6u 

G (h \ _a co 

gjujir gcuc^eu, 2_<*uA2>Gg>. 

This is a garland of sweet Tamil songs 
by Kaliyan, blest to sing the praise of 
the lord of a thousand names. Those 
who learn to sing it will never satiate. 
Lo! They will rule the whole Earth. 
Even those who merely hear it, will 
be rid of sorrow. (10) 

11.4 The ten Avataras 

Nilaiyidam | Nata | Kavuttuvam 

i£)cncu iti Qff>0 

0cucnorih s_ibun 

4U6TT rb n 0 <5P L $)ODU>GujrTft 

<2>«nco (@1 , mjbfpi CTir>^(£j 6p>ii otjesi n 

£‘CU Cf »CU C7 CTT «T f 

*>( 17 irn ^cogst <rrdnciT^ii_b^w<n,cnfTO.j, 


<^cr*cv ftLW £n ©iptbu <£<A0 <&'* 

concr Q_rfl(CT)3, 

ID CD COAST, err Lb gj QArt«5T0 co^dnfla^, 

ld ncD co 

LDfQQjrTgjj ,§CP'D0^ < o^cnGc3T! 

When the whole world was 

deep in deluge waters, 
Even the gods above were 

made to live in fear. 
“LordlOur Master! Sole Refuge, O! 
Maker! Grant us a place to 

be”, they said. 

Lord! You came then as 

fish in deep ocean, 
Hauling mountain-like 

rocks on thy frame, 
Splashing mirthfully, 

gliding on your belly! 
Praise, and never fail, O 

Heart!, the Avatara! (1) 

0*0 OlirA CTuSVbjn <5H0CU $>C5Tf£J AjD/fib 
•V'■ can b LDCTOTC 5 pii> cSlcOTT^mb Gcr 

Oco^corj OsoCTTCTcn Ocucncmh 

^jpibu, 

jgj CD ID G UJ ff FT ACT! f^l C5T n^j 11 . UJ « 

U 0 cv<tf>0 CJCfflfTU f£l«FTp (ip$j47lcb 

AipGUA g)iu5)cy]l£l 

^( 2 j cu«r>«j «£ichcn g^rerxD «^i_cu 
^l0iDrfcb jp,ida 0 ^gGcrat. 

Winding the strong white-fanged 
serpent Vasuki over the huge mountain 
Mandara, the gods and Asuras churned 
the white Ocean of Milk, sending waves 
all around, that frightened Heaven and 
Earth. The lord Tirumal then came as 
a strong tortoise and bore the mountain 
on his back. That Avatara is out 
protector and king. (-) 

$gll c^tDJ $^IA4T1 Oi irmirth Ai ft, 52- LD'- 1 ' 
2-LTHjrt ) A>(A, GjLpGc5Tn0Lb 2?„ t ^CST- 

inn^lfj iDcm aid^s cot {d^cirrQjLb, &&& 
iDcmc\) ^rruib 47 ^ 9.1 £y»u> 
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un-^Lurr (^gttixuSIctt iDGren_6ug,$63T 
^((Tjufrcu gdgttit Cftiir 

(ip«fT S7C5T\D ^ ' ^7 G*t ^uj (TpiTg,^) 

<^glJ fbLi)€DLD ^iaC<3. 

In the beginning the lord came as a 
boar, and grew big. The spotless Moon, 
the bright Sun, the gods and seven 
celestial worlds, the eight Quarters, the 
mount Meru and the other six 
mountains, the seven oceans, all fitted 
within the arch of his hoof. That 
Avatara is our protector and king.(3) 

.^4d?up GftiTeir>ft> iDncncu ^^unco 
SiunidJ, 

fiTifl Afrdn^jJ v r Grn0 <y»CT3T 

c^CTTS 1_| CTVp, Clcuibc^TlLD L&ftft ,-s^rfl ^^1 ^cnrijj 
uiflGui/TCTT ^Icrrrtiiihtrn 

cu6n<m q /Cl it ClLDmuibiSIcsT i n roGcu (tott^j 

«3»,ftib 

ic^ujngjj ClsfiSrrp- 1 6^0 £_<£1 qitg\j 
tSlcrrcvj <rnp gSIll 0ili-ib g^cuujld (>p0 

Clu0 i^rflcu (ipibcnio QuiilCg,. 

In the yore, the lord came as a strong 
man-lion. His garlands of flowers and 
gems swung wildly on either side, his 
glowing red round eyes came bulging 
out. The haughty king Hiranya’s reign 
of terror ended. With sharp curved 
claws, he tore into the chest of the 
mighty Asura. The blood that spewed 
then was three times bigger than the 
flood of deluge waters! (4) 

(T)GVJ 6unGtfiJTC3T CGlJCnfffiluSll—LD GTUJ^I, 
^fbJ0 

rr 0JT)GTT ^<^1, CllDlijLb67UD S-G53T7 
Clflfj, Clgjiuflcu GsiijS, fbfTcSIsn r*-* 1 

csnajiijii) 

(npcAnnjj Jgajbgjj Qu.^gyib, 
«>£b&fji£g,l Gurr^l id£) i©CTT£OJ &65VD<£>* 

^GuCgrr^JT OjCjtfrrcuA cuctut Gtfri 
^fb&ijih kji£"v);n0 Clftcu il .djfab urrgjti) 
rftoft. fbiiiCTMO ^4,^^ 


Once the lord came as a manikin, full 
of ripe knowledge and Vedic chants and 
asked for a gift of three strides of land. 
Receiving it, he grew and raised his foot 
over the seven worlds, up into the sky. 
The Moon stood in praise, the lotus- 
born Brahma bowed in obeisance. That 
Avatara is our protector and king. (5) 

£)gu LDcjrcsTn g,ibcr>io ,@0 CbngyjLD 

<TTL_0U) 

ff’C? ejpctfOJib 2 _i_Gs3t 

Cl<90 £jfi>gyJI0 Gurr^, 

id (Lg gij rrofl cu Q cu^fon) ^IfoGcurrcOT, 

Qlj 0 r£lcu iDf^jOTiA iDcarsarn tocurr idaictia 

HCVJiDftycnft Cacttcuit, 

Qu0 iglcuib s_ojt 0 sa_LS)jJ»jb5j Ou0 

GDfTujrr 

tuciin gjlbcniD t^ijGTTGU IT QufflGfij. 

The lord of Sri, Bhu and Nila once came 
with a battleaxe and destroyed 
twentyone crowned kings in battles. He 
is the one who swallowed the Universe 
and remade it from his stomach. That 
Avatara is our protector and king 
forever. (6) 

^cncu idoSI Licncrfl ctiuc^I mmuib ctgjtgiJI, 

^CTTli) C ^U J IDITCfT iSl C37 , ffTl^CU C<9IT 

<5*encu ldoSI GcugO AGraTfTCDCTT 

ft PU efil U U gi IT) 0 

CJilT 2?_0 lOff<;,r>OTT ^(SDLDLU IT, 

OftUGDCU IDoSI ClftfTl^GujfTGjT 

/£3» A 

CluHlq u »., ClcDOTTf^l ^lO^TjCTT 
il^ncu idciSI aorbiftcii G1 ^cu2_uj5)5j 

f*jJ ft SIT 

^l0IDITCb fhlOft0 6£>IT c^KlGcTOT. 

The wicked Ravana came to the forest 
hut when the beautiful sharp-eyed Sica 
was alone, and abducted her. Our lord 
Tirunial singled out the wonder-deer 
from the herd and killed it. He then 
rained fire-spitting arrows over the 
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Rakshasa’s Lanka haunt and routed 
the city. That Avatara is our protector 
and king. (7) 

2_ CTJT C5UT, 

(y)g,CcofT0 ^f/)1 ili rrgj 

fifin' CT«3T«T, gfimrrGiunrr 

£)en*uu, 

CTJ^CU COJ^LD <(§«T$ LDOT)fT)UJ, 
iS)«TCptf> curTC5TcuiTft0Lb (yxaflajrTft^ihrbcu^l, 
^(^ch cncuiuti) iD<£lip 

^fifTOTib && @02>g>J 

f^JTCU £_6ff)fI2>0> 
fF,ib«HD ^rrCa. 

Long ago when the worlds were 
engulfed in darkness, the celestials, not 
knowing the origin or the end, despaired 
and asked,“What has happened to us?”. 
Even the Vedas disappeared. In answer 
to the prayers of gods and sages, the 
lord came as a swan and divulged the 
sacred texts, lifting the darkness of the 
world and pleasing all. That Avatara is 
our protector and king. (8) 

£]«nOTTi0cneu in & try <£> n 2 _ctt£j 

ctcbtqjj 

a^traraTi_n! Qfcircncuiu 
p cm (ipcncu (if«nCla>n02>2> sa-flGcijncng*] «5k,C& 
2_cj3T0, QcuomrOcraTLu 
ucnsasr (ipcncu ^ujfr inn^rr 2_rjCcun0 
^^CotrrQib Gan 

cfilononu u©2)J &£Cuj 

Devotees! Worship the lord as the sole 
refuge. Long ago when an ogress 
came to kill Krishna, the child sucked 
her poison breast and her life too with 
it. He stole butter and Dame Yasoda 
bound him to a mortar. He toddled 
with the mortar trailing behind him, 
entered between two closely- growing 


Marudu trees, and broke them. In her*' 
many ways the lord rids us of our 
Karmas! (9) 

Cl*n6DOJ CUfc(t£ CW) (ip&£>&> ^2J| 

G&ncsrj)) 

ClAai^GujfTfST gcuKiOiA Ouni^ujrT 
iloncu ClA(i^ Os^CTjjarbjAcn Glacu a_ iii(h(b 

1 

^(fijtDrronaj Ccucsicu u|ODl (*,i£ 

AcSl Cl<5>(Lg LDfTL_ cB£\ ffLIUJCU IDfhJfiJIA LD«fTg)J 
AoSlftdrrg) 0 8 fTCJTCTT U01CUCO 
C^oSl UfT 1 CO UffU* 2_ipCU<£)«T0 

Cl 5,nC!7Tt_ IT 

^Qjn ^CTTCUIT 2_LDUli S_CuGfi>. 

This garland of sweet Tamil songs 
by well-laid out Mangai city’s King 
Kalikanri sings of our lord Tirumal 
who killed the deathly rutted 
elephant, and who entered the 
wicked king’s Lanka and burnt it to 
ashes with his fiery arrows. Devotees 
who go about singing these songs will 
rule the world of celestials. (10) 

11.5 Two girls playing ‘Salal’ 

(Tally) 

Manamarum \ Nilambari \ Khanda 
Qhapu 

iDfidn ^u)0ii) C1 id«jt G«bfTA,£l oncuG^cfil 

gjcnGjrruj rr, 

Anon ^ixi0ib *cu ,^5,(1 CumuA <5,n0 
si-on rnpt)5) non -^rram, cjuz 
5»ncjr ^LD0ib <9 >c\j c^Sjrr Cunuj <5,n0 
a_cnjDJbfi> Cluncsr 

cuncjrcun AjlD ldC urr actjtl »tlu , 

a nipGcu! 

“ Aho, Sister! Your hero took the rocky 
forest path with his fawn-eyed Vaidehi, 
and lived in the wilderness, see!” 

“Yes, but the golden feet that trod 
the rocky forest path became the 
flowers that the celestials wore on their 
heads, so tally!” (1) 
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&Ib cr ><b £,€ 7 >cn < 3 ,Lpcuffj C^rrcjin^u Gurau, 
^tuuurru). 

Jb5>2>cn LD^cncuujfTUJ GucniTj55>rT«(T 

AfTCjai, CJU! - 

rb<b&C3T ^cu iDA,cncu ujrrdj ajcnfrrb&rTcjr 
flrj n G3T (ip *> £D (£) 

Sijb^^b SifTcm, cTQjcng) Glu^ionctr ArTOT3T i 

<9 mpCcu! 

“Aho, Sister! The one who was born 
to loosen the shackles on his father’s 
feet had to grow up as the redeemer- 
son of Nanda’s clan in Aippadi, see!” 

“Yes, but the one who grew up as 
the redeemer-son in Nanda’s clan is 
Brahma’s father, and my own lord, 
so tally!” ( 2 ) 

ai_cvj CD6)jiu A Sj&nrr ejau Curruj 

^l,UJ U l_l fTl^ 

rv, .Tiii ^Jjpcvjnrr GnGUg)&> B •' 2—C^L-fTCyi 

AfTC3*H, CJte- 

^rnp (£jipcvjnrr er>6Dg»£> 2 >uS1it OufTGJT 

cijuSIjtjj ^cu 

CJip 2_CU(A)Lb Z^CT3T@li> @l_ i£> £2_«TH ^fTGU, 

ainpCcu! 

“Aho, Sister! With the whole world 
heaping slander, the Aippadi son 
ate the curds kept by braided-hair 
dames, see!” 

“Yes, but the golden stomach that filled 
itself with braided-hair dames’ curds 
swallowed these seven worlds and still 
had space for more, so tally!” (3) 

^rfjliufTgjnrTA^ ^tucn y&u GufTiu, 

cSHjUJULjrTiq. 

g, i^rrjj GcdgottOctotuj 

2_A ffj fl) n Off A n QSff j cj i£ - 

rn fQj Q cd sotO arjuu c_ con (*-,( 
E_Arbgi Cluffcn CDuSln^n^iA^ 
crrfl rgrr £_cu(A, cnu^rrg.fnw, 

tfriipCcu 1 


“Aho, Sister! Going to Aippadi, 
he became a cow-grazer amid innocent 
folk, and enjoyed himself eating butter 
from the rope-shelf by stealth, see!” 

“Yes, but even the seven worlds 
and seven seas cannot fill the golden 
stomach that ate butter from the 
rope-shelf, so tally!” (4) 

<nj«J3TG33TA A0fbJ LLI nGU 

Cl LDrrg,(gjj 6531 (^) , 

AOTJTCraftA 0 AuSljbjnfTCU AlL^GTSTUfTOT 
fh rrcaaJ, cjta- 

A 0 rr^j rii AuSlrQrQrroj Ai_(^6OTTL_n63T 
CTC37T«raTfb0 c^fflliJCTT ^iKDLoGlijmTft^LD , 

ang>Ccu! 

“Aho, Sister! The dark-coiffured 
cowherd dame bound him up with a 
short spinous rope and beat him 
for stealing butter, see!” 

“But though he was bound by a 
short spinous rope, he is hard to attain 
through thought even by the celestials, 
so tally!” ( 5 ) 

ACjTfQLJ UCT>0 <£RGnnv_GDfT 0)\b 

AGJ3T AClfluU, 

LDOTTr^lcD ld 7 a A rreu avkfi&A ,£> 1,14 car rren 

AfTeost, CJie - 

id cjrr^l cu in 0 a a n c\j atfDftgjj ^u^csTncjn 

errerrrtr^j ld ^ifluicn ^odidC iunrrA^LD ; 

AfnpCcu! 

“Aho, Sister! With drums beating like 
wild, he danced on stilts in the 
crossroads, entertaining passers- 
by, see!” 

“Yes but even if he danced on stilts in 
the crossroads, he is always hard to 
attain even by the gods, so tally!” ( 6 ) 
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CgijGVI •'^'^(2) cS^UJ, LD®S3T ^ACOLD 
•ffciVfQJ @@SUa63T, 
gjngjdn f , ioc3T63TCucnnftj Clsncu£yiGff3Ti_n©n 

Ancnn j cjir- 

gjfl2)63T <^,UJ LDCSTCTGDOfTneu Cl0fTCU^I673Tl_rTGjr 

r^n ansu lu ald (iprar 2_6OTT0 

£2_l£l}pjb5) n 65Tj AfTlpCcu! 

“Aho, Sister! For the sake the five 
Pandava princes he went as a messenger 
seeking a stretch of land, and ate 
words of abuse from the king 
Duryodhana, see!” 

“But though he ate words of abuse 
from the king, he also swallowed the 
ocean-girdled world and brought it out 
during the deluge, so tally!” (7) 

urrfr LoancsTiir ldhijalj uar>i_Gg,rtL_0, Clcuii 

(Sm&gjijff, 

Gg,n tncincsTfi)^ ^lu G^rt 

2finrrjb5ifTcijT ftnom, ejie- 

Ggjii iac3165tit)(£) ^uj Gg,nr 

SfiCfTi^^nOTT ^<£1 gyj ih 
< 2 j n rr ifldrr<rerrr ftibifhen 2,cyicuCinc\jrTGifl, 

tffT^CGo! 

“ Aho, Sister! Killing the haughty kings 
in a terrible war when the charioteered 
kings took up arms and fought, he 
served as a chariot-driver, see!” 

“But though he served as a chariot- 
driver for the charioteered kings, the 
victorious ones worshipped him with 
his feet on their heads, so tally!” (8) 

<!J>Cireii _ith <5ii£1uja (3jn)CT! •_(*»> &yit, 

G11673T 2,fTrjfTOTT CeuCTTcfiluSIcu LOCffjn j^rTOTT 
AfTCyjl | Cjlf,'' 

gijOTSI 2,rTfjndn CsucrierjluSlcu merer ^,'QJbfi>fTG5T 

A 

sjip lijl^aacisi Anarer, 

^nipGoj! 


“Aho, Sister! It was a pitiable sight, — 
he came as a small manikin to the 
generous Mabali’s sacrifice and 
begged for a piece of land, see!” 

“But though he begged for a piece of 
land in the generous Mabali’s sacrifice, 
he cannot be contained even by the 
seven worlds, so tally!” (9) 

A err ctt 3 > 5 )(T co in ncu oS) cn u.i (npcm^ merer 

QAtTCTOlQ ^GTTjfcSjfTGST 

Oc\jd’TGT?g)£)fT65T; Ceu nil ALg^HOT CTC3TugfTcO 
Arr wioi, 

GlciJGnGtTfljgjrTcifT Ccrjniia»_5>2)fTGGSTg2jm 

aoS 1 ASTTrfl 

®_GTrcn^^1<reT B_firrGcn £_gti63T a creri_mil, 

AnipCcu! 

“Aho, Sister! By the deceit he practised 
in measuring three strides of land, 
they say he resides in the Ocean of 
Milk and in Venkatam, see!” 

“Though residing in the Ocean of 
Milk and in Venkatam, he resides 
permanently in the heart of 
Kalikanri also, so tally!” (10) 

11.6 Advice to seekers 
Maininra \ Asaveri \ Adi 

eninrv, r£ldmr) A^rid ai cucumu 2>_cu(A) $*9™^ 
CurT<reTCiiQiTjm mrr(Lpm crcu currib 
G&UJfb iQcarir) £1 (Isanti 

QfbQrbi Aficuih {b&gd £>ffrr; 
ffrjb JfecW>l Q^iujlbrrQrt (Tj£)G6unfr 

(«^(reTGfrj<reriii]<rer, O^neren h**'* 1 ’ 
rareri_ snortG uj cjfrjfch&QGn . 

Devotees! You do not realise that the 
lord of sharp discus lies in the deep 
ocean, with the Earth, gods, men and 
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all else in his stomach for a very 
long time. Instead you go and praise 
some unworthy god, — for what 
purpose, to what avail? Do not waste 
your good deeds. Praise the Universal 
lord alone. (1) 

jftcusufTg, Qu (5 OeuGrrcnib djtaiDiSlcjT itfgj 

££>14 r§)i£tiT2>£ d>(Tcuti> 

LDCU ^OUTu g»L-£ CiT)<9>LUITGU U.£)fJGTJTL.ID 
^(AULJ02)<5 

crcueufT(O)U) cnn Gu0iDfT«n 

2_ctot( 51 cT 5 <ffl<s\j G^curr 

^cucufT^fHT $>n\b 2_cnGrr? ^cuor ^(ijCstt 

a_CV>0 S}yGUg)l c£|rf>)uSfr£>CcrT? 

When the restless ocean flood rose to 
the sky and submerged every!hing, the 
lord with battle-strong arms held the 
universal space outside its reach. 
Does no one remember those days? 
Is there a single god who is not the 
stuff that the lord ate and regurgitated? 
Do they not see that the whole world 
exists by his grace? (2) 

ClrTj/pnSlCiflGU AGrjTcanrTgjjib i£lc<finr) 

cu rr lu 

rKrr^^AgniLD £oraTi_ jfcfTCu GurriL 

2_ffTTcrfl l.l_ &\ LDrjGgfT0Lb 

Cu ^cornueifT(T^^f^iAmncu 

g,fTg 3 T S-UJUJS, Q^fTCTOTL 

Cl<3in'0 | T)u Ct_»rrfT uj rrejr 0«nmh ua<sun£ 

£\n^ ClgjfTCWTi IT Cl^niq UJ ^CfD* 

All the gods, — inclusive of the 
forehead-eyed Siva, the chant-tongued 
Brahma and the white-elephant-rider 
Indra, — were saved from the 
devouring mouth of the deluge and 
swallowed by the lord for safety. Yet 
thev never praise the benevolence oi 
our discus-wielding lord. Oh, the 
wickedness of these petty gods! (3) 


ussflu ugciDGu^) $Gnrj urrfr crcOcurnb 

Oibglf^ 0>i_Cc\j ^«t 6,rrcvjLT>, 
jlgcafla e>er>cru>,cm ^gOottgvj 

GTOTrn^j 2_cucS>u) 
fiJjPc?nc3Tu|if> crjnrbj^, 

(ipoflft ^cncvjcbOT Can $0 

CVI liSl «T) f$l CO 

Gncu&^j a-ihcnu) a^ujujA Cl Arrant 

census, e-^su^ 
ftipaj ClaniLjusir asOsiSVrftCCTr. 

When the whole Earth was covered 
by the cold rocking waters of one big 
ocean the lord appeared saying, “They 
have no protection any more”, and 
took the whole Universe into his great 
big golden stomach. He is the ripe 
Kalakkai-fruit-hued lord and master of 
the sages. He is your protector. Yet 
you have not learnt to worship him 
with single-minded devotion. (4) 

urm cSH>0 1 ^ &> rrt'ififirrGin t ljijcdgu torr 
rhi Al Gcvj ^ncuih 

c^OfTcpii) ^6U€£j<mt_uj $0 «4>uS)<T)r$lcu 
Qirj 0 rbi< 3 jnojLb jb^bgil «2_ erren^gj 
a-annncrfilc^n! a_<Knn0^lCrjcu, 
e_cu0 c 5 m eighth 2 —LDun Ci 9 irTinrr 67 T 
Cu ij fTCTTGar Gufjncrr Cu itagtf 
c^uSlijrbJ&i^Cio Gu^rr^Gen. 

O Foolish People! Do you not realise 
that when not a bit of land could 
be seen and the whole world was 
one big ocean, everyone was in his 
auspicious stomach for a very long 
time? If you can understand this, prate 
the thousand names of the lord of gods 
who measured the Earth. "(5) 

Cuw ^0^0U) QrtQ Qcucncnib Qu0 
Oi 100 ^rrcuLD, 

forrtLi <@0A0tb cudbrawrCus s>_ Actho^ ^ 
iuiuaC)5,(167311 ugst 
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CuiTiij M# 2 > 

ClgjUJffULD 

OArrcr3Ti_fT0Lb Cl^fTCinnTerr! Qlmd/D 

ftmij ^00*9,, U3G3>€5iST Clojfb<£n ^ilQ^CurT? 
LDmli—rTg) ^)A€t{ 

Devotees! When the monstrous deluge 
flooded the land, the lord protected 
you in his stomach just as your mother 
bore you in her womb. Leaving him 
aside, you go and celebrate some new 
god, like leaving out the mother-cow 
when bathing the new-born calf. How 
utterly heartless you are! (6) 

LDC37TI*|[T(3^j 60OT3T l>>rT0LO , CTJ rTgJTffU 01D 
gjncjTGLi^Lb j LDn^njjii ctgvj crunib 
a-cjsTfiffsmfl) C)u0 Glcucncnib 22_Gff3T«(nnrTLDU\j 
ftfTOT cfjl^r^j«£l s_ujuua Cl^nrt^njiL. 

A GTOTuJ 3 i rrcrt G 5 T j ^jOTtTTvfin in r?ii cnA t 

Alpcu (*,14 ^CUOT*C5T 2 _CffCTT£gjj 
crsnTCjrsr rr^ LDn , s55*fl l_2)Co‘)«9j crtostcisjjrriP) 

CufTgjj CTGVJCVJfTijb ^'CSfllU ^CjT). 

Protecting Heaven and Earth, gods and 
the Asuras and everyone else from 
the all-engulfing deluge, he swallowed 
all and saved them. He is our 
benevolent lord of Kannamangai city. 
Those who do not worship his feet 
and keep him in their hearts are no 
men. 1 he moments we spend ignoring 
them are sweet! (7) 

a>n>a> ^Icnrr jjgj) *ucu (&n 3 L.QU 3 . 

uri(bg)J <Sjrf)h ^67mi_5>gii ^uurGu 
' arrcu^^j, ClurrcifT 2_G\j<3,ib 

C7LpcnojTiL| :• - U 

<£lcrrnyy, A,Un- t exuSlfbr^cin .-SHftLhijiquSlGo 
s^lDCvHX) 2_ u_|Lii< 9, Qi5)fTOTJTL 

[£)rr)ib I'OcmTi^g, 0 **i/cV Clft}Qpitg> 62 ri< 3 ) 6 r»ui 

|bloj^C3TiijfT<5,fTn ibnCiii. 

When the terrible dark deluge came 
rushing, wreaked havoc, and rose 


above the Earth, the lord contained 
the golden worlds in his huge stomach. 
Those who do not contemplate 
the dark-hued radiant lord and 
protector are indeed lowly. (8) 


(ip<*0 <£Hi§rb5>, 

g,gjiiu ^ ^ ctcst^U 
Q£n«rjn_rr<£h0U) ^LDijn^^uh (ipcaflcnnai^u) 
gjrTcrr cjiLgii 

22_cyjn0, ^0CuuS1rb|51c5T ^ftifiuu^uSlcvj 

cnQJgjgl], 2_LDCniD 2_ LU LLIaCI ffifTGySTu. 
Q5»rTfe75lL_ff) CTJ<9i iDCrafl CuOTTTCTOTCyr ^ttfdT 

0L_j)6yi5j £5sli uruq. fT^CcTT. 


When the floor of the Universe 
disappeared under the deluge waters, 
the lord came full of grace saying, u Oh! 
Oh!”, and protected his devotees, 
gods and celestials by taking them into 
his stomach. The benevolent lord of 
gem-hue resides in cool Kudandai city. 
Sing and dance his names! (9) 


CgjGuanfjiqLb <^<3<gemijiqih ^l«r>5AC3icmj-|Lb 

&i I— CVJ &> GS) CTT U_| Lfl LDfbfQjLb (ip(T) Jpl l_D 

ujrrGiicrifjLLiill uj itCld. cmi Clu0LDnGifl’ 

a_cT3T0 <$<£$5>&i Oonartafl 

a.n ei)sri0tD Clufti^lco iDnjjOTi^s, 

(f^cS] ififTcncu cijC ucun it 

U, <Jucn0iD ^0in5,CTTfTCu < ^0cnClurb0i Lj 
Cluncai 2_c\j^ cu Cl t_i rroSl gh it ^itClo - 

This is a garland of songs by fragrant- 
groved-Mangai king Kalikanri, 
praising the lord who swallows the 
gods, the Asuras, the Quarters, the 
oceans, and all else to the last, not 
leaving out anyone, then brings 
them out again. Those who master 
it will receive the grace of the lady 
of the lotus and reign over heaven 
as well. (10) 
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11.7 The purpose of this body 

Nihiakam \ Surati \ Adi 

£«tt fFj(T<g>LD <*fr)/51, CljbQ GiiGW) 

Ai_CDC\JLJ 

CuGJTTrTCJT , ^(ipgjLD 

*-<Mbg> CluubLDrT«n«TT 

yj6TOT ld rrrTGucncrrj cjfirr agi^m Cl u rrerr 

UDcnftjcmu 

&> itGT 3Trr5)mi OiGszr <rrc3Tfpiib &>CTOT ^cucu; 

Si 6ff5TL_ IfG lD . 

Winding a long snake over a tall 
mountain stuck in the deep, the lord 
churned the ocean with abandon 
and gave ambrosia to the gods with 
pleasure. He wears beautiful garlands 
on his chest and rides the Garuda 
bird. He is a mountain of gold. Those 
who do not see him have no eyes at 
all, we are certain. (1) 

iScTTffuncii, (<9jjn<srr 2_0 <3 *,uj 'Ssnrpj ©‘JJb&J 
LD n Ou c6) i XI cm 

dbircrriTGu crrd9l l_i_ QjSi&iG&g 

liil&ftfumCTT; 

itgtt nga Lorr LDcraflcmu; ClgjncnfTi_nai(^ 

uj rtfiDcn 

Cacttit<s Qffcfi1<5icn Claefil ^cuco; Cal-l-hCid. 

The manikin who sought Mabali, 
grew tall and measured the Earth with 
his feet, could not be granted his 
gift. He is my uncut gem, always 
sweet to devotees. Those who do not 
hear of him have no cars at all, so we 
have heard. (2) 

gjirujnenGJT; g,nui iDcy>n)ujn^cjr; Clg>cji c^c^S) 
GlD UJ fTCTI G3T ; ClDCXincn 2 ,-llSllT E_€WT0 

^(ipgjj £L_C3Tnt_ 

<?unujnfinc?rr : iDncmcu Gmrrnii<s^l cues* 

Cl l I^CTILD 

Gii^n^rijT Gli 5<5» ffrcsTfnJ 10 Gu<9<* ^jcocvj; 

Cal. i ffG LD . 


The pure one, the lord of the pure 
Vedas, the lord residing in beautiful 
Tiruvali, the lord who sucked Putana’s 
poison breast and her life with it, is the 
adorable Mai. Those who do not 
worship him and speak about him 
do not speak at all, so we have heard. (3) 

1—rr ^rrcrafliucnciT* <£W\_rr 2_^arrcu lormsii 
g>i_rr <*>u _ c < ^fflcjuu a_iiiurjmT CAnionfincsr; 

^(T ffcnjj ji gll.lpfTUJ LD fT fTQj CD 63T 

^HGU 2)^5 rrcu 

urTLrT^jfrn uml0 CTGarrpjii) urnl0 ^gvjgu; 

C<£b iLl dCld . 

The fierce lion-form that came and 
destroyed the perverse Hiranya by 
tearing his chest with claws, is the lord 
of gods. He wears a cool fragrant 
garland of Tulasi. Songs which do not 
sing his praise with love are no songs 
at all, so we have heard. (4) 

GD LD .J^fT UD LDSfijfl G1J CD t] U J LO , LD fT 

(Lp^l^JLb 

Cl^nuj (2) cuCnCTTU -l LD *<TUJ(T61|lh CuDOTr^j 

^(DpOTifTL- 

Cl LDLLMLincDCn ; CIlDLLIUJ LD 6TT CVJ LLI (7 CO 65T J 

<srcu(#) cjfbgjjuD 

GJDiffj LLJ fT6jn<T3T CfflSj C Sj ITLp IT, CPA ^GUGU; 

Qi fa«TJT I_fT G LD . 

The lord has a dark hue like the deep 
ocean, the gem mountain, the laden 
cloud, the blue lotus and the Kaya 
flower. He bears a conch in his hand, 
and resides in Tirumeyyam. Those 
who do not fold their hands in worship 
have no hands, we know it. (5) 

s>en t5^n ^jipnixiib, cfilGiDGn lljld , 

(xpcn (Ip GT1 ifl U_| lb ^LDUgyilD (_Lp CSfT 

£h (vlTlFT l fTGVJ r 

l_|GTT 6JII1 6JG3HD I IA0 <@1- D?2jfTG3T 

ClufTGaT^jlq*^ CTGTTfQJ 
2_ cn cnnj^nn sl £_ ctt gtt i_n n < 5 , 

Cl eh rren G cn nC lD - 
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The lord came as a swan, and as a boar 
that lifted the Earth. Whenever one 
sees fresh Tulasi leaves, Bilva leaves, 
Alari flowers, roses and lotuses, if the 
heart does not feel, a Ah, these are for 
the golden feet of the lord”, that is no 
heart, we say it. (£) 

AGnCJI c^,IT *LgU U>, A (R) cfi) cr> CTT ID , 

A n LL) FT 6^| li) 

GT) GST UJ rT CD GJT ^>4 CJUSl C7T fT GO 

<^I ) n’6ij^ ) g ) rTfiO, 6T6irn)]iri 
gyr LD6UJT @il®, Q2)rTGj3Tl_«TfTUJ 

l£l<*ffTn}] 

.iglcncnujaibtTfr crsarciih Qr*,^ 

C^icoco; AG^JlLnClD. 

The lord has the hue of the roaring 
sea, the Karuvilai flower and the Kaya 
flower. Those who do not cull fresh 
flowers from the lotus tanks and 
offer worship with love and 
enthusiasm, or even think of it, have 
no feeling, we know it. (7) 

ClGurfJl A0 cfd 0<s-)LrF>2>co ^uja/flujii 

JfcJQJ QqigottCIgtotuji 2_Afjigjj 

1 UJrTGJlOTT, Cltffci Clfbl^LUnCDCJT 

^^ujrr^nrr GTctfrrryii) ^r^liLHTftfTfr j 

St Gf9T t_nGto. 

The lotus-eyed lord Senkanmal came 
as a child and enjoyed eating the 
fragrant butter from the rope shelf, 
kept by the fragrant-coiffured cowherd 
dames. 7 hose who do not contemplate 
and realise him are forever ignorant, 
we know it. (8) 

CflFjQcjTrr® QjGJnn® 

' rrs^Gu 

^uiDni, QAnsjntTLfic^.^u iDcun* 
AOTinsjijflA flf>nuj, 


,$ 4 ,sSt e£lcT)L- ejjfi ^eaftp 

^cymiT 

UincjflL-Ojrr ^Gucurr crcngrjj ctcst id 

C.D GJJ gCsjC'**- 

The lord resides in nectar-drunk 
bee-humming Tirumalirumsolai. For 

the sake of the dark-and-flower-like- 

wide-eyed dame Nappinnai, he 
subdued seven prize bulls. Those 
who do not become his devotees are 
no men, I hold in my heart. (9) 

QtDUJJT) rfJIcSTJT) UfTGLIlh 

GDAfj, _r£l(SOT(r) ^ypiunciFT ^ 14 * 

GDAr*) r^C^Tir) GojGVI CT>3>0> AG&llJGfr 

i£>ncr>w 

^ClujrTCTTpjib ggjbgjiib @gdgu umq. 

<$*0 i£lG«n- 

This garland of ten songs by sharp" 
spear -wielding Kaliyan is an offering 
at the feet of the discus-wielding lord 
Tirumal. Devotees! Sing and dance, 
your bodily Karmas will vanish. (10) 

11.8 The final petition to the lord 
Matramulla | Ahiri \ Adi 

mmrjfDii) a_crr ^s^t^lgyni) 

G<g,fTIT)fDA CAfTCOElJeSluufTUjOAfTGU? 

CTIGJT £QJ ^orcrih 
pritSiCnr) Gjjrup U) fjibCu rreu 

& OTtG/D^ 1 t 

JbrrjbjDib, s,a ncii aercry, «^>c51 "h/Puj 

O Lord! Nambi, manifest as fragrance, 
taste, touch and sound! After all is said, 
I still have something to say: Like the 
proverbial tree growing on the river 
bank, I constantly dread the thought 
that you may cast me into the dungeon 
of birth and worldly life again! (l) 

2_gtt CWui jciiciT; iDAft c,T 

Gg>fTfT)(T)* Go,nfnn)jGhluunLuCl<5ifTGu 

CTGSTfQ) 
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< 9 » 60 <njlT LDOTcbCuftcO 
gjcnrhj^n fg|p)uG 3 T, <£H^P euCUfiJiT! 

O Deft discus spinner! This may vex 
you, but say it I must. Like seafarers 
caught in a storm, my heart shudders. 
I dread the thought that you may cast 
me into the dungeon of birth and 
worldly life again! (2) 

^rir qau 

CluiLgii 

currr&Anuj ffT< 3 T/£j <b ^ ^2)2)0 

<34 0^ 

LifTibCunQ 6^)0 cnnuSlCcv 

U uSl OTJD fT 6VJ G U fTCO 

aiTrhj^ngj) 2_cTicmrj ctcst 

.*>, n id cn g<j> A «.a3 i sa n! 

My Lotus-eyed Lord! I dread the 
thought that you may cast me into 
further dismal births and never 
Help me out. Like sleeping in a hut 
with a snake in it, my heart flutters 
unbearably. (3) 

a_0 Qn iS)flr>cfilA0»€n ^drcaiLb t_|*u 

Cluu-lgil 

rfl 61 Jrr lij cTG 3 Tfry CTCTTQj <^S»!D(2> 

®( 2> LJfT 0 cTffl Cl< 5 .fTcincTflijS 1 gy<riT 

errr^j ibCuCufTcu 

2— 0arr(0jb0ii] crr«rr 2— gttcttid, 2®? 

(lp 5 ,CUCllfT ! 

O First-lord! You may intend to make 
me wander through many more 
births, — a dreadful thought. Like a 
white-ant caught in a firewood 
burning on both ends, my heart 
shudders and melts. (4) 

QAfTOTGTTA 0€«JpUJfTaj ^0 LOCULI A ^jjiluSlcU 
gicncrflu LjAU Clu lii^C^rrcvi ? ctcjtjij] 

ClcijCYTgT»g,^1<srM uutl l ^ctudG urrGcv) 

a_CTTcrrih gj»crrnij 5 »ff*|^(nu 63 fr. (ipgjcucun! 


O First Lord! You may shove me into 
the womb of inexhaustible Karma, 
I dread the thought. Like a pack of 
foxes caught in a flash-flood, my 
heart is disturbed. (5) 

uoil rQcinnr) uij, £b n lo gd rpG lli rr0 

f^CULD 

LDGTH_ £)«3TrT)j ^GVJ^lb GUUJ CU <^g61 

ID 6331 fTGTT fT 

^j 67 )l_UJG 3 T &$%}&> LDrjGlD jj ^IjnClD 

^GDULU ^0CrTfTtU, <rraT«j0 £>_C3T 0)537 

^^Gcn. 

O Bridegroom Lord of fertile Tiruvali 
surrounded by wetlands where red 
lotuses and blue lilies blossom in 
profusion! That I may not be like a 
tree chopped for the grazing animals, 

I seek your grace alone. (6) 

GctjidiS)« 3T myj Ccmi>L| s^cwTCSjrrrgjj 

^ 13. G UJ 63T 

5>fT63T 6)63Tgyti> 2_ C3T G^CUlq. ^ 

rhujGojsyr; 

C/JjibucO ,@cn5) ^IfbJAcri il6370>cfil00>g>J 

ggGlJfUUU 

UfUDlSicBT ^GHCOTTU UCTTClflQ ff> fT633Tl_fTlij 

UlJ(tfT>C0fT^ • 

O Lord who rid the waning Moon of 
his misery! O Radiant lord reclining 
on the five-hooded snake! Just as a 
caterpillar growing on the bitter 
Neem tree still eats only Neem, I seek 
none other than your feet. (7) 

^losfi Quffipcu . v v 

u u rr 

gj633flCiu«^ rQar 3I0VT ^eucug,! 

err 63T a ^ j 

insraflGuj! u>«wf! LDnerefl <3,0,0 id! 

U GJofluJ n UJ 6T63T0J0 2&_ ILJ IL| ID G1J£J1<3> 
uij 

O Lord of flower-groves-surrounded 
Aranganagar! Now I seek nothing 
other than your grace. O Precious 
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The lord came as a swan, and as a boar 
that lifted the Earth. Whenever one 
sees fresh Tulasi leaves, Bilva leaves, 
Alari flowers, roses and lotuses, if the 
heart does not feel, “Ah, these are for 
the golden feet of the lord”, that is no 
heart, we say it. (6) 

aesDcjr 0,i_c^jii)j A(<bcol enormia, 

<3, n UJ (T CV| LD 

CT) CJJTliJ (T CD C5T & C5TlS)«TffCO , 

ld 

<3r«nC3T ^ri in curt rtG^ran iTniij 

ifj) C3T (T^l 

{9cn€yruin < 3,rr(T Ojjj^ar CTCOTrpjib 

c^cocu; <s>£tjtl_ rrCi-D. 

The lord has the hue of the roaring 
sea, the Karuvilai flower and the Kaya 
flower. Those who do not cull fresh 
flowers from the lotus tanks and 
offer worship with love and 
enthusiasm, or even think of it, have 
no feeling, we know it. (7) 

Qcur$ Jliurr 

£iTICU(|^, 

a^rf,! ClsuerorClcBjiiLi Ojncsn 

£_OT5Tu- 

^ jf)l LL1 fT GJT j Clary &> QTJT Q fV) 14 OJ fTGJTl GS1 
^rfilujfr^nrr crOTTnr)jih ^r§) uj(T g,mi; 

SiGfftfiL rrCin. 

The lotus-eyed lord Senkanmal came 
as a child and enjoyed eating the 
fragrant butter from the rope shelf, 
kept by the fragrant-coiffured cowherd 
dames. Those who do not contemplate 
and realise him are forever ignorant, 
we know it. (8) 

Cg)C) 6 <fTn(l^ O 1 OTJT 0 criMjfyjli) 

$ id n oS) (n cu 
&OG5I g}LU)na ClAncfoiLncn^L. 

n Uj t 


g51cdl_ <ojp 

^csrnrr current! 

m(Tcafli_cufT ^AnCucvjn crcanj ctcit ldgtt^Coi 
C fl GU gjCgjC GST. 

The lord resides in nectar-drunk 
bee-humming Tirumalirumsolai. For 
the sake of the dark-and-flower-like- 
wide-eyed dame Nappinnai, he 
subdued seven prize bulls. Those 
who do not become his devotees are 
no men, I hold in my heart. (9) 

CllDLUfb fr^GSTfT) UlTGUlb ^&6V) r $(ff)lDfTGn<W<9> 
CT><s>rb e-^ujnar (^Lgib thipeo {&, 14 ^ 

cn*j> fQejTjT) Cffucu e^)5><3, o>g>S) ujgst ££g61 

ld fTGTJCU 

goQuLMTGSTlTJJLb §3j>gjUJ O) U fUq. 

This garland of ten songs by sharp- 
spear -wielding Kaliyan is an offering 
at the feet of the discus-wielding lord 
Tirumal. Devotees! Sing and dance, 
your bodily Karmas will vanish. (10) 

11.8 The final petition to the lord 
Matramulla | Ahiri \ Adi 

mnn)rr)Lb 2 l_gtt cSM^gyjLD Qen'6v;Gyi<aiC3T;^ , * <fbGTt 
GtgjfTfbfr)^) C<Eh rTf T)iTijGfiluumuCl^ rTGVI { 

, g:er ,(S "b 

SD ^ A cr> ij cuntp id (J lb C u rr CO 

IbmbrDiX), asunr^j, S’ 1 * 5 ' 

O Lord! Nambi, manifest as fragrance, 
taste, touch and sound! After all is sai > 
I still have something to say: Like th c 
proverbial tree growing on the ri v £ ! 
bank, I constantly dread the thoug 
that you may cast me into the dung e ° n 
of birth and worldly life again! 0 ^ 

^2)(T)iD 2 _gtt gynb O 01 ji 

Gftrrtr>fT)A C^n^rtycblLJunuJ^^^ 

GTGjrfOl 
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ACUQilT iDCTUbCufTGU 
giiGnthithn f^lfrjucjT, S^iP' guCu^jit! 

O Deft discus spinner! This may vex 
you, but say it I must. Like seafarers 
ca ught in a storm, my heart shudders. 
I dread the thought that you may cast 
me into the dungeon of birth and 
Worldly life again! (2) 

<^>fT ^GJTGSTlb L|<9»U 

CluLLIgJ 

<776^^ Ab/R/b&h fb nc ^ 
Ur nbCurf 0 &€\ iTJirjuSlCcvi 

U uSl GST £) fT CU C LJ n 6 u 
2 _ 6 TT€nLD ftCTT^li , <TTfi 3 T 

<5, rr ld cn ij a <?, c tot or jt n! 

My Lotus-eyed Lord! I dread the 
bought that you may cast me into 
further dismal births and never 
help me out. Like sleeping in a hut 
w *th a snake in it, my heart flutters 
unbearably. (3) 

*-(£> c&l," iSlfDcfilAd&CTT L|0>U 

(rrciTrtjj 6)n>£\g,$ ^Tfflrrnji «£ffc!D(2) 

@(5un0 crrfl Cl<9.rTcncrf1uSlgyCTT 

CT^J C u G u n cu 

, ' i *l ., ^1 <rtCTi auCTTcmb, esufi 

(Lpg>CUGUfT ■ 

D First-lord! You may intend to make 
ni e wander through many more 
births, — a dreadful thought. Like a 
w hite-ant caught in a firewood 
burning on both ends, my heart 
s hudders and melts. (4) 


O First Lord! You may shove me into 
the womb of inexhaustible Karma, 
dread the thought. Like a pack of 
foxes caught in a flash-flood, my 
heart is disturbed. /-/ 


u&ni ^u^aiDcnoCiijrrQ ^cnfl 

■Scold 

u)GnL_ 

LD €57T fT 6TT fT 

^GnuUJGJT CTf^lfbtf) IDfjCu) fpfcfcj ^fJflClfl 
^eni_uj ^(f^ennOj, s 2_<ar «5 ,ct 

^(^CcTT. 

O Bridegroom Lord of fertile Tiruvali 
surrounded by wetlands where red 
lotuses and blue lilies blossom in 
profusion! That I may not be like a 
tree chopped for the grazing animals, 
I seek your grace alone. (6) 


CsuiiiStrii Miyi C*.ni>i | Alitor® a_cfoiesjTir$i 

< 5 H 14 . G Uj C3T 

JJ}(T63T (Si 63T uD &_ GST C<9CLit(j ^CJT/^l 

fbUjGQJOTT; 

C5>u)uoj $(hi<h<~h 6\Gn(o<&Qa>&i 

g>GUfTUJU 

UfTLDLSlcjr ^CDCJTTU LJCT7CrflQ<5jfT6S3Ti_fTLLJ 

uij(«TjCsir# * 

O Lord who rid the waning Moon of 
his misery! O Radiant lord reclining 
on the five-hooded snake! Just as a 
caterpillar growing on the bitter 
Neem tree still eats only Neem, I seek 
none other than your feet. (7) 


^it Ourn£l<?u £< 9 ,ft 

^uun 

gjjfiraflLujcsr ' f^OT <^i(fT)Cn ^gogu^ 

gt fi5TA(^; 

LDcraflGaj! U>twM iDfrcroflftAGio! 


^Urrcncrr* <3 cm mu in# »a gg$)i 0 «i> 

§>ctt crfl i*j i.j &> lj Qutij^pQAn , cO < ? CTGSTfpi 

^GUCTTGTT^^pcnL utJUl (b'fl ^OTiiCufrGfSu 
^-CnGTTti) ^jlCTTl^AfTfOjpt 


uGRffliLi nuj in cn s*_ujiLfii) 01 <73 

LJfj^Can^! 

O Lord ot flower-groves-surrounded 

Aranganagar! Now I seek nothing 
other than your grace. O Precious 
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Gem! O Gem Lord! O Madhusudana! 

O Light effulgent! Pray show me 
a way. (8) 

rbJbgjfT jfcijAgjgjj r^n^ib 

GTq>$>iTt±j\ QfljneOTTi_(7 ^csT6ua5>0 Jgcfr 

<^|0GTT Cl<5liJCUfTllj! 
flJbC^fTftn! 0,67)GVJ6ljCGir ! g,fTLTJCnf7& 

& bo jt {,3 iii rr 

<^iqCiufb(a) ^(^GTTrnij, 2 _ctt 

^(T^Ggtt. 

My Lord! Sweet grace of devotees! 

O Lord of the Chandogya Upanishad! 
Master! Lotus-eyed Krishna! Pray 
show me a way to escape the eternal 
damnation of Hell. Oh! Alas! (9) 

0G5Tjnib jQcnq Gi rr £, 0>6LI6in 

GtfT ^if] GtST 

LDGU L_|Alp ififtlGD*. inCJT, 

Clsncu 

y^CTT^ fSlflfTfr^tfpjGJrugJLb GUGUCVJGUfT 0,U)GtDCU 
GTGrr^jLD fjl tr>cr c ^l ) uS1c?5t Anij/ftcucunGcu. 

This garland of ten songs by 
famous-at-the-crossroads-Mangai King 
Kalikanri is praise for the lord who 
lifted a mount and saved the cows. 
Those who master it will never gather 
Karmas. (10) 

Alvar's lotus feet our refuge 

The Shorter Tandakam 

Tirukkuruntandakam 
ofTirumangai Alvar 

uttjcng, g^cjncmi, Gljbtfjkft.mujncu 
ft^CTlCCITUj GlIQJGUnn 
LDrrcnd, £hOT3p("iy /icotf 
ld 


iD^uSlcncn, LDfTCDCU GHnyiQ>6) 

LDeargjgj! 

cfi)$ uSlcncnA A«?t0Qtf«rrcran_ Glgjircran-GsJT®* 1 
^Q^GcoGot. 

I have found my treasure, my coral 
pillar, the lord who is the sole refuge 
of those who seek him through 
worship, the one who destroyed 
Kamsa, the lord who rules the 
Universe from yore, the adorable one. 
He is the divinity that enters my heart 
with love, I worship him. I shall never 
leave him now. (0 

AfrrijiSlciOGjr, ljgstc^cu, $<snuj<g> au* io$^<* Tr 
ggGoKiGTffr OdJfOff) 

@u>iuu> CJUJ crr^eu vi 

^IrjG^GTT 

<5H£> $ €*> at, & (ips, lb 65T (oiT) GUT 

•.I I £_uSIgJT>IJ £_«J3T*- 
<£Bv(T)f5^cr)G3T (£jcrnni]Q j,fTOT3i(^, £__cttgttld ■ 

(£> ^KL^JLDrfGfP- 

The lord who is wind, water and fire> 
the strong one who destroyed the 
fortressed Lanka, the mountain like 
heap of beautiful gems, the sweet 
flood of ambrosia came as the death 
blow to Hiranya. How can we praise 
him enough? Tell me, O Heart! (2) 

urr @0LD t-lf)67)Gli a,G3T«pjOT U(nj C1IGP0 

$cijfTC<arnii^(5) 

@0£>gi) ^(ipgjih Oaitcssh. * 

crni> rj ^ 

Cqjuj ,@00 Genrencu 4^p<b£J cO'A j1/V 
^rfluj 

^" @00 CairejDGVJ Ciduj c^ujn^b®^ 8 ® 1 

6LI 6SS1 fhJ <£l G G 6^ ■ 

Let us worship the lord who planed 
a mountain in the deep ocea 11 * 
churned it and gave ambrosia to the 
gods. He is my lord residing 111 
Malirumsolai surrounded by dense 
Bamboo thickets. P) 
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C&tia, uj n<sjfT s_ihrn^j ; GAipsu 

2_ CVJSi LD 0<9>fT6OTTL_ 

Gucrarcs3TC3TrTcngu C u ns, tja 

AGJTcfilffU <£bCTyi0 
ciJ n d>^crncO A0if>ib ^cJrfiOTffcOj 

^Vyj,CT>3, ^(S3TC5TftGVJ 

CglhIgda lEgjitj, cufrr^i^l, ff61^rbj<^1Ge3T.rb0 
^GjflLuGurrCn}! 

Seeing in my dream the petal-soft 
lord who came as a boar and took the 
Earth, I did want to ask him something. 
Through thought, word, deed and 
faith, I have swallowed him with love. 
How sweet he is to me! (4) 

<@0ibq e ^*srtfyr£)i s> _ctsti_ i^nCunGu, <mb 

£1U (IT) in ITg}I <9,0 CT63T 0)€5T 

^(^jinClufTjcu^cm^ 

p u iii^gjj GuhG<»jtg3t; 

ClJ(TF)Lb L| LU CU 6U GjstGfSIGSUTGPXJ 1006$ , GTG3T 
UDG3TpjgJ , 

^(T^LDlSIotT ^JejT tfirnjj CufTCUU U0<£lGG3TrT)0 
^caflujcijnCiT)! 

Like a hot iron drinking up water my 
love swelled. I directed it to the lord, 
made myself his devotee, and found 
my refuge. Bearing the cloud-hued lord 
in my heart, I drink him like sugarcane 
juice. Ah, how sweet he is! (5) 

fy^Surflcvi ^ipfcCVjtfVjtjr ^Uj Sp50QH3TGn, 

2_CUALD Cl£>fT633TL 

G^rTcfllfeTnCTT, 0i- lijCtTig, Ginn.) 00 mfis^riiid 

A! IJGa^tfTT |( @63TlJU 

Un^cnGjT, u0CP>0fb Gg}«n<W' I 63>LJli) CluiTGJT^SJt 

Cl<9C3Ttf3fll_l 

•,i^i»lwTfiTu i _|<9i(i§iij Ljlj^nOTm n <ncn CI^hgvjoSIlj 
l_|«9»LpG1in gjItGlfl? 

Lhe lirst-among-the-Tri-muru-lord 
who took the Earth as his, is our king 
who resides in Kudandai. He is precious 
as a heap of gems, sweet like music and 


pure honey. He is the flower worn by 
the gods on then* heads. Oh, with what 
words can devotees praise him fully?(6) 

^ LD 6311.0 63HU , innjJ&THn gjCjSTCnGJT, GTlD<9>0 
dj(5 $63Tlp 

Omtuibenincnuj cfilrfljbS G^itczdsvj cfilujcsT 
$0 ^rjnii Aib Cldlu 

Cl 6 lb CD ID 631LU, A0Cni£ Q)GSIGP>G&& £§l0LD631Cu 

0 csuD lu rrcncyr, 

^)C3Ttf3^LD«yiUJ, ^IcnCSTClJfTft 6T63T fcG3T 

pencil ifilans LngrrgjiGunGq. 

The lord of Arangam is the salvation 
for this world and the next. He is a 
dark form in Arangam amid fertile 
groves. He is the dark mountain lord 
of Venkatam. Those who worship 
him are my masters. (7) 

CUfT63f1cm_U LJlUCfiCU IflfTGTKY) GUC<DIJliSl«r>L-U 

iSlfj<9ib rrdtiff) 

GgjCafl gdl_ <9, a 0) ld i.S)<9ajpcnip 

<^0tffil6inc3T ic0c61 curnprm 

iDfTCjflLU i9©6fil ^ibC^rr! iD^la^cun; 

Cl<g,rTcrra> 5,1b ld 

ocrrciflcent A 0OLD6aT)U GilITJp A631A j>0 

rT}j<£lCuj Ggu GTOTlq. GJTnG fj. 

The adorable cloud-hued lord is sweet 
as sugarcane juice and the honey of 
the mountain-side. Those who do not 
count his auspicious qualities only 
waste their precious lives, take it. 
They only strengthen the misery of 
their bodily life. (8) 

22__ GTTGTTClflfl ££> 631 r£) <,!) n.g,| , 6J3(ST)<9 U*t1 CM 

crnfl S—GTaTtg^jih 

CI*rtGTi<.iflCtfl«£j cirpjLhi_|Ci 1 n cii a 06 injjiu|iont\i 

(H t. 31 A GIT 8 GTT (»H 1 n ) 

Cl g, git Grillin'! Ga61iita 0 cnGuiiUfTiD CAeufJfmi 

0. (Al A lb lol AiTtoJiJl I 

oycnGifluSn! 22 . ibsyun J«cui.\irrGvj ffT(ip<^inii|ib 
gjj 6310331 ^GcunGio. 
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Alas, my heart does not stay at one 
place, I fear like ants caught between 
two burning ends of a firewood. O 
Clear One! O Lord of gods, O Radiant 
One who took the Earth! Through 
seven lives, you alone are our refuge! (9) 

jQeuGVjrrgii; gtsji 
QsujGagst ^c&sncyTCajdjT? 
U0,<£l«m£)A0 ^G5Tl_| 2_€3 H_GujG 3T ^OlGg,? 

ucrcflujnuj CTtj,5>rruj! 

(ip£b£l ifirr^Cuo! (tp^rh)(£, (ip«£)cu 

€UCf3T63UTfT! GTGTT 
^GVJGUfTGU, LUfTAjUD 

cacrrrn}! ^r^^GcoGcsT. 

O Cool Pearl! O Emerald! O Lord of 
ocean-hue! My Master! Alas, my heart 
does not stay firmly on you. What can 
I do? Wicked one! Make me love your 
feet with Bhakti. My Liege! Other than 
service to you, I know nothing. (10) 

Og>rrcnt0 (TTCVlGUrTl£> UIJsS), ff^GSTOTlGJTg, 

<£4IQ uGjnjfliLjiX)fTfr)j 

^6OTT0 2>rTOTT ftcuctneo ^rruurrcrt ^GiiCg)? 

uGrsfluuniu, CTf£>g>fHu! 

^OTTl^LD GT633T $GJn,£FA0li> 

if, .A, I 

uG73Tuii> < -^ ) ii) ufjLD G^rr^l! r^lGjTGncsrCuj 

U Q GL| G GU G 63T. 

My Lord! You are the Universe, you 
are the cause and effect in all the eight 
Quarters. You are my wealth. You are 
light effulgent. Seeking service at your 
feet, I worship you. I praise you for 
this alone, make me your slave, rid 
me of my worries. (11) 

4M«Jf 'jO LDncDGu £H$A(g) 

Ojnajrrcu, 

gjnjjGfiLn @c\jC^ ffjratuGcnCTT rtyTcarCl oncru<y6VG53iGir 
G Uyit' jcvku (b 01 cld ; 

■ jhgQGujGSi iS)6ni^^^o.'rr^j] GT<sjjTnpi 

r^lG^^lG&nrb^ ^Micj^acu ctcjtit)] 
irtGVJ 6iJOTTOT»nrr oubgjl crcin 

^CT^cpruGcn Ggjn^jTf^lGyrnGo. 


The adorable lord is the life-breath of 
Arangam. I, — this dirty devotee-self 
with a filth-ridden body and spit-defiled 
mouth, — have chanted the hoary 
Mantra of Narayana. I was trembling 
inside all the while, but he came like a 
lotus flower before me and said, “Fear 
not”, and remained in my eyes! (12) 

^HGyiKTTfTtJ f£)(TF,tb CutTg>0U>; 

Ctarrsnai; gtgjt 

^((blDlSlcrsfl, UfTGUUD CTGOGVJruh ^ 

cTfeifi sn Gin d?L_0; 
5>0ti>u| ,sunn C^tTGnGu (A,ijpfb5> 

UDfT GftiruSleO QAfTCWU- 
A0lbl9cir>GyTA AG3IT0 CWc&tQ G763T &&& 
AGrOA0iDrrGro! 

Even water slurped by a red hot iron is 
of use, take it from me. All my terrible 
Karmas have left me. My eyes hover 
around the sweet-as-a-sugarcane- lord 
of Arangam, — who has his temple 
amid bee-humming groves, — 
enjoying his form forever. (13) 

Ancfil&Duj OcudfifD AOTjTcjrinn 3 >cug£|Guj 

UtTG&CuJ<3rr ^A^gi^TGcn 

Cflfr ^G3TOTub tDGirrGCt))LD 

0L-»bcr*£>uj ncnctfu 
undjlCiuOT unGfilujirgj] u n <?Sl G iu cifl 

Alas, the sinner that I am! Day after 
day, I pursued the embrace of lotus¬ 
eyed dames, and wasted my 
energies. Alas, not thinking of the loru 
of Tirukkudandai surrounded by p urC 
waters with swan pairs, 1 fell into deep 
misery and became a sinner. (1"0 

(vpcin QufTGurr ^ 011611 G 57 TG 31 8>GS\ (ipgjl 

^GSTlS^CSTnGVi ^^IDGST Q <V (&) & “* 

ijcuisflui 
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<TT€>jfTU) I fc_«»£)iL0 creirgysni- 

c$jC3Ti9<nnnGu 0nGsn£rr Qfhmzmfy ^iI^gucst, 
l^. ujGteSrC^yr. 

In the yore, Hanuman went to the 
wealthy city of walled Lanka and burnt 
it to ashes, then returned to serve the 
lord Rama’s feet. I, this devotee-self, 
shall melt myself to the bones and 
bathe and anoint the lord with the 
water of knowledge flowing from my 
love-laden heart! (15) 

LDITUj IOIT63T LDITU.I5 CtfrQfrjj, LD0gJ v 'ri 

ifji— (bgil ctfjffuiuii) 

S»riuj ^IJ)IT UQ6TIGLI Oud'lbJft^ GLlGfflfJ 

fiu nGcti 7 rTn ^50 

finite ld rrci) GTLbiS)fjnG 3 Trrrr< 9 i 0 CTOTTgnignt ui ,4 

Os (TjOAcn CTfiSTcrjuii 

SnUJLDfT LD H £T) G\J C 03 rTGTOT (hj) (0X, L. (^1 GU G3T , 

C 0) rr gsttC i _Co 4 Tjt . 

I) this devotee-self, with my pure 
garland of Tamil poems, shall offer 
Worship to the lord who killed the 
naagic deer, who went between 
Marudu trees, who strode the Earth, 
w ho churned the ocean with a mount 
and gave ambrosia to the gods. He is 
^y master. (16) 

^u^flsTTrrnr 6lrr>di) jS^^rrnCurr 2_GTTfTC7T 

Cu/fl 

CurramiT GTGSTugjj Jgjoi 
S-fiodB ill QJ 673 T<TJl5TlCi \ 

ioni .Gi G&U Cl i€ff) 0 >CujGjr; 

iQrodi) &&$<&(£) 

Q U ffl^J ; C 0> fTGTT0) &\6VG0 03L GU 
GU G73T 6OTT ft v J rrGoj. 

^hose who offered praise to the lord 
Tirupper found their salvation, 
^hose who offer abuse also found their 
Salvation, as is seen in history. A fool 
though I am, l shall not offer abuse, 


but only praise the lord of ocean 
hue. Alas, my love for him is enormous, 
know it. (17) 

^GDGTTUlSle™^ ^§0fbg>] (IpOTT 

^G5nnciDijj0i 0«i_L_i4 

^cnui.) «gLDl_|CVIG3T <^U.0J<£1 c^GSTq 

^Gun^GWiCG^rr CDCu&g,), 
giJ<5*10,0.li @fiO 0llfc ) Gu)0,O<9LLJg 1 | G0,fTGffr0gUlb 

A i_ il 0 , <5M,»^C0>, 

d? gttgSI^IuSIgot 0 ,rTcraTuaiir 

C LD UJ LD CffHA RT> UJ 0, 03 rT«OTT<£} rf) u nG(J. 

Seated firmly without fatigue or 
fidgeting, bring your upper eyelids 
close to the lower. Subdue the five 
senses, fill your heart with love for the 
lord alone. Lee thought flow freely on 
that one alone. There in the effulgence 
emerging, you will see the lord who is 
a body of light. Those who do so, do 
surely see the truth. (18) 

iSlcUTTlq <3H,rr LDOTJTGTDL GjrFj^lu tSI||)rt ldgtjcjt 

li I 2?_GiTiJTG^JpILD 

(y^GOTTtqujnOTT 0ffLJib j£ft£(& 6ji0<7u<aT stmn, 
£L_ G\J0aLD <ngigjlLD 
ifTsOTiJTLq.UJjfT ^jgfTuaih ClDUJUJli Cult 

tncucDGO trrcirrrii 

LDGOTRq.GffTrTIT S2__LULUCU ^jCUGuncu, LD0GT>0UJITrr0j0 
S2_UJU_IQU (^ClD? 

The lord rid the curse on Siva who 
went abegging everywhere with 
Brahma’s skull for a begging bowl. He 
resides in the world-renowned 
Kandivur, Arangam, Meyyam, 
Kanchi, Tirupper, Mallai and other 
centres. Other than worshipping him, 
is there a way to salvation? (19) 

GU(TG3TGUfT ACT? G<53fTgi|lB UiC\J)TLfil<STi0 

AjujcniLD tJb 

C.5) LDG\)IT gjfldll C0GIJiq0 Qstki 


03GOJT LnfTGtDGU 
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IfifTCJT CcuGU 5>G\SlujC37 QfffTGJTCn 6U63BT fl,l£lvp 
LDrrsniu rrjfrcyicvjfTjgjjii) 

2J£IC3Tih @«Tr 51 eucucurrrr c^crfl cGI*ijdli 

pencil IT. SjoClD. 

This fragrant garland of Tamil songs 
by spear-wielding Kaliyan extols 
the adorable lord with lotus eyes and 
lotus feet whom Brahma and Indra 
worship with nectared flowers. Those 
who master it perfectly will rule over 
the radiant sky-worlds. (20) 

Alvar's lotus feet our refuge 

The Longer Tandakam 

Tiruneduntadakam 
of Tirumangai Alvar 

Minnuruvai | Gambhiranata \ Ekam 

E-0 <£l,UJ (LpOT 

Ccu^ih jr>nc8T^ < ^uj, g£Ictts> 0 
(ipencrrgjgj ^lf»L<9,cn g,ncn ^uj , 

l5)cjr 2_0 (Lp«rr 2_06fi1cu 

(Sicrafl (\pui_| ^ffucvjfTu i5lfT)uiSl€iS) ^tu , 
^rrjuuft^Cft crsOTrcnniTgj CT«njTGJT)nh 
QufTe&T S_0 ^Uj IDCftfl £2_0c9ffu 

gfbgjj n ott cu 2_0 ^UJ 

C^«JT©J 2_ 0 eft GU <£i<3i(LpiD C#f» fi 
2)CfT 2_0 <5W,liJ, CTC3T 2_0cfilcvj 
i§C3T2) eiifjGr>£ gjCiflri qOTiijiLiii) 

$0<Stllq CTCJT OjCJncVjClDCVjGGU. 

The tender feet of the lord are on my 
head. He is the subtle essence of all 
these forms, the four Vedas, light of 
the lamp, the rising Moon, the more 
sublime, the ageless, disease-less, 
birthless, deathless one, the golden 
image, the gem-form, the five elements, 
the fluid, the fiery, the radiant form 
within me. (1) 


Paruruvil \ Mohana \ Adi 

umr a_0c£lcu, £>n crrrf! Arrcu, diU»ii>t-jU> 

UCU CcuQj <9 ID LU(LpLD (J^UJLJ 
cjrr a_06fi1co (\pcu0CiD crrcncjrr jglejrrp 
(goiMDiucLirr g,i b $0ftj0 Gcuffji 

trcyTTcspiLbCurr^ 1 

g>rr 2_0cuu> Quncjr 2_0CLiib; Qq%&’ 

£>dTj£j u>rr al_cu ffi_0Cuib 
(\poj06uib <5>arart_ Gungj c^gafTpfTib 

(Ip^cu 2_0CUli) CTLO 2_0<^ U5 

fcirCcr- 

When contemplated, the lord appears 
as the tri-murti of this fair Universe 
and the gods, the Sun and the Moon, 
the mighty ocean, the formless elements 
Earth, fire, water, air and space, and 
the various schools of theology* 
The lord who pervades all is my master* 
He is the dark cloud-hued one. (2) 

Tiruvadivil \ Kedaragoula \ Adi 

$0Qju*.cfi)c\j A0 Qib^inncvj Galliot ffrcanrCDJ 10 ’ 

/£lGlJGftg,Aff,GnT; cucncrr 9> 0 Pi(TuJ<a> 
&l&iip(b, 0 > nfffT 
C1 U 0 CU <9iL_CU 

^rrcoib J 

Ou0lDrTGn<2n&^0(f^CuGOTC3JnCT' 0,GSf+3***'' 

6J>0 CUiqClJgjg,] epfl fi_0 CTSStrpJ SL-fiP 1 ^ 

aeii^IGsjnru s£9j^1 djenrry cjdj^cj 
&0 cniq<s£l g\j Qar^j AjGTCicot 

fti—QcnijGuj ujfrfr e^0Qjn ^rrsarcClrpLJf 1 ^ 0 

The dark blue-hued lord is a picture of 
auspiciousness. In each age he takes * 
different form, suited to that age ln 
the Tretayuga he look the huge to ,nl 
of a tortoise to churn ambrosia h' 0 ^ 
the ocean. Other than praising bin 1 ** 
the fair lord of dark hue and lotus eye** 
can any one describe him in totality? v 
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Indirarkkum \ Pantuvarali | Adi 

{b < ^ K ^ esr > 

<&0 rQcvjii) ^,nr6u r ,$>, §n dj)«rar u^ld 

g,t6)j£ epene cut_0<srreu «#*,«£), 

d^GT >0 JT)rTC 3 T( 2 )lb ^JjLU, $&&&* (CTjfTuSljpj 

<S»A 

^5>2>[I2 >$cu C# guitar id c5Mn? lu^ 1 <£*>*>" 
«^lfb<bCT3TCr>GIT p ^(T>5,«raTITLDfTLL(^ 

GTtSV&fb 

iDfb$fj<3>0>ricu iDfnGbfTgj) crarrrjjii) 
ClJfT ^g^&Cujcu eirrnpcurrib ldl_ QrF,0<?Ca)! 

lord who is master of Indra and 
Brahma appears as the five elements 
Earxh, water, fire, air and space, the 
Poetry of Tamil and the Sanskrit 
y p das. He is the four Quarters, 
Moon and Sun, the gods in the sky, 
the invisible Veda-purusha, the secret 
°f the Upanishads. O Heart! If you 
Can remember him through the 
Mantra, we can live in eternity. (4) 

Onmidiyil | Indolam | Adi 

l£)<£lu$lcu U|C 3 TCU 2_(rTj6fi) G£>0 *rTC\J »£l(Dl-l» 
< 5 i rr^jj ld <9>rTifl0 £* ^4 cyst car 

2_cir6TT2)g 1 j 

Ctc T 5 t ld^I u_| 5, l Cuniil 

@0 cfi) ^LDlSIgJllg) Cun'll) CTllglbgll 

Cid cncugj 

fi^rjcmAuSlesT Ljrpff, ^uuircu i 5 l *0 

^Auu05>gi) tQdnn) ctttjCD^ 
ldcoit L_|Gnrju_|ib $ 06 um.Ciu Gucrarr^j^C^snCcai. 

^kh one foot washed by the waves of 
l he ocean, and one foot lifted over the 
Earth, into the wide space, leaving the 
Moon and Sun far below, extending into 
l he reaches of the constellations and 
farther, beyond the good Asura Mabali’s 
Pagination, the lord straddled the 
niverse. I worship his lotus feet. (5) 


Alampurinda | Athana | Adi 

^coLDqrflfbg) d'bg'jb ^LDijrT 

G €11 fij^) €(JT J 

^ LD <^1«310U L|CTI gjGaflu UfTftGSTj 

^cvicraTiTft^ €T«nrijiLb 

^cucurrj, 

03 631 €3">LD LU fFGTT63I , 

2 ,ncsT sssrr crcucunib 0 >cr g>ncn uniq. 

rQcuiD ufjfbgij cu 0 ii) Q UG33TCT)GJyr 

(TJTgjg, 

Qn,gl Ccuuja<m ugl (ip^&iD 2-<b& ^-ttS 
l_|©jlo udfbgiJ Ourrcar efilcncnsi^iD QumuGr><s» 

GcuaSlu 

u,i^i CftfTfiii^jrr Q^n^gjiib Cung^ Clr^^Cs! 

The lord who is king of the celestials 
has mighty arms of exceeding 
benevolence. He rides the beautiful 
Garuda bird. Always angry and 
merciless towards Asuras, he is praised 
in all the towns where he resides. O 
Hean! come let us worship him in 
Tirukkovalur surrounded by fertile 
wet-lands where the river Pannai 
throws up grains of gold and pearls 
collected from the Bamboo thickets 
where it flows. (6) 

Varpudaiya | Kedaram | Jampai 

cugjq £_ghluj gugdo Qff}@£> Cftfrcri 

lo C 3 T crrn lD ncn, 

QJI 4 GllfTuj ID^lg <vh£ a_cu<5>ib 
Qcu(T)M 2 _«nt-iu Qffjgltii gnen 
Cciigu 2_ 

Gcucn ( 3 pa,cun Cl€U€3T0n«i s«5n<£l»v,.‘>u CiDiu 

<9>0u| £»_ 6 PUtlJ IDL_(5» AGITGsfl ArrftJGU ^4,63311 
5,14 Qurripcu gj^«p 0^(5 mgi^cu, 

AlD 6 \j CftjoSI. 

UlijrT 0 u| e_cr>L u_i ldct>«\j ^gtmjujctt i icsafltu 

iglcsr’ip 

y^iCftTCuc^rin Q&ffjtpgdtD CufTgjj ClfbtCTjCs! 

The lord who wielded a sharp battle 
axe against mighty Asura kings and 
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ruled the Earth and conquered the 
spear-wielding Subramanya and others 
resides in Punkovalur, guarded by the 
beautiful dame Parvati, resident of the 
Vindhyas, and worshipped by Malai 
Araiyan, king of the mountains. (7) 

Nirakattai \ Suddba Danyasi \ Rupakam 

£a*5>2>rruj! ClfhQsncmuSlCTT 2 _ g £) CiDcumu! 

gJ€3TiJn_^>^nui! <$6^002, &>oM 
c^crar gicr>0 {it 0guAa rr 

GTTOT n LU j 

ffi—GTT^GiinrT a^cncng^mij! 

<5j(7lJ<5>5>5jmil! ftfTfTGiJCJTflj^] S_GTTCTTfTUJ! ACTTGU n! 

<GifrLQ(ltj J^j SjfTgfilffluSlgyr Cl^CSTUfTGV) lD£3TCT>J 

CuQ&G,$ ) n\u Cugrr^j gtsst Q$(g>i1co 

22_cn6TTfrm! 

Clu0lBfT«T! 2_g&r 

G U Coail G 63T G GST . 

O lord who resides in the water, on 
the lofty peaks, in Nila-Tingal 
Tundam, in prosperous Kanchi, in the 
port city of Vehka, in the hearts of 
devotees, in Karvanam, on the 
southern banks of beautiful Kaveri in 
Perakam, and forever in my heart! O 
trickster, I desire your lotus feet. (8) 

Vangattal \ Kaiyani \ Jampai 


IDfT toorafl gujjgjl 2_0g>! 

iX)6u<nf)c\jiurTuj! ld^gtt ih^^liUjgrruj! Gugrcuj! 

Q<5>nf^jAa5 2>ftrr cugnrbj Q\G>n&RGS)fC) 

ID fTfTQj gifT 

(2)CuGUGnfjujgjr idlu uitc^dqj ^uuuficvj 

Q fh fTGOTlL. fTOT 

u r»ij <5i &>n uj } u cunuj ! umflcax 

GlD 6U fTUj ! 

ucafl cucngu^OTT 2_<5^ujfmj! tjgugn QjCtrsiGOTmi 
2-‘bjO n '*u? gtld Qu(fFjtDncai! 

cartiOTcn iiirtu* 

GjisDipGujcsjT ^(’jfbJGSTGiD e 

O Lord of Mallai on the shores of 
the sea that washes out heaps of gems! 


O Lord of Kanchi surrounded by 
high walls! O Lord of Per-nagar. 
The lord Siva who is spouse of Parvati, 

— daughter of the mountain-king 

Malaya, — stands by you. Lord reclining 
in the milk-ocean, O Lord of the Earth, 
O Lord standing on high snow-clad 
peaks! Where are you? I wander 
piteously searching for you. (9) 

Ponnanai \ Sahana \ Ekam 




lolurTOTT ^^CJTfTUj! (olurTLpiGU £J(l£LD 

i_|Aijp ^Grrruu! ^fti^curuj Q^ns^nGL-C^ 637 

rx->n£fl 

gtott t^caTfiiij! <rr(rffi (^crrrruj! 6 tg3TGJIC\j 

< 2^l gu cvjnew t 

GT GST G31 (TJCmpGlJJgiJT? 2_ CU €h LO 

qjbW'b 

Qjb&n ^ghituj! glil_ ^csnirLu’ 

c 2H ) G3T fTUJ ' 

(5)6OTI\jnCU LD£, LurTGJTTTUj! nCujfTOf^) ^CTTTTp l lfl 

(tpgyr ^G^TITUj! i9g 5T ^GJTfTri GuOTJTO}J(<ff) l - D 

Cs«& 

^CTrniij! (Lp^>cu 1 

O First Lord! O Golden Lord, sentinel 
of the seven worlds! Other than 
exclaiming, u What happened to yon- 
Where are you?”, this despicable lowly 
devotee-self knows nothing. O Lot ■ 
of the South, lord of the North, l° rC j 
of East and West! O Rutted elephant* 
O First Lord of the celestials! You ar e 

the radiant lord of Tirumulikkalan" 1 ’ 
where later generations will worship 
you forever. (10) 


Pattudukkum \ Sama \ Jampai 
(The girl's mother) 

ljiI© 2_0a>(a)ii; ^Luno,^ 

I I fTGffl GU GuG53 Trrt, ’ T ’ 
* ClrFj0ri, a>€OTT iglT ^gjLDtJLJ » •* IX ^ 

Ofl, fTCTTf^^^' 
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crcn gjeiDOTnu Currgj ctcot (£ji_fia>fTCu 

&& cv 60 n j 

ctld Olj^iTjlditgtt <£!(!>,surjnij’Sjii) GTtijGA ? 

6T 63T LD ! 

^^0 iDCJsfl GUSTOT^ (LpagJJLD 0€\ fj^GV) 

u>>_ lo rT5T>cn O^tu^mr 5>ib«r>iD 

(ol ID LLiClLI, 
QtffTGU 6TG3T63Tijj 0<*MTC5Tff!JTIT€TT 

£>rf>AflUI 

0>LCU CU fe - jj l MJ llT Cl^lU^>»TJT; AfTULJfTIT 

c^tplj ? 

O Ladies! My fawn-eyed girl has a 
coiffure decked with flowers, and bees 
humming on it. She drapes herself in 
s, lk then swoons. No more does she 
desire her dolls. With tears welling in 
her swollen eyes, she seldom goes to 
sleep. Even for a moment, she does 
not sit on my lap to be fed. “Where is 
n^v lord of Tiruvarangam”, she asks. 
Who has done this to her?”, I asked a 
soothsayer. “It is the ocean hued 
lord”, she answered. Now who can 
save my daughter? (11) 

Nenguruki \ Todi | Adi 

ucufluu 

IT(ITjLD; 

ffi l LiSln^^ibj s_<nR$r(^ ^r/jlujrTGTT; 

2_f9AALD Gucwrncrr; 

gjuSIcu ^idit3<s» /bibiS! 

cTdrgyib; 

"i l ii * u, <*>jlu ©u ^cSl 6JD ld iTjj2) rr ■ 

6T 63T cni LD ; 

-^crifnuj qilC^mciGuj ^H0ib; ur»(^Lb; 
t^^n^rjrfjftLb^ijj^gijGLDrT'? G^n^ orrery jib; 
^CSt QU<T37nGT)OTIST lj 

(ol LJ ff) G fT) C31 j 

@(5 Qe 4 >{JU ujfil ucnuJjG^CJT, G7* 

UfTffuG»o! 

hler heart melts, her eyes swell, she 
sta nds then falls. She has lost her sleep, 
^gotten her food. “O Lord reclining 
° n the serpent! O Prince of Tiruvali 


surrounded by fragrant groves”, she 
says, then sings and dances. Her spirit 
soars like the winged Garuda. “Friend, 
shall we go to Tiru-Arangam and 
dance?”, she says, no longer under my 
control. Alas, I have earned the 
disrepute of the world. (12) 

Kallediatu | Saranga \ Adi 

0>eu ct0a&ja acu LDrrrfl Arr<5,g,mij! crriTnjjih: 

ATOD(ff) i 2£5aA5i<!bn'lu! CTGaTTipjlb; 

cfilcu OldcugSIiucu C^rrcnC^mijib^mij! 

<TTG3TfQJ ID J 

Og1Jo°oA fTcfilfiO gJliSlcu ^IDItj,^, GciJ/bG^! 

CTT (iil flj| ID , 

iDGVl^l-IT^jg,} LD6U6UGDIJ cSXOTgJJ cNlil "Uj’ 
<n63i|T)jLb; 

Ijjn A63TIL. ]l CTC3T 

CTOTTfQj ib; 

CWcu ^lctflcmu-3 QtfircuGcu 

CTCTTJJJI , 

‘Lj6?nss3T (ip cn co C ld g\j gjciflG.£irTfj£ 

G 3 fr it^£) ciurr) rrG gtt. 

“O Lord who stopped a hailstorm 
holding up a mount!”, she calls, then 
“O Lord of Urakam in Kanchi 
surrounded by fragrant groves!”, then 
again “O Lord who embraced the slim 
Sita after wielding the bow! O My king 
who reclines in the temple of Vehka! 
O Wrestler who vanquished the 
mighty wrestlers. O Mighty-armed 
one who ripped apart the horse Kesin s 
jaws!”. Word by word she teaches 
her pet parrot to speak, then weeps 
over her tight breasts! (13) 

Mulaikkadirai [ Kan add \ Misra 
Cbapu 

(lP&06TTA IJ, (A,irunil(£)U*.lLl6ifT . 

Qjveurr 

£pGL)G\J(g)lb Al -rtSftJ ^ LJ U rTCJ (Lp.<b6LI (1UJ f£l GtfTlT) 

^)GmliL| ^fT ^i(ip^nA) c^CM^Aib Glduj 

^ffj^jeroren cst, ^fj^ararrr gjib 

Si £> 6«D &) U J fTCTD GS\ , 
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Gfilcn< 9 )( 2 ) Cp>GTfl«nuJ IDIJ 9>§)§)tt0) , 

$ fTcfil GVJ 

ClGUo°G<9f>nG^6U ^I^LDncnOJlll UdLA G<5,ll0 

<TLJ GTTn0i&>&\ £3THCO LJ ILI CTfCl l_JIT) Gff)63T J GU^ITjA 

GT W) i JQJ 

tDl_<3b<^lctricrUJJ<Di CSnAafi^UlS] CUCTOTKj^OTTnGcn. 

She heard her parrot sing of her lord 
thus: “O Rising Sun, O Laden cloud, 
O Permanent One, O First One 
beyond the three worlds, O 
Immeasurable, O Ambrosia, O Lord 
of Arangam, O Forever-in-the- 
thoughts-of-pure-Vedantins! O Beacon 
of Tiruttanka, O Emerald of Vehka, 
O Lord Tirumal”. “Welcome Sir, my 
labours have been rewarded”, she said, 
and saluted the frail creature with 
folded hands. (14) 

Kalluyamda | Kamas \ Adi 

(5>ffu e_U_irU£j|T) GlfJjQ io^Ictt (<ff^ip Gldlu 

CTsrrrpj ld Alsu acsflCiu! 

6T(S5T(TJJ LD , 

c^cuoSlujub y iDSunu QuniucD^u uupsyT 

ClZU G$\ 

^KLgtbgLfin rQdmr^j <^iDiDn«in! 

CTOTTpiD, 

Clsrrcu 2_Lu(7]5>a,Qij,0 (ipsnc'j Gldcu 

^rrriir^l, 

gji (Lppcueu fb6<n& ( @oti0Guj C^fidrrrr) qy£h\& )t 
Oldgvj g£ 1 rjcuacir <£1 ojul_| <niij &>Oj 

Qldott ^IcrflGunoj, lAa ifilipfT)pLb 

GljCT)5)Guj . 

My daughter rests her big ornate Vina 
on her bosom, with a smile that reveals 
jasmine-like teeth. She plays over the 
frets till her slender fingers redden, 
singing softly like a parrot, 
u O Elephant residing in Kanchi 
surrounded by high masonry walls, 
O Sweet fruit reclining in the ocean, 
O Lord standing in beautiful Alundur 
surrounded by water tanks 
with lily blossoms”. (15) 


Kanrumeittu \ Subhapantuvaralt \ Adi 

Acsrp GiniijgjgLi £g«flg>i ffirurrmij! 

CTOTTJ^Jlb 

Clum^lcu <5>OTn\_|rTfl)giJ CTOT A>63flGlu! 

GTGCTTIpJ LD, 

LD^p ^LDgft <5«rLgjg*) ^iq LD^lypj^^niu! 

CT GJT p , 

cyi_ ^l(fTpCsijnijftL_Lb Glduj othoit^it! crcinpiD, 
Clcucsrp ^cuib acnGTTrb^) GcuihC^’ 

CTG3TIT)J id , 

cfilifl Cluru^lcu ((>,{ 536 ^ 0 lyrr rglOTTTTjnuj’ 

CTCTTpLD 

gjctTp 0Lpcu jSfD^gj) inesi q^gdgs^C^- 

CTCfTplD 

<5jj CDGifirr (ip gd g\j G id cvj gjctfl C^rr ija 

G<9rrrr<£ldn'ff)rrG(?n ■ 

“O Bull who enjoys grazing cows, O 
My sweet fruit of Kannapuram 
surrounded by fragrant groves, O Pot 
dancer who enjoyed performing 
before packed audiences, O Prince 
residing in Northen Venkatam, O 
King who vanquished the Asura clan 
in wars, O Lord of Tirunaraiyur 

surrounded by vast orchards, O My 
sweet companion with dense black 
curly hair!”, she sings, with tears rolling 
over her tight breasts, and swoons, (lb) 

Ponkar \ Devagandhari \ Misra Chupti 

Cl l_JfTfbl(5) (SHjIT OiDCU ^cnrbJ Cl IT to) * 
QuncjrGCTT yCi u ’ 

Clijn^ALuGuftCRn ign ^{T^lduu GunfbgJ 1 

iglcinp j 

Cl a By n gu ld i_ u q frj svj ld Cl lj em l_«9>l^) lJ 

Gi j&'b 

2_1_ GVi J> 

1 


2>cj5Tftn^)jLb £,63tfr 


LJdLq0 


ftGTOi G^ncu^nn uniq G<5 jl_0 ^ 

jTjfbitfifiuj! rtjib J&4W* 1 

CtCS*^' 

un(^lfiunciT 1 

Her gently risen breasts have beco#^ 
pale. Tears flow from her fish h 
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warring eyes. Hearing the malepigeon 
cooing to its red-footed mate softly she 
falls into deep thought. She danced 
and sang of the lord in Tirutanka, 
Tirukkudandai and Tirukkovalur. 
M My Dear Daughter, is this befitting 
our family?” I asked. W I shall sing of 
Naraiyur then”, she replied. (17) 

Karvannam \ Kapi \ Adi 

^rt^CLDGjfl; AerirTgjj^m.h cumnii, 

Gft<9>$j5)CU{ipi£3 ^ Cff) C3TT LL| LD & LDG\J 

CU Cy3Tfa3i3TLb j 

ld i_ Loricn* u##ri; iSla^rr 

ucsfl ldcyjitGldgu un£f>cu^0j urrojib 

CUujG^ot; 

^JnCllCRTcyBT CT<SfT Cueing CTcin OsfTCV G^CTTfTGTT; 

ctld Cl u^LDncir crn^CA*? 

gTgn g) ] ld ; 

^ ® J 6OTTOTTT CT> fTLD CnCXJ^hG* CunCcD63T 

CTcargy ib; 

c?H crrCrpn- i£lanfD <~>l 

£lf)0LDiTGn)! 

My fair daughter does not listen to me, 

I have sinned. She sings, “My dark 
hued lord has eyes, lips, hands and feet 
hke petals of lotus. He is devoted to 
the bright Dame Earth on his side, 
a nd infatuated by the fresh-lotus dame 
Lakshmi as well. He resides in 
Srirangam”. “Where is it?” she inquires, 
then declares she is proceeding to his 
a bode in Tirunirmalai. Is this not proof 
that she has lost her steadiness? (18) 

Mtttrrara | Yaduktdakamljoji \ Misra 
Chapu 

GucsfT (ipcncuturrcn. urerun j 

ld fTuj CsSrr 

Cl 1 0nr lo c 5m-9>gvj<5 ? ‘2j]6Tt ^(^iliurtcn 

4*flRP@ib. 

^fl)nrcn; g,<3n i£lcn0 su ik ih «f". 

e>9 th & i^n rr> rr cf»; 

,p ^^j|Gid n? G^iTLp 
GT(3T£r}| ld ; 


OuiT)Cn)GjT curuu<9 Cl £ rccu ^ czn rrj u_| ld 

Cu^AGftcrrfTGTr; 
Cult LJITiq. &] C73T (0*— IT)£y)«3j (fj<5iLD 1 IfTlq 
Clu«Tfl 3 fl)CTlDGng«> <5,UJLD f^grTL-U GurTGJTrTCYT; 
QufT0 fQ/Dnen, GTC3T LD<9>6tT2_LD 

Cl u frgyr^i) ld ^p^Cs). 

My peerless daughter lost her modesty 
knowing full well that the blossomed 
lotus dame Lakshmi occupies her 
lover’s beautiful chest. She heaved a 
sigh and scarce listened to my words. 
Singing of the lord in Tirupper and 
Tirukkudandai she went for a dip in 
the golden lotus tank. Did your 
precious one too go her way? (19) 

Teralum | Anandabbairavi | Adi 

G^rr dincri ^ga^sin Otfcucuii) i/mcn, 

C)g>C 0 f 1 ^gJeO«£CP 0 > (tp€ 3 T lDCUfcl <%0 0 O !b $ 

Gurrrr ^h^uSI grr, Gftn’cn 6urT«rarc3T LOrrcTT, 

Clurr0 -ai_cncvj AL-jbgil 

unrr ^cttcst urrrr ^L-iTjgiJ uircng P-crerfi)!, 
ufTTT Ljrrri unemg 

Gurr q^OTcirT Gun gsgiiib Cl ueroTGZDcnn 

id isjotG ld gu 

Clu0(b <g)GD<gj5,6TT ^TflJTfry ^GVJCUfTGU, Gu^gvj 

^Gld? 

The lord waged a devastating war with 
the mighty armed demon king of 
Lanka, destroyed its wealth and 
splendour, and burnt the city to dust 
after crossing the ocean and climbing 
over the fortress walls. He is the 
sovereign w r ho destroyed the thousand 
armed Banasura. He lifted the Earth 
from deluge waters, swallowed the 
Earth and brought it out again, 
measured the Earth in two strides, and 
ailed over the Earth as well. Seeing 
my daughter recite his infinite names 
the w*orld will doubtless praise my 
fortune, will it not? (20) 
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Maivannam \ Bhimplas \ Adi 
(Enter the Girl) 

W>U> CUOTIH653T (b©l^l (£)ipCU tSlCT 

^fTjp, 

in^rjih Ctfrr <@(5Ljn0 

CTllj CUCOTTOTBT QgLILD ^IoDCuClU gyCDG37TUJfT 

r^j G «£h 

^(jTjcurjrTuj GUffj^rrn, ctcd (ipcttCctt 

iglcsTroffn* 

G?>& G)JC53TC53Tli) £F>rTLUCDtJj GUfTlU AIDCUID 

Cungyih; 

AG53T ^CDOTfTlL) ti> <$4 J iq ig LU 

^-“nCsb; 

t^ci' cucftTCOTTggy ^cd(t rglcncucmu aeysTQiu 

Cg>n^p! 

^cuenrj r^mii C^curr CTOTrr^j ^(CT^flCcnnCiu. 

O Cousin! He came and stood before 
me like the celebrated two-some, with 
a powerful bow as his companion. His 
dark fragrant tresses hung low over 
his shoulders, his fish-like Makara 
earrings dangled flashily on either 
side. His hands were like red lotuses, 
his lips, eyes and feet too were the 
same. Seeing him thus we feared that 
he was some god on Earth! (21) 

Naivalam | Kamboji \ Misra Chapu 


anrbcucnuD eparttry ^yjmun, rbioaniu Cjfcrr&AiT, 
jk^GreflctfirTri Cuneu ^cdjrCuj ttj uj nil a, gtt 

lSl<OT gT)l ti> 

Cl a uj 614 ^cncfilcu, ctcd LDCST(ipih ^cdit^uc 
CTib Qu^inrrcD ^l^cuiq.a^yi ^fijnewtuj 


^juuncu 

<wna>Gi 1 CDcmt|ih GiDa.onc^uguD AnCcnronafr; 

a> 61121C t C5I 

&an l u&fja, (gjGDip ^ocjTHTQiii rfjrrdn^ 

G -23 n Lb ; 

<n6Liciicn<n_| a_affrQ emu Ou^luhott Ca.miSlcu? 

ff'GinCfTijrii^ 

a«* - • ' '• ciLpcvj adntQtth &,n(!iu. 


He played softly the Pann Naivalam, 
Raga Madhyamavati, darting furtive 
glances at us. Then feigning shyness 
he made passes through songs. In a 
trice my eyes and my heart ran and 
fell at his feet. My bangles loosened, 
my waist-band fell. His fish-lik e 
earrings and his four shoulders loomed 
large before me. “How far away is my 
lord's abode”, I asked. “Is this not my 
beautiful Tiruvali?”, he said in reply. 

( 22 ) 

Ullurum | Rittgottla \ Adi 

2 _cn £>ci(rf)tb ^jbCDg, Cij>fTuj mcDfliCa, 

cpctfl fflJCDCnujli) LDrT f§)lT)(ipiU Ofl>rT6ff3TL-rt n 

lai nil G <9« 

QgjCtr es!!0ib (gcrrnb 0 0 , fiu «£l gd Cg>£)C<u 

G<ugu a_5,<Cff)iX) ^(rTjCiJQriiAii) r &ih 

erdfre^, 

ftCTI 2SE(TTjlb CDUjTj gy l^fTLLI ld rrcDcuui hcdGST^ 
<5,c3T6Sli_gj^lcu ujncfrr n can u cin; 

Cuitg)l 

HfilT S>£!0lil ACTTffun! fg CunC^hCU CTCjlU<WT; 
GTcirTrongijLb ^gy fT 3 ui5i(^j ^>n ncuGfilg&nGctf- 

The meeting with the lord of nectar- 
flowing Tulasi garland was over like a 
dream. He took away my bangles and 
my rouge and left me with an obsessive 
heart-ache, saying “Tiruvarangam is our 
town, where fish enebriated with Palm 
nectar dance in ecstacy”. 1 saw him 
and said “O Bird-rider thief, don’t go"- 
Even so he left, this is our woe. (23) 

• Irukaiyil \ Boidi | Adi 

LlfTGI^ 
jifail 

tUOTiTUq * 00 
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^»(0)ftji£ljT)!D 0i(fv, (ipiflCcu 6^>uurTcuC33TCTnnib; 
^ U (2>S) ^SLIg>5»fT c^0fb 

(IpCiflcurt (gy, r ', 

9 Q chauSIcu «|f|A ( fin A iDfTjnry < 34 ^ 

S2_cottl Qu(fb currujr ^rtiGa 

j CTG3T 

^* UfT (3 0>uicu ^cjjT <§rr ^(iTjLDLJU i_|Ojg£I 

4>£gd 

Mottgo c^rjnij^LD BCrr CTC3Tn)] CumiSlOTTnCri. 

The lord with an apetite to devour the 
w °rld, the lord who drank the roaring 
°cean in one draught, the lord of dark 
cloud hue, came here and left me 
fighting my tears, to go and live in the 
island of Srirangam, surrounded by 
Sa ges and seers of high merit, holding 
a conch in one hand and discus in the 
°ther. Alas! These bangles do not stay 
° n my arms. (24) 

MinniLingu | Ahiri \ Adi 

Qurfluj Cosrr^Lb 
cuirtLj \b 

fi>65r g>jipnuj tflcuiflcSrr <£Ci£ 

^ n JP£bgii ^cvjfbi^j inACfib CarT (^crupiqLD 
AfTL-U^. J 

ftcogjjLh <n<OT ifjcrwr)iL|iD crrcn A1 ^ctj^u^ld 

CI/GTKTTU^Lb Cl<9ifTWr5T^l J GTCTTCnWT 

Cl*rrOTin0j 

^ unon ^icufrjbg, rbSUgj 

Q u ©Si gjrrC l -, 
MC3 tg\j c^ioniiAui ma n cTfirrrrji GuitriiSIcniTGij. 

hi is face was like a Hash of lightning on 
a dark cloud. Displaying his broad 
shoulders, his red lips, eyes and hands, 
an d the beautiful fish-earrings hidden 
fiy a sweet fragrant Tulasi garland, he 
st °le my thoughts, my well being and 


my peace, made me a slave and 
left saying he lives in the fertile 
Srirangam amid groves of gold¬ 
blossoming Serundi trees. (25) 

Temaruvu | Behag | Adi 

Cg, LD0CH Gum.f>1©51u2>gi] LDCvjnTTj^, Gun6<n_fr>j9> 
G-a^n^^cn^ tfuniuLAglj&gjj 2 -«t 

QuGim_iuib j£iuib 

n, i• i ^iDitrbgji Qum5luS1cu^,ri!b5) 

AfTCO dflgjl «JC53lCl_! Clg,njLgG5)G3T 
g> C3TfiT>CJT J 

i£>(njcS) r9«no Gimu;5>£> G^ninfrOTT 

«$<(<£ jbg>fln fglGSTiDrrgpj0 i(£i ,@e5iGro 
GIscSfTjU 

^(CT^rtC#) «^n r irrngi) 

l£lc3T (fcUjrh&fTCfT CTfiJT/^l ^fiDfoGlIJ 

^LuibiS^0> 0>frCc73T. 

O Little six-legged freckled Bumble-bee 
sitting happily with your companion 
in sweet blossoms of fragrant groves, 
sipping nectar together! Go now to 
the cowherd lord residing in beautiful 
Alundur and tell him without 
fear that a girl loves him. Wait a while 
and see his response. (26) 

Sen kid a \ Bagesri | Adi 

Q^fii <5>rr<sv tOi_ jTjrTfifTiu! ^cjrGn} £l0<srrg)| 
i_|A(£) ct«t Gsr^, actot 
ID IT^0>(0) 

GTGjT0>rr<3)GU GTe7TgxJ^<nffTOTQjfT0>(f) a_CT'[Js'b^ujn<!Qc\) 
}$&) ^>UUgjJ CTU)0,0 ( @CjTUlD ; 

rKrr (CTTjtb 

cnurhi rr^ crcvicx^ib 2 _cttG^ * 94,0 * u 

ui£©n 0>6iirm^^j| • gtoicj.vs*. <gj(f>)Gii«n; 

,g>ii>£*n<&, 

^^Ga Ajiisgti ©ssflg,) «-SCT 

QlJCSIl U^in 
£jj«m_nh cnii*cunGuv 

O Lovely red-footed Stork! Go now 
to niv lotus-eyed lord and companion 
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of Tirukkannapuram and tell him of 
my love. If you do, all these rich 
pastures will be yours forever, and I 
shall let you catch all the fish you want. 
You and your mate can come and live 
here in sweet pleasure, for nothing can 
give me greater satisfaction. (27) 

Tenmlangai \ Mukhari \ Misra Triputa 

Clg>63T £gcur^j«r><9, ^geriT ^djorncafT 

ld rrcnat 

ClocfTtru 

£^ii C^orrcu 

loott unqgjOjGDO) LDncn asurrfjjg] 

cucnri ld rr ftcrfl<D«n<n Cg>a^! 

CT0T 5)£5T 

ClurTOT (ipcncu* 0cmlif*cu iq* 

O«s,rrcrin0 

Gun&ncniD GucuGcufinruLiu L|Cug0 ctili^I, 
cn^ncsflou cicucunib c ^otuld 

cmj^ 

CTuOun^g^j lb j£lCy>CaTj>gt| 2>_(fT)<£l 

^(ffjuucsT, jjnGcyr. 

My lord who destroyed the fortress of 
Lanka and killed the demon king, lord 
who strode the three worlds, lord who 
steered the royal chariot and waged 
the Bharata war, is like a dark 
mountain, a huge elephant. O Cousin, 
I shall wait for him forever, thinking 
fondly of the day when I can lock him 
in the embrace of my paled breasts, 
and let my sore limbs rejoice. (28) 

Anrayar \ Hamsanandi \ Misra Triputa 

(Svapadesam) 

\ 

^63T(T)| ^i,uyn (£)<? ^onrjujGai 

gjcn ones* 

.j^GDGu fh\ «ncua> th <o<r>i fbgj] (h{b 

^iDiorrcii ajcucncn; 

(a)CsnT)ngj cycSl CarTCjnarr ld ncn, 

Cl&nQub ^ioDcuGunuja aqib g>)02>g»)* 

(^cuub acncnjbgj 
ClffuCfin)rTGjj<;<5T; <^63TiT)j dfy&a, 

G^nGiflGJirranOT, 


djlrfl ^Icnij igrr cfilcrsTCsaiAijih lo^g^I r^n^LD 

«§lOT.0fT6jnaTj 5jCTJT (#)i_ri,cr>g>0> ldctcdcu; 

Cl rF, LC'. LU IT GT5D G3T ^ Lq. (b, nC UJ G3T 

I cn cjt fjj i_G i_G car. 

The lord of the cowherd-dame 
Nappinnai, who once churned, then 
bridged the ocean is my lord. He killed 
the demon king and all his kin with 
arrows shot from his mighty bow, 
victoriously. He lifted the mountain 
Govardhana. He resides forever in fresh 
water-fed Tiruvinnakaram. He is the 
lord of cool Tirukkudandai. He is the 
eternal one. I, this lowly cur-self, shall 
forever think of him alone. (29) 

Minnuma | Madhyamavati \ Misra 
Triputa 
(Svapadesam) 

l£1cttC 2)J U3FT LDGftip 2>GU(iplb ClD< 9> GUGTOT63«J TfT - 
cfilcwrcinjTOJiT gjih Qu(TfjLDnCcjT! ^(r^cnmLi 

cr cir rpj 

^icfficarin t^uj, ^LpcJ^GuGijrTQ ^lD(J<t CT$>2> 
((>jLD cn fT)CT) uj Cl<su crfl u L1 05>^i 
<5>) ld ld rrcn 

LD LDfT LOGTdfl lDHl_ lDfii63^£b 

l£jfTGJT GffyCV j UlJAtTCuOT ,5,e51ujC5T Q5H63TC3T 

ucsTcafluj ryi cvj gji_5l tp LunGyicvj eucucunn 

Q^frcOcyjco u 
lj tp cfil cn gjt cin lu (ipg,oj rfl uj cru c\j cvj n rr 

gjfrGLD. 

This literary garland of Tamil songs by 
Kaliyan, spear wielding Parakalan, chief 
of Tirumangai surrounded by large 
sparkling mansions, is dedicated to the 
lord who came as a sage and expounded 
the Vedas, the lord of cloud dark hue 
worshipped by sages and seers seeking 
his refuge. Those who are adept in it will 
cut asunder their age-old Karmas. (30) 

Alvar's Lotus feet om refuge 
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The Revelation : 

A Morality Play of 
Kurugur Satakopan 

Tiruvaimoli of Nammalvar 

Invocation to the Work 

lJ H (T ii)(^to gor^nr^j GuDiT^rbti) 

CvjrTcbnirflj^jajii) cunrhjimmri 

^fUD^O .SfrC^rru $G*0> gw terra ld to 

2 > L Dn , ih LU Q2)ii) ^rjrrefh C eu ^crurT Afjiii 

^ bow to the ocean of Tamil Vedas, the 
of Sri Satakopan which gives us 
, • h is manna for the devotees, pleas- 
ln g to everyone, and deep as the 
bJpanishads of a thousand threads.(1) 


cnufbfl> ^gmxirmjjtf (ipcjflgjciT 

cufTiurbS) tocufruungjii) Qjcroirbi^.'flOTCfodrT - 
^ujih^Ou^ih 

Jqmr ^L-Camjcrr O^ii^u^Lp Ccuj&ib 
CujJfT£> 2 -CTTCTlLD Quj) 

I bow to the feet of Muni Ramanuja of 
lasting fame, that I may receive the 
heart to remember the pure Tamil 
Vedas of Sri Satakopan. (4) 

cundn CafTGDGu Ln^lcnijrkiAtr 

6U OT3T L| fh G10 CO 
LDcnnjACTT (^uSlq^ipib- fTCjrrjQ 

/ipQCO g,nuj flL.GftnuCT ClLorrujiburrcu 

CD CTT fTfofo 

gj&tb&nM ggtj(liD<T£i0GfT. 

The thousand Tamil Vedas on the 
greatness of lofty-walled Ranganatha, 
surrounded by tall orchards, were born 
to Sri Satakopan and fostered by Sri 
Ramanuja. (5) 


jkrrCli-CTTfrjjii) Cl^caT^^svn 
CTCSTfTJILb 

cgf) uj gygyjr dua(T»j(I)CV CT6&TJT)Jlil 

^ lO tf»T) n) 3> GTT 
Q/juj^fra^r ^Lq ^^ncTOiCtu 

CTuOuni^gjiih 

Gl^crflrbgi) 

P Heart, contemplate the feet of 
^ r * Satakopan, who rendered the 
^ c das in Tamil. Think of the famed 
a ludi land, Kurugur, and the sweet 
Waters of Tamaraparni river. (2) 


^erwt) if^Gncuujii OiDtuujmr) S2_iiSln 

f£)cx»cuii|ii) 

a - a CljTj^ltnib gjcrM—inru^lgj -Og,n,*>,*£luj(^yib 
ci^iptffilfiJncyfiLiii) ciinipcfflcn cjiiLjLr 4p»g>!ub 

(i*, cn a, iu <iG & ruan 

ujnijilcflcna GtfV£>£>&l 

The nature of godhead, the nature of 
the soul, the path of worship, the 
obstacles and the means of overcoming 
them — these are the five truths 
expounded by the Kurugur lord as 
music of the Yal, lyre, and substance 
the Vedas. (6) 


CU ITU-I ITg^J li tfUC33T(5)(fT)*n.n 

Gup?}jib 

car>n ^cucurrgj] ^<ar>fr)(CT,C5«JT 

l, Ctnvb (^c^jpcfilGcucjn tricfjGng} <9t_C^ nu<nrr 
Un &f^<s,CTT uin^ipcm.ut ujprrjj 

^ s ball not speak of any one save those 
^ho speak, think, and talk of great 
Kurugur Saint. I am not wanting in 
^ e alth; the feet of my Father 
aia kopan are my refuge. (3) 


1.1 / Svapadesam: Invocation for 
the Play’s Prologue 

iJyarvara | Gambhiranatai | Adi 

s> inn^i g iii^ nscuiii e_etm_uiGuC 5 T 

crcnjcnh? 

LDiurici) ^rrj id^I ir,c\;iij ^^gifl^srcijT ctqjCTT? 

d^CUOt, 

^uj»TCL| ^©jld <^Lnqn<3,im CTC1JC5T? 

c^Cl)63T 

gjiujii *i~n CT U§- CTC3T 

LDCfflGcftf 
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Arise, O Heart, worship the feet of 
the one, who is higher than the highest 
good, who is the lord of the ever- 
wakeful celestials, who dispels all doubt 
and grants pure knowledge. (1) 

LDOTOT LOCO lb lOCUITL&Sfitf 

LtitSJTOT S2_emrrrrgt| gjcucBT, Gunfft 

<@ C3Tcn ’ 2-craT(t (ip^L§ fbcuib, cT^rr fQatjp 

gfil gni lq 

^ err err ^cucst, gtgttot 2_uS)rr 

^cvjGgst. 

He cleanses the heart, makes it blossom 
and grow, he is beyond the ken of 
thought, feeling and senses. He is pure 
consciousness, all goodness, and eternal. 
He has no peer or superior, he is in all 
our souls. (2) 

,@eu63T £_er>LujC3T ffrerr fftencsTG^ 

UJGUG3T; 

r£l€u«jflc!r)i_ GfjlsribiSlGsm- £_0 <s{!1ottot 
L jCuQcaTrr^ ljcyjot <-^c\jot . - 

uijibg, ^rb 

diCuOTr 2 _odl_ «pi0Guenan rbGjm^GJTih bnCifl. 

He cannot be thought of as “this” and 
“not that”. He is the sentient and 
insentient, in high and in low. He is 
in the senses, but not of them and 
endless. Let us seek the good one, he 
is everywhere. (3) 

Cb n U3 r^ClJOTT ^GIJOT 2_G)iOT, ^GiJCTT ^GLIffh 

2_G»GTT GTOjcH, 

5.mb c^Qjn Jl}GUrr 2> QifT, ffTgjj, 

ffSlb c^OTXnj a_OT)GU ^gHOTKTU ^GULD 

^^10 ^G^cu, 

ALU) r^CDCU, ^UJOTGU, ^LUf^OTIT) ^QjGo. 

He stands as the ‘he’ there, here and in 
between, the ‘she’ there, here in between 
and wherever, the things that are, — 
here, there, in between and wherever - 
- he is their good, bad, indifferent, their 
past and their future. (4) 


eSHtfUOOJfT 4bLD£)U)£] GUGDAGllG^fl, 

^CIJtJGUfT ^GDrrjlUGljn CTOT ^ lq 

^ OT L_ GU n <9i GIT \ 


^cnqcun ^OTjDiDGurr 0GT>rr)Cu 

^cnjDujGLi n 

^curjcurr {£lG3Trr)G3TC(J- 


Let each one offer worship as he deems 
fit, and each one shall attain his god s 
feet. For, our lord, who stands above these 
gods accepts the offerings made to them 
and bids them deliver the fruit. (5) 


f£)OT7T)OTn 

fQ got ff)lGon <(g0.<b.?£)«\jn <£lt_ib$curr 

GTOTftJJLD GpXT ^UJGUcfilOTIT GTOT l§lcjnG 5 TGU 

(fluUGUlT! 

GTOTJUU) GpfT ^UJOjQguitQ f£l«Synp GTU 3 

Our lord is eternally one, unchanging 
standing, sitting, lying or walking; not 
standing, not sitting, not lying, not 
walking; forever the same, forever not 
the same. (6) 


crrfl, Qjcrfl, §it rglcuib 

^1 OT GU 1$ C3~l S L ' 

u»_rr Qun 0 fffT (ip(i^GiJgjj ld , c ^hG 3' 5( *' iJ 

2 _l_CU [filGDS ffi_uSl(7 GTOTA £h!Jlbg>J GTftU ^ 10 
UOJbgjJ^ 6 ^’ 

<fM_ri ^0^U-|CT1 OTTTt_ 

The lord of the Vedas who swallo^^ 
the Universe is manifest as Fire, Earth* 
Water, Sky and Air. He is there in f * 
the things made of these, hidden, 
life in the body, everywhere. ( 


*0^ <^r6'GM ^0 «P«HCU G&1G33T (ipgj^ 

GurjOT (ip^jGUnuj 

uiuo^ 


i_igib Qpcinjry 

A^IGBT ,^uj<3T CTOT. & CU0 

^GJDLD^gjJ 
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Though he is everywhere, he cannot 
De seen, even by the gods. He is the first 
caus e, the almighty, who swallowed all. 
hie burnt the three cities, and granted 
w isdom to the gods. He is Brahma the 
creator, and Siva the destroyer too.(8) 

S-Cnci(T CTGjflcO s , oi cn 4&Cl)Cn 2_(fT)CLiib gsu 

ctctVIgu ^0<mh 

^errerr ctgjt ^cvjot err got ^cncu 0CT3 tlo 

s> <r> i_ emu ufl cu 
S ' 6TTC3T <@0 gjOTAGPmCllUfTgl 

utjfbQb- 

y 01 dd you say he is, then he is, and all this 
j. s him. Say he is not, then too he is, as the 
formless spirit in all. With the twin qualities 
°f being and non-being, he pervades all 
l hings and places forever. (9) 

u ^lb£b ghCTCT ufl<sn6biL|Cn f^rrCl^rTrpjLb 

UfJ 5)3)1 cttct 7 

u 5fba ^|CTOTt_LD ffTCJi: i£)cvjld 

<*W*p / *’ 

Cl un0crrOg3 fTj^j i£> 
n ' r '".\> ffTrhj0ii) LjgjiigjjCTTcn; c_cotti_ 

&<)Cgst. 

hlc who swallowed all, reclines in the cool 
^can, resides in every drop, the Universe 
'tself, complete, on Earth and in the 
sk y, hidden everywhere, in every atom 
an d cell continuously, forever. (10) 

G&dJribui c’rifl cucrfl r^n r^lcuib; 

^Qcbt rrjfffilcvj ^)rr>6VJ o«\S) <^C»A Cli tncnfl) 

^Lu f£l<arr0 

Lj 0 gtt ^^ClDcvi 00 ^ ns C^rrviGOT CUrrcu 
-rglonn^ ^ubW^gjJ <@<3X1) cSCi-. 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
^Urugur Satakopan on the lord who 
e *ists in Fire, Earth, Water, Sky and 
^ lr > subtly as heat, mass, coolness, 
str ength and sound, offers liberation 
l ° those who recite it. (11) 


1.2 / Svapadesam: Address to the 
Audience 

Vidumin | Gambhiranatai \ Misra 
Chapu 

cb’®i5)cjT (tpjjrDftjii; 

6^0 Cl<5LUgjJ 2_ii) a_uSliT 
<50 2L_CDl_ULJ rrcafl cm_ 

cS0 Cl<5lJUl£lL&C<5T. 

Give up everything, surrender your 
soul to the maker, and accept his 
protection. (1) 

l£ 1 CJTGjfl G3T I0«ncu 

iDffjn S2_ liSI ct jfyjAC.nAacn 

<rr«5Tg)jiD <@^19 

Fleetier than lightning, is the life of 
the body. Ponder a while on this matter 
yourself. (2) 

£n £jing>i ciCFtT)) 

C6uiT(ip5,GU inrruu5>g>] it> 

C<3(TuSi<3T; 2_uS)fT*0 c 

Gnjir ^cuGcvj. 

Uproot all thoughts of you and yours. 
Merge with the lord, there is no greater 
fulfilment. (3) 

^cueu^jjib a_cTTcngj|LD 

C^ciicugjl ^<U63T 2_0J 
GTCUGDGVJ JJjOJli); 

L|CU0 U©g)J 

The lord is beyond being and non-being. 
Cutting all attachments, attain that 
infinite good. (4) 

c^J0fD$l Ufbrtjj ctcbAcvj 

£_rnrr>gj| g 50 2_uS1rr; 

0«£jrbEU mart e_nSlGiu 

uri>C«t). 

When all attachments cease, the soul 
becomes free. So seek the eternal lord 
and cut all attachments. (5) 
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u ®£U 

OPjDjDC^tb I0«T5DC3 T«t ; 
u ®£u ^cncuujrTLLj &cocn 
OPtb/Slcu 

The lord has no attachment. He exist 
everywhere. Become freed of attachment 
and merge with him fully. ( 6 ) 

<5lt - *«> ff'tP'su aibu^gj 

c§H L- ASJJT0 rr^QT 

dn-isig, eijfUi, 

a_crrCcn. 

Look at the vast wealth of radiano 
all around. Know that all these are his 

and merge mto him. ^ 

2 -CTTCTTlb £t_&r>q Clflujco 

ffi—CTTCTT @11, Qp«T«nfT)lLjL£> 
2-«rTcifl& CUQjagjj ^cjyn> 

a-cncrflcu 

£to the source of thought, word and 

^cjarAcrr 

&Q*A£uu> 

CTCOCUfUh 

■^01£>; iSlcjrgjiLD QAeo* 

rflQiiClun^g,, ciotiGoti. 

When thus directed, all obstacles will 
vanish. Then wait for the moment of 
shedding the body. ^ 

t ’" cSMIb -bWSg,, 

l *^ CTJT OurT(ij,cir rrrn, Sio, 

Aipcu C0C/7. 

Unite with the feet of the glorious 
Narayana, lord of countless virtues, lord 
Of incomparable good. (jo) 

Csrra 2>i p> Q^ctr - 

sc^tra 5 i_C*nuG 5 T 

^2> n cr>'. 

5? HfbS) vu uyjbGg). 


This decad of the thousand are the 
considered words by Satakopan oj 
Kurugur, surrounded by watered 
fields. (11) 

1*3 / Svapadesam: The Hero 
described 

(The first seance) 

Pattudai | Pantuvarali | Ekatn 

s_eni_ crcrfluu oj® rr 

lu 

LDCUfTlDACTT ^(f»>ir>L| US 2>^ 

<^0lX)QuiT)6U 

a_r£j agdl_ Ocu«inClcraTuj 
a_ljsfi)cni_ UjnuLjCT37(^l 

a_5o5CcjTr(^ ggcr>'SW2)£ l {*)i>& 
cjn^j<£1 uj GTcrflCcu* 

The lord is easy to reach by devotees 
through love.His feet are hard to g el 
for otncrs, even Lotus-dame Lakshm 1 - 
how easily he was caught art* 
bound to the mortar, pleading, }?f 
stealing butter from the milkmaid * 
churning pail! (1) 

ctciflcv^ii) giucucfiWcST iglcncu euflLDU 
ucu lSI©ui jffilj; 

f^€Tflcu(n^LO (ipiLQ £>cuu> gw, 

@cu; ,4yb 

- fQcncucjniDuj^ 

(tpiigcugjjaj; gtanfQGujncsT 
c^C^ClJ^fTjLX) ^(ffjClflGaJTfT^ 

^canDrTjGtf,. 

Heedless of place and context, h c 
appears in countless forms. His radial 
fullness is beginningless and endk* s *: 
Forever providing the ambrosby 
experience of liberation, he exists *' llh 
cool grace within and without. 

* UjffffLj iU.UlfflfrAjj 

c_«dl (tp 2 >co CW.co ^Ol 

tr5H*D i©CULD -» * 

^cniccij s2_qt>l uj rr«nGU u-l^ 

UJfTSU/'rtjyy g,rTCffT ^LD 

c?NaiiD<a.| £2 _ctil r^nrjamasi LDnc3^uJ^T> ul 
r^rf)l(jdj*T mrrGn? 
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Who can comprehend the wonders of 
Narayana? He bears the highest good 
of Vedic sacrifice. Forever ne creates, 
destroys, and plays between the two. 
He contains the gods, and the living, 
and the lifeless. P) 

6£j(T fQcD€UCmDUjC3T <TT€3T 

Cf\b Ou0L0fTG3T 
i t rQcncucmDUJCfT ctcjt 
CTfirflLU CTli) Clu^lflfTOT, 

^uSlatb 61® ljcu 
g cni >n ctld Clu(5iKitC5T ( 

Gu0cb tf^rr 22_0€U(ipLb 2_«TTgij ^cucncu, 

** ‘ n j' 61c33T#iCa. 

My lord is hard to see as the changeless 
one. My lord is easy to see as the 
changeless one. My lord bears a 
thousand names and forms. My lord 
is opposed to name and form, being 
and non-being. (4) 

6)6331^0 ^rr) GUCT><5»<* tflfllUOpti) 

Clr^r^l g crrcrfl £_Gnrj0)g) 

^cb u*£ucjn i ; 

Cbcm*^ g cm % SjCuClfb*^ 

L|inQ ff)( 61 Acncn^Llgl, 

UGP5 

2_t»a3TfTGC| ClftftCTJT^l £2_CJ3T^IThCgj. 

Accept the method of the Vedas, and 
know him through realisation. He is the 
lord without end, and beginning of all, 
spoken of therein. Give up all doubt 
and cut asunder your attachments, 
for he resolves the conflicts in the six 
schools of thought. (5) 

«. aarAjkj*, SL-«3Trrrr,gii 

sutunfbgjj 2—(3 
,@ij fScyicucniD 
e^Knrrrr^gj] £_cranflgyib 
g£er> ip 

t uctAaj C-u51jTAfT<^r! 

^ wrarrriT,^ a_2_Gna&g)l 

^rreai CT£jfTgpub jgGucnrr 
^-cwir^gjj fi_erjTn®&j 

iDCTUULLgjj 6 ^X>IPtG®. 


O People! Even if you realise your 
nature as different from your body, — 
formless, sans length, breadth or 
height, — the lord is not attained. 
Praise him who is spoken of as Brahma, 
Vishnu and Siva, he is the lord dwelling 
in your heart. (6) 

«p>63TjT)J CTGTTij UfiU C763T <5>40U> 

cui^efjlgiicn |£l«rrrp 

2C7l^lcu rpifTlJC33TC37 JljnC3T^lpACJT 
^(jdfr <TT£3Tg)llb (gjGUGniJ 
GpGSitt) gtJLD incnr^gjj G3i6u£)g>j 2_cncrfl 
,@0 

<ncn itjculq Qslucu^ii ^cucaflcnt- 
ib^cipcn*- gjirCcn. 

He pervades all forms, eluding count as 
one or as many. He is the radiant 
Narayana, the four-faced Brahma and 
Siva. Hold him in your hearts with steady 
devotion, shed all desires and serve him 
alone, that is the only good. (7) 

®$a*©i ^0 ^ u ‘P cnm 

O*fT0cfilcnCIT 2 _i_G<3T 
, g>n 0 <£t>®gij ^ojgdoj; ldoictt 

lOCuU) <^4®0* 

E>rT£fl,ii» (hl£) $0 2_CTlt_ ^lqAGTT ftlh 
(TjOjid Aipcu cuGOTir^Jc^l 
LQfT(CTTjlL Jjg)l £>$Cy]LD AfT0l 

infTctrcugji cucuGuj. 

Let us purge our hearts free from desires, 
and worship the radiant feet of the lord, 
spouse of Lakshmi. Our past Karmas will 
vanish, and we shall not want. Even if death 
comes, we shall die humbly and well. (8) 

c.11 cu^j^btoriT3T ^Irflijqin 
i^i_ibQLjrT)g> 

SjGuAflj] (TT|lp ^1(pn5^ipA«T uCT'l^Sj* (£iCVJ 
£_CU&(ipii> p?fTg)] ib 
LjCUlJl H. U 6ltf3TCQ)6 ffiGfl SL. Gvfl 
rtH&j$)3y(rX I<*31 AItGotI: 

Claflcuu Li^lcO^^P'CV 61tfSTcniii) cuiiSlrniry p vt; 

^<?UC3T g,|UJ*UA. 
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Siva who burnt the three cities occupies 
the lord’s right. Brahma who made 
the seven spheres resides on his navel. 
Yet he is here within the Universe 
for all to see. Such are his wonders, 
the thoughts that fill my heart. (9) 

gjiu 0,0 uSlcu itjCu <5,^,1611 

^ 109 ^ 1 £>UJ 

iDujA( 6 ) 2 _sdl_ mrrcy>Ui«5>GTr currcaf)^ji ld 
O uiflujCJT guc\jqjg3t; 
i_|ujGj 0,0 f0JD2>0j63TG5r; Qu(Hj r£lcuf*ii 
0>i_jb£> jb®J Cungji 

UJ fTu iSl G\J CTT 0 j (L(J Gl| 61J 65* 

6Uto0lfbl(g)6U«3T cfWU3ffff>C<gj. 

He mystifies even the clear-thinking 
gods, he has wonders that would 
till the sky, he has a dark cloud-hued, 
his lotus-feet measured the Earth, 

I shall forever sit and praise, adore 
and worship him. (10) 

^iDfjrr^ch dtp ^gdcv 0 >i_cu 

St C«T> l_5)0,6U 65T d^)63TGJDGIJT 

^L£ifr QLjni^)cu Gvcrrrii 000 tfi_n 0 

ai_C^jifTuGan i'fjrrjCfpGiicuAGn 
^LDn *oncu ^GufrifflginsTT 

@651611 U0>glJt b GlJGuGUlTIT 

r^iurjCrjiT^l 2_ujn6fjl60-006510}) 0 , 1 b 

iSlipcfil iifl&nrrjCiij. 

This decad of the sweet thousand 
songs by Satakopan of dense-groved 
wealthy Kurugur addresses the 
celebrated lord of celestials, who 
churned the mighty ocean. Those who 
master it will rejoice in heaven. (11) 

1.4 / The girl introduced 
Anciraiya \ Kamas \ Adi 

^LD^ennrjuj ldi 5 , 0130101 ! 

^GrfliLiSjgjniLi! f£lcin 

6 inir) Cscu^iinnuj 

.1 7 n £T<S510,0 , 

(o^QPLD.fflffa'tlOl J LjCO 2L Ujfrgj&jttnon&y 6T651 

g61(Tj) 006510)0, 0 >ncu 

GllGST^l 65 s ) 0 llSl G\J ^ 6UC5T 6516]J0,<&lcu , 

axaiugOTi nffu 6i65t OaujiLiCinn? 


O Frail crane, compassionate, with 
beautiful wings and a handsome mate! 
Would the two of you not pity my 
plight and take a message from me, to 
my lord who rides the fierce Garuda 
bird? Why, were he to cage you both, 
indeed, would that hurt you? (1) 

GT65T O 0 UJLU <5,OLDenrj0,0,6371 

Qu0inn65TfflT0,0 GT65T gJTgjHUJ 
61GTIO 0 UJ Ll_| LD a_ 651 l3db0)0,0,fTGU? 

@6310, 0uSl6U0,n6n! £n c^oSlGo? 

(tpCTT Q0UJ0, (lp^cSl6JD637UjrT6V; 

^06uuv0,Aijp0, 0jT)Gn)6iJCu 
(ip6jnCl0ujLu (ipujcvjnGgjCcfT 

c ^0,6vjcug 1 jGsurT? cfil^luSlesiGiD. 

O Flocking Koels! Would it hurt you 
to take a message from me to my lotus¬ 
eyed lord? Come, are you not my good 
pets? Oh, my past misdeeds, that I had 
never sought him so long! (2) 

fffil^luSlOTfTCU Cll_16Dl_ lD65jT0i0lX) 

OlDGJT (J>65 U_uj ^65T63TfhJ0,rrGTT ; 
iD^uS^tfJTfTGU (0)fT)6TT lUfTSTOlrTOj 

2-CU0 @ 0*1)0) 0,GTT«un0,0 
m^uSlGc\j63T CUGU cfilciDGifTGlU 

iDncnfrC^n? 6icrrn}j 6£>00,$ 
ffTGUGurrii 2_6TT 0,G\jnijd£l 

LDUjKu0UDfTCVj 6TCTT63?Go ■ 

O Graceful swans fortunate to be in 
the company of spouses! That clever 
dwarf who notoriously took the Earth 
by begging, — Go tell him that this 
maiden has lost all her senses. Alas, 
mindless me! My dark Karmas will 
never end. (3) 

GTctn f^ncrufi 0,enJT0 

0)0, n^j 61651631(10) 

61651 l^CVJ (ip^lcu 6UC33T655in)0 

tTenClarrcuG^ ujngjTClsnffuQjuGaiGeJ " 71 
5)631 ^fT65)IU @6^1 ^61^0,6551 

^ 3 r*aj^n<gf a ] dGtfTrry g^i 0 GLifTuj0O0 n6V> 
5)C3T U}0,G5Tf$CVj0,n6n! 

5>c\>(0)^lGrjn? 5>Gu^Gfjff9 
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My cloud-hued lord does not notice my 
Plight, nor cake pity on me and say, 
Oh, this is not proper”. What more 
can I say? O Blue curlews, go tell him 
that he has no goodness left in him. 
Would you, or would you not? (4) 

1 - ' Via, 

Ouffi£)cG cj(i£ii>; cfi)<^cnGtu0)GA 
JbcuAg, ^fTGir '34 ) 0>n(lo > n r ? 

IbnijGnfTtfJi&JTA ACWTi_A5incu 
£nu qcjTffo ui_ucnu 

^cnij C&n Guam ^flrpj 0rpjGft! 

&,amCamcr)(& ) fpn 
GunffA lo Q*ncraT0 ^^cnnGiu. 

O Strong heron searching for worms 
J n the watered groves! If you see my 
lord Narayana, would you give him 
niy message, pray? He made the seven 
garden-worlds and tended them with 
love. Only this hapless maiden tearfully 
stands unworthy of his touch. (5) 

<^06nng, rgA ^^afi 

c^ftjrr gj)CU«jJT(ipc^ 

c^in ^(jfjlfjfrcn ff»crr<pj 

^LDLDfKS^CTTA 

<9.cm -fr&nci) 05fTcoc61 - 

<^0CTTJ curfl cucraiGt—! I 

lun^ipii) ct 63T jSlcnipftC^nGii)? 

O Clever bees! If you see my 
compassionate lord, pray speak to him 
thus: “You are unjust. Before her life 
withers, direct your good Garuda bird 
to walk through her street”. Alas! What 
crime have we committed? (6) 

€7c ® t M G<9>m_jugjj Guitcuu 

ucafl cimcsnu FnnA^cin/DgiJ; 

^carr u9«D}pGuj r§)cir>fijTfl-,g,0Gvfl 

^(r^crrrr^j $0iflrrc\j nrr^^ 
LSlOT1ip5,^,fT6TT ^l0Cm4uSltfjn 

* J cu&iQjj €^0 oj4iuj«C1ano I 

<T <** i.9ar>ipA0iij? ^enr** crflGu i! 

tuncji GuarngjO, ^GncuCiu? 


O My fond parrot, you hurt me with 
your talk. Are you not my pet? The 
cool dew-breeze blows like a needle 
threading through my bones. Go and 
ask my un-relenting lord, who sees my 
faults alone, “What wrong has she done, 
for not receiving your grace?” (7) 

£ ^gtkyjClij? *flrpj L4,curTU-i! 

Gjb^iDncYjmwfct^j gtgst gxH5,niLi 
CjTprruj Gicsrgi r^jcucu Grriran 

i^jcucurtGg, ^0iiG£rnJ>)fT,2>fTiij; 
^muClcurr^ LOQTifl ixirrcnui 

0jGrriT]T)(jff)GST fftfrcsT; a_OTig)j 

CUfULI ^CU^CU ^iq.^lcu 

cmcuuLiffcno jfjrTL-nGuj. 

O My little mynah! I have lost my lustre 
and my charms. Alas, even when I 
beseech you to go to my distant lord and 
tell him of my grave sickness, you do not 
take notice! Better start looking for 
someone to feed you henceforth. (8) 

ITjfTI-ngj LDCUn ITjfTUl 

fjjncnGftnQjii) f»>no«JTC^ <9,cm 
<suni_rrg, ldcuit 

cncuAACcu G]j0A< , £l63in)j; 
s^(_r»iq. G^iT)r5l0^j5,6{> 

ffSlcsn<S3T aG3T OstijGuGdbff? 

POTT (_ fT^I u«dfl 611 fTl_IT LLJ ! 

ft er'OG&i irijnuj crcmfr] £_i_Ccu. 

O Cool dew-breeze! This body is made 
for collecting flowers to place at the 
feet of my lord Narayana everyday. 
Of what use is it to be separated from 
him thus? Go ask him this, then come 
back and split my bones. (9) 

s_l. cvj [Sl?OLJL| 

ie_ii5)ri (Lp§,Gun 
At- d tQtfl §rr G^rn^rf)) 

<b gU <rn G err &, cror <su cn 0 lc 
cvj ^if)] ^iLQinrrentjT^ 

Acron a Arrau tblsncuoS) 

<sBl d u>i CifbjgjG^I 

ihlcyiorGu*nii gtcsrrrjruh ^gtiCcu. 
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The lord who is the cause of cyclic 
birth, and souls and all else, lies reclining 
in the peaceful ocean with a radiant 
discus in hand. Hapless we, shall tell 
him this when we see him, then merge 
into him. Till then, O Dark desolate 
heart, do stay on with me. (10) 

<=H6n<^l ^Ludfirr) cjip 2_cu*2)2)6un 

Gu(fS)lDfT«jT SjfcSOTCffjlWTXiffT 

gdctt gulljcyj GueffuT fra 

_GiMlLjCin GUfTUjffjgj 2— GT)fJG)@) 

^ujOTrrr) 

<^u. 9 a 2 )gjcn @u ugj^csT 
euen 2_c^ijujfTcu Cun)curT0 ld 

C\JrTCTT - ■ r \ ;0 Qu0 GUCnClB. 

This decad of the matchless thousand 
songs by Satakopan of Kurugur 
surrounded by fertile fields addresses 
the measureless Krishna, maker of the 
seven worlds. Those who master it shall 
enjoy the wealth of heaven. (11) 

1.5 / Svapadesam : Love for the 
lord grows 

Valavel \ Kuntalavarali | Adi 

GUGTT GJLp 2 —€V)<£QCTfT (ip^CuniLI 

6urK^rriT@enji>enuj ^((TysfjlGyiOTiCiLiCTT 
< 9 )CtiCguup Clcu&mCicTOTLu 

^encun! CTGffTuGiCTj l 9 GJTe^ U-|li 
gjGnGVl 6}Lp (lp£)jGl/GU LS 1 C 55 TCTIOTT 5 J 0 «^UJ 
C1JCU <5H ; UuiT g)6DQ.iGU^JTmu 

c7|7j, ct(iqo> 

CV^ituj! fiiGJrucin ig1cnc3ifi,gj 

Hapless me! 1 saw the lord of celestials, 
cause of the seven worlds, and faintly 
called “O Rogue who ate butter by 
stealth!” Then, “O Strong herdsman who 
killed seven bulls for winning Nappinnai’s 
Jasmine smile, OMy lord”. (1) 


an/bjbgji £-Gtt Acngjjgji 2_0<£l 

^CDLoClumT U6VJ (ffjLD (ip<T5fl<nj0ih 

)_J<5nC3TI»55) ifeOi^l l^n f} IT (Tv ?.,ld 

Lj«T)<9>CujnQl GUffJtJTPSJ^fiSnnfiO 

f£){SnCTTf^/J, CTGUCUfTU QLjn0fih^L0LD 

G^2>gd^t,uj (ip 5 >aS)cu ^lcr< 5 jujrrGin 
lDG3Tid Cltfiu ^rrgar^jgji s_drr Qu^Oitn 

iDrr^ffTjTnC<5jn? lditCui[tCgjt! 

O My wonder lord! You are the will 
and the seed of all creation, 
undiminishing, known to the heart 
alone! Sages and celestials faint in your 
contemplation. They offer worship 
with water, sandal, incense, and flowers 
and count your glories with melting 
hearts, but never come to an end.(2) 

tfin Cujfrcsfl^CTTauj ffjCriL. Aqjnj 

CLi nC 63T fT ft UCU0LD (IpGtffl GlJ 0l_D 
p CujfTcriflfijcnGTru uctil GrcrrnQ] 

rfjlcniT) rpjfTC5T(iptnG<riOTn_i uctni_cnj 

GfiCiuficyi (Ttgvjcxj rr rfjl 6L| 0,0 ld j 

/),) CTl C16\J G\j rtli) ^l0Gulfj.UJ nffij 

g,nCujrT£jT; crcucurr sreij 2 _u9i7<9.0lD 

^rrCujrTCST) ^iTCsi s»_0<TijCcirT. 

You created the sages and the celestials, 
even the four-faced Brahma, and gave 
him the power to make the wombs of 
all creation. Lord who stepped over all 
creation and measured the Universe, 
you are compassionate to all, like a 
mother to all beings! (3) 

g)fTG3T ^ft 2_(fTjCGU 0jG3f] G^&gjJ^UU , 
g>65TOTflcijT (tpGurr (IpftOJfULI 
gij nCcnrrrr ucd^ld (ip63^1 gu0ld 

LD <fe £u LD lDQ)©|L£> (Lprbrjjlh , 

£,tTcji gj>n Qtj0 i^rr 5,OTTC^)GTTCcn 

C^nrorfy cii 0 , oral cii git <r^tb 

6unC<J5tnfi Ou0LDn€3T; ij)ft tDmucnjT 
ffiDGlIGT lD 

The lord of celestials, lord of Vaikunta, 
my own lord, himself became the cause 
of the three, — Brahma, Siva, Indra, - 
- within him. He caused the celestials, 
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and sages and the living, and all else to 
be, then himself appeared in the deep 
ocean sleeping on a serpent couch.( 4 ) 

innOTT cj ul l£m_< 3Urren ctij 

LDfTiTiSlcu Cl5)fTOT37(_rTuj; LDnsjgun; 
dlcn^uj c afnrgr>. gSIg\j 

Girrcsr 4 ^it C<f7fr^ 

LD &J(5)5' rT ' jE e^d^GTT'TUJ 2_53t 
G^Gctfl LDCU(f^U) ^)(fTjUU fTOjlD 

G<a(fTjiDnr(nf3 cSl^csrGujGGiJT. 

O Madava, lord bearing the fawn-eyed 
dame Lakshmi! O Govinda, who 
straightened the bow-like bends of 
Trivakra’s body! O Madhusudana, gem- 
hued lord of efflugent celestial light, hear 
me! Grant that this hapless self attain 
your nectar lotus-feet! ( 5 ) 

sfildng^rGujCTT cfilcr>fftfT c^WjCTtituj! 

6 fi1fi3inG(OTinriT gj^ncucun' G^^^jit! 
Carr ^LuiT (ipj&Cco! 

Lorr LDmuGcsi! LDngjQjn! 
gjuj gicanpuj Lcnrjingnij&di 
cjiipib criu^rruj /Irf^on! 

^cnsaTujfTiij! v «><jtuj 0u llj iflffjrrruj! 

G&) IT 3 CU €5T <^| iq. G UJ G G 3 T. 

O Madava, Lord who entered the 
cowherd-fold and became their chief! 
O Kesava, Lord of celestials, you are 
the medicine and cure for my despair! 
O Sridhara, you shot an arrow 
piercing seven dense trees! O Lord 
of many great acts and many names, 

I call and swoon calling you! ( 6 ) 

G uj errr iflifjluj (£T)rTOTT.2>0,<rn; 

0.u» Gan $eiruT ^LD gjjlpniuft /fcGTOTojfl 

L_|<MTlGiflfT50>n , 63T §jC3TCD(737i3j #>CJ5T<jy3T6g->,jgT 

Gl^iq uifTGnirja 

C<9 I7^3,6U ^r. A(^,LD (n^U) fTfijncvj 

^Iq GujOT AfTCWTU fttfyi ^ G\Jfir>rpj GHC7T; 

.Q u j rrci| £>_ <ararC l ? | 


My Lord, Tirumal, wearing the 
fragrant Tulasi garland! My Krishna, 
you release devotees from weed-like 
mortal bondage. Alas! When even 
great minds fail to understand him, I, 
of lowly intellect, weep to see him; can 
there be a greater folly than this? (7) 

s_6?3Ti_fTiu 2_cv0 cjip (ipsyrtnCiD; 

£_i£kpfT3gij uin&nujuuncvj 
0 mti mu QcuejwClcriniiJ 

2_6U6inGU <9^(91 f£)dT>CO ciuj.£l; 

ldcjtt gjirdn G<jjrrrnT35)gj 2— toji Ct_jii>, 

CJ31 L_ fTCD MflT <TJoTlb lD 6731 & G J) 0 UJ 

Qn-jUj LD(n^fT>G5jiT? iDnCujnCdai! 

O Lord who swallowed the seven worlds, 
and brought them out again! What a 
wonder, that you took birth as child 
Krishna, and ate butter by stealth, 
leaving not a trace behind! Was it 
expellent medicine for a little earth that 
had remained inside you? ( 8 ) 

id rrCiurrii); ^£uj ^cvjsdgdcuu 

Clu(iTj u>n G1J00U Guiu «5 ujg» 
gJTUU (g)ipcfi)LUrTLU G&Il_U UflfiO 
^(ip£>fT e^tiPglJ 
iDITlU^jl) (lC <31H A 

LDSuijnsiT tf^iD/b^syr ereij 2_u$)rr<9.(<9)ii> 
O) rrG uj iTffjfT, ^LOiDncTT gtgst <^ibiorTG3T 

^ublDIT ^ipiT^KfPsirKU^ tfmTlTjG#) 

The peerless lord of celestials, our lord 
and protector is the spouse of Sri; a 
beautiful great form compassionate like a 
mother to all creation. With the innocence 
of a child he sucked the poisoned breast 
of the fierce ogress Putana, and drank 
her life to the bones. (9) 

flrrrTfbfr ® JG ^ fifilcmcsnAlgnfjU) 

0rNg>£) lOfTtuu uipgu SHfyfrfrl 
U0C3TLD GDGlJ.9><9i<9j 

(6^ rT63T<9 iM_n <£h,<£) 

Glogvj c5Mcrrsx| 

G(b^ff><& ^-0<siiniu, ^(iTjCunr^ixi 

^'QlfTlfflOT S nfl/jrTii) Orh(^ iDftGcM. 
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The Vaikunta-lord of effulgent 
knowledge, beyond size and shape and 
situation, pervades all things and beings, 
as the indwelling spirit of all. Driving 
out my twin Karmas, he cut asunder my 
Maya-bonds, then made me set my heart 
on him, faithfully. (10) 

LorrCffu! LDfiLuu Clu^tnnCcn! iofr LDnujffuCcrr! 

CTC5TlT)j CTCSTrg] 

LDnCcu LQfTcu (^(fTjcnncu mcfrcrji (O^rfyS^nd 
5t_C<9iffU€in 

uffcu cjuj 5 ,ufiltpn u§)5)fi ufjcnii) 

urTCcvj uli— ggonaj Liftgjib cucocuoita(£> 
v ;■ cdcu urflcuC^). 

This decad of the thousand songs of 
Kurugur Satakopan, praised by 
musicians, devotees and poets, alike, 
fondly addresses the lord of wonders, 
full of grace. Those who sing it will never 
suffer on Earth. (11) 

1.6 / Svapadesam : The Lord’s 
easy reach 

Parivadil \ Nadanamakriya \ Misra 
Chapn 

@ftJlT*OS5’>en , U t_JfTiq. 

-I. ' Cidsdcvj a ~j~ • H 

3tr^) iTjCO <£<» g>/uu, 

Seekers of infinite joy, do not give up! 
Sing of the faultless lord, offer flowers, 
incense and pure water. (1) 

if)ciinrr gjoroi ^tb gjipniurr«n 

(ipgj GciJg) /ipftCUQjC5)|A^ 
cigji ] ffiCCT Ml CTOTonn^jj 

^giiCcu ^cn Q^iumib 

The cool fragrant Tulasi-wearing lord is 
the lord spoken of in the Vedas. 


Wholeheartedness in devotion alone 
is the qualification to serve him. (-) 

nrQib CT(j^UL|ih (T-ggsi 

LDU0 cfilt-irgij ctot iDcatCcn; 

Ljnglii) CTCST ffjrr ^cucst uni_cu; 
i> CTOT 

The lord is beyond likes and dislikes. 
My heart never parts from him, ni> 
tongue forever sings of him, my body 
dances like a-ghoul! P) 

c^GraTi^j^ CTC5T ^00) ctott 

cuGfarniiiil «ji fWvfycb; rraciT 
lSlcnTf»,Al ^LDQfT lSl^rT)njlLC 

(^cy5T^jOA\Lg Cid.rtcnc3^5iuS1crrrrG CIT - 

My body dances like a ghoul, worships 
and serves the lord, repository of 
all virtues, that celestials argue and 
rave about! ( 4 ) 

CI«,fTcncn«i Cl<5ifTcnfTc^)LD ^cu rr#) rtcn 

ffTcriAcvj ^cun^ncn; 

cfilcn cnA cfil CTT £TT fT cm LD 

s>_cn ACoffj^iriTA^ ^ 

The lord is neither attracted, not repelled, 
displays neither hatred nor friendship- 
Pleased by abstience and steady devotion, 
he is ambrosia to the devotees. ( 5 ) 

Sr LIT ClijjQiDrrcu 

^2>jd gjcrfl uj an \ 

i^cn 5,, cvjftCcJT. 

The lord is sweeter than ambrosia. 
He gave ambrosia to the gods. He 
reclines in the deep ocean with a 

radiant discus in hand. (6) 

C&rrciT^GTT 

^ncrtAcn g,cr>cuuSl^j q.ootc i,£l 

*« CT>C\jA *$,££ 4 * 
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He cut asunder the heads and arms 
of the island Lanka's king. Bow your 
heads before him and swim over the 
ocean of Time. ( 7 ) 


1.7 / Svapadesani : The fruits of 
worship 

Piravittuyar \ Pitnnagavarali | 
Misra Chap it 


CUl^l f^lcJTfO LD/TGncfilgjgjJ 

Surrender, O Devotees, and worship 
him. The heavy Karmas in your path 
standing as obstacles will vanish and 
abiding wealth will be yours. (8) 


UUJG3T 

CAcnojan; 
ti_GDi_ iu iSlrjncrrnrr 
„ ■ 60 CHC 3 T « 5 )iq cu rrGrj. 

He breaks the two-fold Karmas and 
grants the highest fruit. The great 
celebrated lord is peerless spouse of 
Lakshmi! ( 9 ) 


^iqOjrrff 

<^CTTcnQiA«,craT; 
CWn**J r c^0 M cn S-um&a 

ojujOj uDrT^GuCjrrrGfl. 

The beautiful bridegroom Madava, in 
the bat of an eyelid, will purge us of our 
Karmas; his banner bears the fierce 
Garuda! ( 10 ) 


iDiTg>ciJ<5flLjneo OL Gftnucn 

^cirrn^l 

CJ&xh <*V^®** ‘ 

£g>Gy GUCOcxJUfT iSl 0CL 1 rrG(j. 

This decad of the faultless thousand 
by pure-hearted Satakopan addressing 
the perfect Madava secures freedom 

from rebirth. (11) 


l9fT)cSl2>gjLU rT <^0, 0fT63TgjgjjGTT $010) 

^M_fT C$CTTAAlJ> gjcnojuGu li-ieu rcn 
^0GU6ir>C3T ^i^luucnL 

LD 0 cfl«riUj < £§carrr/)l LQCJT^gjj cncuuurrGfj. 
They who renounce .ill and enter into 
consdousnessseekingenlightenment and 
freedom from the travails of rebirth, do 
relendessly contemplate in their hearts, the 
feet of the pure discus-bearing lord. (1) 


gjjuq b l|Cvjcjt gQjtgjjiii gsj;CTj5AC)a,fTL_rT(aFT 

&QU&; 

gtuljTCu JbCojg^iTCu ^iijrrrr^j 

2L_ujrrj,gj] 

^uurTCOGijc^ cT(^jfl,cn . 

The lord of infinite virtues, beyond 
reach of person and place is the darling 
child of the cowhcrd-clan. He is the 
medicine and the wealth of devotees; 
he will not allow the power of the 
senses to ruin them. (2) 

c^ujn G&n^j^rriij, ^GUfjncu ucr>i_uj6reTw3)iLb 
iDfUtiu lSI rrrr«rtG 3 T ctgjt LOrTcrafl#,#,# Gflnd£)6irmj 
g^lUJ ^(lp6Tl5>U U(fT)<^U U(fT,^t CTCJT 
ujrruju LDajrrc^ ^eu^C&Cgjt. 

I drank deep from the ambrosia of mv 
sweet lord, wonder-lord, gem-hued lord, 
darling child of the cowherd clan who 
took their beating, all for stealing butter! 
Broken are the cords of ignorance 
that bound me to rebirth. (3) 

iDiurrcij ^0 GT63T ujcnaCg, iotar«jflc5Tn«T 

<5)CUTGr>£ST 

®—tiirrcfilcriflrrGijj 5,(0,^ Au ft* 

3*0631063^ 

<*HUI"CU <©)& ^IDfTfTACn 

gtcSt 

^U.«<8a»«p GU2S1 Qsncu®Sl U)fTOT1 

efil WCguG «nn? 
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Oh! How shall I give up my adorable 
lord now? He drove out ignorance and 
entered my heart fully. The root and 
stock of all the omniscient celestials, 
he gave me his radiant self-light and 
glorious virtues. (4) 

c&0CcijCGnn - ctcti djlsTTften* ctgp , 

n>0Ccu ffurbgj SUUJliJ* Q5)fT6TT^lc5TJT) GifiCST, 

CigjnQCcij Cloujgj ^lua^liurr 

<3> fe'joT tXtffl gy 6H 

6 fill_Ccu QtfUJfc, 6fill^5>(5)lh iSllJfTCDCTrClU? 

The lord who appeared before the 
cowherd-girls like an elf and played 
mischief with them, is my light and soul. 
Oh! How can I leave him now? (5) 

Qu0 J§lcoii> <£g33Ti_6UC3T, 

*@1" <5H<u LDGuag) gjjipmu Ccuuj(T)^ (ipuuu®r» 
IDOrTLDIJlb <mT\XJ 0 ) LDHUJGUGffT 
@(jrrcjl CTfljftco, 6^G3TCDG5T ujfisin" 

6^L.0C61jG^TfT? 

He lifted the Earth from the deluge 
waters. He pierced an arrow through 
seven trees, what a wonder! The lord 
who wears the fragrant Tulasi on his 
crown has entered into my heart, will 
I ever let him go? (^) 

umdir crrc 3 Tg)jcn 

srcin'ff)' gugtt : 

5)n€9T 6 ^lLuv GUff)giJ rcr 

&&* an c^u.lA GTCH 2_iiS)lftcu 0iCVJ*bgiJ 

iy t tuGo 

Suncjn tf^)L_0CiDrr J)p| CT65T<SDC5T 

O rb&\ jjp^ACcu'i 

I did not intend to hold him in my 
heart. He came of his own and 
occupied me fully. He has blended 
himself into my very flesh and breath. 
Will he decide to forsake me now?(7) 


(ndrancffr gtctt^otl- 5>c3t 

ClCblgi^ 

0)6ifl<«n63T <£lGUCUn63T 

iSUmnoi ucnoing, C^rcii ujiSlijp i5(y 

a_Gni_ 

^pcrrcjncjT ^iflrjrr (ipiLgtipgjfiurrGcuT. 

The lord is first cause of the ancient 
celestials. He enjoys the embrace of 
Nappinnai’s bamboo-like arms. Even 
if he desires to forsake me now, my 
heart is so good, he has not the power 
to leave and go. (8) 

^HOtjfr (ip^(ip5)6u 
^iDijn^)^ ir-<bgj ^uja 

^|U)0 <£^ibu0> gjjipnefil gtctt 
^Loa5> 

The lord who gave ambrosia to the gods, 
is the darling-child of the cowherd 
clan. My soul has blended my being into 
him. How can the thought of separation 
arise again? (9) 

cSHCWU^Cvj 

u|Agyjii> ^(fliLxrjT, Qun^iT) ^Gucurin <mr>iDfTGtfT; 
j . , ^ciidn i ja>iip i ("I* (gjancniln-j 

My lord is one who leaves if left, stays 
if restrained. My lord is hard to reach, 
my lord is easy to reach. Let us sing and 
praise his infinite glory, and enjoy his 
union, ceaselessly, night and day.(10) 

GU633T0 E_6ff3T||p]ii) g^fTlU 

( •J>S U inGiPCS 1 ’ 

JM**'' £>5> CldjGsi ho Cftni igJt 

i6\cjni Qdincm 

ffi-CfiLitigji C(T,nuja,c-ncn p0c61A(£C(P- 

This decad of the thousand sweet songs 
by Kurugur Satakopan, on attaining the 
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lord who wears the nectared Tulasi 
w'reath humming with bees, provides 
a cure for sickness and disease. (11) 

1.8 / Svapadcsam: The lord’s 
proximity 

Odum | Navaroj \ Ekatn 

H6TT C7<$ 

<£,0ib 2,01 T &Jiprruj 

^0id ; ^ibiDnCcTT. 

Our own lord, he wears cool Tulasi, 
rides the Garuda bird and lives with 
eternals. (1) 

^ LDLDfTCSTfnJUU iSIc^gULD 

stlD ld rr65T3T L-j ld 

Clciiii iflrT AdfiL. 

ld n fh cwraraiGtin. 

Though lord of all, he took birth, 
as lotus-eyed Krishna, tore Kesin’s 
jaw r s. (2) 

*OT5ifflrai fT cu n ^ crdngjjLi) 

Lfic^nCffJiJTfTrr GfilcnnGGwmffa,^; 
nn CciiftiAi- 

cfjlctsjn’GfcaJtmi Ccii®l jCcut. 

Always dear-as-eye to celestials and 
mortals, he rules over Venkatam, 
where gods vie to serve. (3) 

QffUfijC^U 6p>G$T(T)J 

,@CSTr 51 Guj 

c^ , i )LDrrG ^ T 

1GD CDGO^GgU. 

Forever I shall praise the lord who 
stood holding a mountain high that 
revealed his glory. (4) 

vi O cu GajrO ©nsi uj 

ffi_€«ratLfT6in 

ClijlTOJ +COC»ia&l GTGVT 

ClmuLi ^curg^nCcar. 


Without a doubt the lord who stole 
butter, and ate with both hands, is 
blended in me. ( 5 ) 

&€Ulb&! CTGJT 

53 cold Q<fcfrcn ff,nff,OT 
qcocjr Qflfjrrcii lorresainiij 

r£lcuib [tCcjjt. 

Blending into my soul, he bears my 
good. As a charming lad he measured 
the Earth. (6) 

Q< 9 >ncTCTi_rT 6 rr 6 jtp cfilcni. 

2 <j33T l fl C3T CjLp CD Go LL1 LD 

£,G£n ^niDtD Cl^tugij crcin 

flrtfiu'aT ftnGST ^amCcD. 

He swallowed the seven worlds, he 
slew seven bulls, his cool resort is 
my consciousness. ( 7 ) 

^arffetr < 5 £«* <^*,11-1 got 

lfiC<3TrT0 GJ63T(LDiD 
ffjrrC3T ^^tnrrrrfcin GTcincsflGO 

^uj ^ffciGa,. 

For the love of me, he became 
the cowherd, and the fish, and the 
boar too. (8) 

sAftrjLO 

^f*ilCDAuSleo G1^,HCf3TLfI63T 
CT(hj( 3 }ib n GST rr uj 

tfyrblS><STJ QjfTdfjGGiJT. 

Our lord who appeared in all forms 
bears a discus and conch on 
beautiful hands. ( 9 ) 

fbfTgjGJT, <GT)rTGVJLh Cl<5>fTGn 

ungear, ctcst ^ihiDncffr 
Gpj^uD Gunco ^Grrrr 

GcodJ, iJbnGcji. 

My lord and master who measured 
the Earth is praised by the Vedas, like 
waves of the ocean. (10) 

(£, fT H CD (J COCffSTGiTJTGan - 

^fT <?L Ga.fTiJC5T 

C&ngjGij ^uSlg^gu 

fprr&eu ^snevCiu. 
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This decad by Satakopan, in the 
thousand songs, sings the glories of 
the ocean-hued lord. (11) 

1.9 / Svapadesam: Oneness with 
the lord 

Ivaiyum \ Sencurutti | Adi 

@cneuiL}ii) 

,@£110111 S>_GU0LD 

CTcncruiLjiii gtgu0i£> g>£TTCpGcn 

<£^£lti4ii) ^4,A^u4a) arT*0ii> 
^tcncmijcvT cubiDncji, 

ftGTOTCinJT lSI fJfTCn GT63T 

*6^ffUUJGCfT; ^0cfilc5T ID6£7TfTSTT£5T 

STCJTgySDU<5 (g^L^GU 2_CTTnC«JT. 

The lord is first-cause of all things 
and beings everywhere, he contains 
all in himself, then makes them again 
and protects them. My lord, my 
ambrosia, the taste of sweetness, is 
the spouse of Lakshmi. He has 
entered my vicinity. (1) 

t^ipco u gvj ucu cucuGuncar; 

ClgjrTcuca'icvj r^iri ^nevj^gj s_cucnflxft 

^JjPCVJ @t-jb a 

(l&SGiidsi cna!Tg)jcmu ^lduqucst; 
LD0LjeDu f^gj^jnssr; 

cfileaViffinn^ufT*^ ^rflujnear; 

OfjjQnii (?)i ©J rrrvj^F,ncyrj 

^ CUGtilGIGST ^ 0 < 5 > c 6 l CU n C ■ 

My Lord Kesava is the lord of many 
wonders. He killed the rutted elephant; 
he came as a boar and lifted the Earth, 
he reclines in the deep ocean mystifying 

celestials. He is near me now. ( 2 ) 

^.IGVjfTUJ Cl I * f ' 

^in n ftfl*(ipi'bCuSijtjjt: 
fh / n jdi,l u l ft* 4 * 1 C’OCjrfl 

4**55»oiicr;Ct*ri AHii.c/ rj/i 

'.li in<nj Mc*>n.> i,^ i_Giifbg,i <nrr^jub 

i.ljl£> ctt ri^ g,G5^l<5> C<9?cii q i sjt; 
r ./n, *l 4,» uSlcjl Q>n A.J (»jl 

jg'QjGF £ I Ccti. 


Faultless lord of infinite glory, first cause 
of the celestials, dark gem-hued lord of 
lotus-red eves, peerless spouse of Lakshmi, 
— he delights in riding the Garuda 
bird of fierce wings. He has entered into 
me, giving me the bliss of union! ( 3 ) 

2_l_63T c^LDfT (SjfTgjCu iD.ffcGTfln 

^£l0LD<9>6TT IDCtfjTLDACTT 0 

1C I_ LDAGTT CT6tfT{£] @CU1T (\p£U IT J 

2_oj<g,(ipLD (\pGisrCiDJ 

2>_i. dn ^cncu 

^Gvj@cncvi«3 GaniTj^Gucifr ciLDLoncrr, 
<5 jL-GU IDC\S1 LDfTUJ LJ Cl U0LD nQT 

CSiJTfcOoT|»5T (TTCn Qtfh &j ^3) CVJ LLI TtG G3T . 

Three queens Bhu, Sri and Nila love to 
be seated with him. The worlds that he 
rules are also three. Lord more wondrous 
chan the ocean, he swallowed them 
ail and slept as a child floating on a fig 
leaf. He has risen to my lap now. ( 4 ) 

C3">GTJgjgjl (LpCDCUU urTGvj 

{Ttcjinr^j £>£>{£)i tfuirnij^,!? 
Cl^ftaib Q\oth ^ojehurreu 

$_u51it 22_cjwl Cl tj(fTjLD fTtrar; 

iSlijrrCOTTfT^l Ajuj^rjuri 
g&jflOgyik <^pfc«un* 

Cs,n®^luj rr-a an 

innuj<srr Groin Qrr^V^cn g> trrmdaflr. 

The wondrous lord instantly by his will 
created Siva, indra, Brahma and all other 
gods and all the worlds. He is my 
darling child Krishna who took suck 
from Putana’s poison breast. My lord 
has now risen to my bosom. (3) 

lD rr u i sin gtgtti 0 rO. ^' on d onmneji 
LQn)Qjih <rKain*0j> 

/j,rrai(LpLD <£gu«qiid £,nCan: 

i5>iT€ynD criflujii) r^GiiCcn; 

'.aiudn ncii it^^ld 

^5>«^55<5i0ub G^narjub • 

e^/IUJOn u i <5> fh CJT OiUjftAOTl 

<POT^jCjn /), G^ncnfltancsni'iiitG^ 1 ’ 
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THE REVELATION / Tiruvaimoli 


The lord in my bosom is the body and 
spirit of all, pure, enchanting and 
deceitful; wind and fire too are him. 
Lord afar and lord near, whom none 
can reach through thought, he has 
ascended my shoulders; who can 
know this wonder? (6) 

Cgjnen Cingjjib ftcjr infrrriS)err 

CtDgyjli Qpiq CiocyjLDj 

5 ifT 6 TT ClDG^Jtb qGDGfTJLg] 

5 ,ctot <^ib gjiipnuJ ^LDtunGST, 

Gacit ij'i,T.CTS1 gaCTTjT)jLb ^gu no, rrcar; 

^IcTr^LD Ai-fi ^Gifl 
f^rrcTT «a>cvjrrcjrr; 

cidrr^icni— rjifTsfilcn s_GTTrrCOT. 

He is an icon of radiant light, brilliance 
beyond comparison. On his shoulders, 
over his chest, on his crown and his 
radiant feet, he wears a garland of woven 
Tulasi flowers. My lord, becoming dearer 
day by day, is on my tongue now. (7) 

rbrrcfilg^GTi fj^Girrry u>GU(ffjih 

^rTGtfTA AGifiGU Gicucumb 

m ii> ^^agiPAlli ib ^iiCgst; 

^ctDuujgucit 

lj, ^UJCU ffjffcvj <9 jI lb C^fTcrreiT; 

Oun^fTj U GTH-. GJJbgiJib 

ftfTsfil np>«rr CirxaflA aldcxja 

5jUo'jICi3JIC3T; adit ^wwrcnNoi ^cnnCOT. 

In the wisdom of all the arts that 
blossom from the tongue, he is their 
letter and spirit; protector and destroyer 
too are him. Petal-soft, four-armed lord 
with battle-fierce discus and conch, the 
lotus-eved lord is in my eyes. (8) 

^ibgi)* infeffjiGOTiCfft c-rcin s> cbcnndn, 

3 j fTtJTSTLJ G31 QJ GJ1 &> GiTdf fh Gil nG C\J ; 

«5H cu * cn efil i£l ib ; 

ib rf^ojcsi ; 

ecu <9, <9^ ^ujcnrr jjiibi^l 0iG3T<7>G<n<fc 

^6traTCTTH<0iGVJir(n«nrTff^iiD C«5,fTplrf)i 
IDCubi 0<£fcLUGubiC<5brr^ &_GUAib 

•-gigst s> cnfrCeaT. 


He created the lotus-born Brahma and 
the forehead-eyed Siva. He created the 
pure gods and all their worlds. I see the 
lotus-eyed lord in my eyes, he too sees 
me clearly. He is in my forehead. ( 9 ) 

Qfbfb^iUffn (£]«nrr}j gtg7ig?dg3t ^(Gt^id 

Locorru Ljnthfbi&cn (*, 14 * 

gjiprruj Gaitgua 

AtcoiCTn iSlfjncnffn^ Clff,n(igcurtri 
Gj)jb«nrnu iSlcr>nr) ^GauflibAngjpuh 

fblTG3T(ip^Cp LD ^jTj^lQCTJJLD 

!I(rT)ib ctg\jgvj mb; 

CUfbgiJ CTCJTgjI 2_5<ffllL|GTrnGiS3T. 

The crescent-crowned Siva, the four¬ 
faced Brahma, Indra and all the 
other gods place their heads at his 
lotus feet and worship him. The 
Tulasi wreathed Krishna, my lord 
protecting me from my forehead 
has risen to my head! (10) 

£_£4liL|<?nCfffT i£lpD(£)'b C<9,aj 

C5jGLi(D0A agottgtoi iblrjnrb(tf) 

@<?C7>0mGTT Clac\jc\j £>_63STnb,^) 

GIIG731 115 5l_G6ifTUG3T 

$3 OancncsT ^u 51 a 2 >g>!«" 

^gsdgulj^ ib ctld lSI 0 rrfb(^> 

rQ«95Gyi ib GblciraTGOTiuuib Q<3 ili uj 

i£ot ai£ cu OaGyuafl Clun^Gio. 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan addressing 
Krishna, lord of gods, with love will 
abidingly secure his holy lotus feet 
to those who sing it to the lord, 
with feeling. (11) 

1.10 / Svapadesam : The First 
Union 

Poruma \ Bnndavana Saranga | Adi 
(olun-^ ion U 68 I 1 - <^|>) 

ion l&Gtl 5>lp«U GJlp S...6U(A)lb Cl^jfTlp 
loncroflA (A,nr >gh i£Kb)ii<S<5> <^a 

A(fb innKraftAAib gigst a Gringraven a i 
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THE SACRED BOOK / Divya Prabandham 


I saw in my eyes the dark gem-hued 
lord, resplendent with the war-waging 
discus and conch. He came as a manikin 
then and strode the Earth with great 
feet, O, How he grew and became 
worshipped by the seven worlds! (1) 

f£ljb(g)U> <3»rTa ) C3TC«m.DUjrTGU 

Q5,rTif)(W 

CTGraTCSsfl^Jlh GU0LD; (TT53T CcueTOT^CUli)? 

iDCOTTOTjRii crrfliqih jfrcu c^fru^c^tb 

^ejjr^jLD^uj diliflu^ib ctld iSlijncncnGiiJ. 

My lord unfolds himself as Earth, 
Water, Fire, Wind and Sky. Whenever 
I worship him with love, he enters 
into my eyes and fills my heart. What 
more do I want? (2) 

ciii iSIrjn^tsn ciffjongj 
£>ihiSlrjrrGnGar sjonyT ^mnenrjA 
Cl^nii)L| ^QfTGij nycm Cfbir lonirutfsncOT, 

ctld L9rj(T&ns3T^, Gl^mjiniu lol_ Cljh^aGin! 

O Heart, worship the cool lotus-eyed 
lord! On his chest he bears the lotus- 
dame Lakshmi whose hips are slender 
like a snake or a twig. He is the lord of 
my father, his father and the 
forefathers before him. ( 3 ) 

Clfb0Cin! rb<su<sncu! n^euanGu! 2__G3Tenc3iu 

Qujb£D ffC ^ 

cierr OffajCu-imi)? gt63toti (^cnrocSlGSiii)? 

tfnLoosen on LDCurjrrcn idgottqj ncncr»65»^> 
ig)j0o.ii)Cijn^jdj Q^nt nthitth. ruL. 

My lord is the prince who married the 
lotus-dame Lakshmi. Good, good, 
O Heart! With your help coming, 
what can we not do? Now what do we 
lack? Henceforth, in vicissitudes, hold 
on to him relentlessly. ( 4 ) 


A«J3Tl_nCuj, Clfb^Ctf! <S5 0 lD<£j 0>CTT 
cicrai 

2_CT5ri_rTCriG3T CJlLgli) ^p>n Qpcv/IQ 

Cla,fT«wu_ncy)ca 7 A *cfu 7 ( 

i^lljGid. 

O Heart, now you too have seen the 
lord. He swallowed the seven worlds, and 
measured them in three steps. See, our 
actions have now borne fruit instantly, 
without a mediating thought! ( 5 ) 

£^ii> 2> n ©»^ Cr^irrQfri^GVj Glogvj 

u>S)Gff>«rn 

CfbfTiqii) anrrOArrLncin 

G o nr gjtG ctt CJT j 

2>tTlL|lb £,fIjCnS>lL| li> ^jUJ 2_CU^63^CO 

cunujii) rracin, 

O Heart, the gem-hued lord protects 
all the worlds like father and mother. 
When you and I stand before him 
thus, he shall not let sickness enter us 
anymore, just see! (6) 

cTfborj^jGtu crcsTrrjjLD crib Gu^id^cst; 

CT biff LD 

ilijjfflnffjLLicn c^Qjuuejr, GanGujjyjcijcn 

ijrrdilCiuCST 

STJfc^g)! crib Clu^LDrcirr! CTG3rrr)i <nin63TCniT 
GofTcbcyjib 

G O CVJ <S1J cm gstC u j . 

O, The sinner that I am! I dare to make 
love to the lord, — and speak of him as 
my father, — whom celestials contemplate 
upon and are fortune-favoured to call 
their father and their lord! ( 7 ) 

ClacuGu (TjfTijcsjtcsi <ndrrjD Gansu GaiIl gyjii> 

IDCU0LD AGrBT ucsfl; f>, fT (*Jl 6U CTT UirTlllOlo! 
^CUgljlb UftgJJi b @6571. @63™$ 

fbcu^l <ncin«nOTT <?SU hot (fcLbiSl (f,LDi9Gu). 

!• 

Even as I hear the name “Sri Narayana . 
tears well in my eyes, and I ask, 
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the revelation / Tiruvaimoli 


‘Where? 7 *. What a wonder! Relentlessly 
by day and night, he stays on with 
me as my faithful friend. (8) 

2>ib lS)gt>uj 0^>C37 (£)fry^J(£)U*. f^caTfD c*N<* 
OaibClurrGcsT 

S-LDujrr QJfTC3T61JfT . 2 *$ C<9n^lCDUJ 

^LD iSlrjrrcnCTT ctgst Cld?rTc\jc\Sl iDfiJuuGcrTrr? 

The resplendent lord is the cause of the 
celestials above. He resides in Southern 
Kurungudi, as an icon shining subtly 
like molten gold. Oh, With what words 
can I forget him? ( 9 ) 

LDfT)U H l_D ^n(.JT(ipLb 5)JrC3T 

3* <iJVfT fTfT,dfjl CVJ (Mil j 
»Orr)A/^jih ciotto}] Cl^nj^rTinGiriQA a.crnClc53irT(Jl 

LQ 0 U Lj c=W0i 2_ GItGgTT LD6^163flcaTfTG5T 

C3T 63") CUT 

idXDijljCgjttt, ofl ajnejr creyr tnarafltsnujGuj 9 

I know not what is remembering or 
forgetting. And, lest I forget, he has 
entered my heart. My lord of gem hue 
and lotus eyes, — now how can I ever 
forget him? (10) 

iDQnflcnuj, cditcutgsjit <9.£3uTcmcricrjT A^fr&jrgii 
c^cnflcniiJ Q5)tfin(5)(r>5<iJin-n<g Ac GAnucaT 

CIaitgO - 

uwufl OalLJ .ta 'i'l’ 1 H UgjgjLGSI 

ajcaiiflcblcun AfhuCncO AGu<rfil GunujCi/i. 

This decad of the thousand songs 
rendered in service by Kurugur 
Satakopan addresses the gem-hued lord, 
one without a peer. Those who master 
it will attain pure knowledge. (11) 

2.1 / The girl : The First 
Separation 

Vay uni \ Subhapantuvarali | Adi 

©JfTiLjLb 2_.5>(C^jio attOTGu lDl ^rrrjmijI 

^jLDlT ffi_CU(A)lb if. 

gjj^isnui rtsu; 


CfbfTUJlh U LLI CD CU CD ID LLj ID lS^jJ £>.6»T t] 

ctldGidGu rrcii 

l£u-|LD ^l(lFjLDflCUITCU Clfb^Alh GaitlI 

u iLl^ rrCoj ? 

O White egret, flapping over brackish 
waters! Even if my mother and the 
godly world sleep, you do not go to 
sleep. Are you too, like me, forsaken 
by the lord, — spouse of Lakshmi, — 
and left to pale and sicken? (1) 

CactiI uili- <£lib€T>A,6inujujfTULJA AycaGurruj 
c^ldrr^lGGu! 

G<sl_ lJl_ i_ lurriumjACTT Gaorr^i 

< @firbj(g)<f£luj fiGu; 

U ll L_ GILD G ID G U FT G\J if) LL| IQ rj<TL| 

c^| CT>C33TUJ n 637 

£»fTC. ULL £,£731 Aj| ip fT UJ A, ^ifllTUO 

&n(ipfT)iT) itGuj 9 

O Poor stork! Are you too, like me, 
caught in the lord’s net? Keeping awake 
through lean hours and calling 
piercingly, did you too seek the cool 
Tulasi garland, from the feet of the lord 
reclining on the serpent couch? (2) 

cnftujmGcun^l gtgvjGcvj ^fjmjuAGii 

j£ ^G 73 Tg)jijS)cufTiij; 

cjnii(2)^luj(Tcu; 

£ (ip(DtD$b ^cvjirjiGUi* s^Cm-tfsinGTT AjItgyt 

rbiuiBAj 

ii'iTib 22_0/r)^jj S-jb^nGiun? cdiii(i); acdstt 

al. Gffj! 

O Sister, Roaring sea! Have you no 
sleep? You lament night and day in a 
heart-rending roll. I desired the lord’s 
feet who consigned the Southern 
Lanka to flames; is your plight the 
same as mine? ( 3 ) 

AC Cyjlb LD651GVJ LLj LQ sfilAlDCJlb ^jJJLpfUU 

C! ibGlJ fTGU 

al n ClArrcTT ^rjfruLJAfiu "rru_ifre\j <&c*jr 

gii it i_mil! 

^ L G\J Cl A it GIT IJ GD l— c^HbiDfTCTiGaTA 

Arn.ooii i rrGot V-, 

S2_c GVJib CfP>iruj 2>— (f) 0 rrGiun, s^^G^ngi 

ifi) G iu 9 
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THE sacred BOOK / Divya Prabandham 


O Cold wind blowing through oceans, 
over mountains, and in the sky! 
Through bright days and nights, like 
me, you have no rest. Do you too wait 
age after age and sicken with grief to 
see the fierce discus-bearing lord? ( 4 ) 

&sni£l Q&rrrrjj a_ignO<5.fT6OTT0 

CftrTj£)uj(rT)Lb ujrT(ipuo GurrcO } uj 

Clf^^Lp^lcjrfD 

GUfT^UJ ClirTCJlCio! J§LL|II) LOgjJ(d^g)63T 

ufTtplcFHDuSlcu ui_@ urT 52 ? 3 )fT«u 

CDfj)CunCuj ? 

O Blessed clouds, bringing water to the 
world! Age after age, like me and my 
sisters, you melt. Were you too caught 
in the lord Madhusudana’s vice and 
made to suffer the pangs of love? ( 5 ) 

CtfirTjSunLu cribCiuGunctj ld$Cuj! j 

@Jb 2 >"stt 

CiTild currCTT ^(nPjfitr ^ & n} q) rmj; LDnipnfbg)j 
Ggjibi-i^l Lurrcu j 
£2 e^^nsreTClDGU 

Clu ^id nest nn 

ClunLl GLId0dMD CftllQ £>— 63T C)LDUJfbr^<TSn«D 

G^fTfljfDnGuj? 

O Crescent Moon! Today you do not 
dispel darkness. Like hapless me, you 
too are waning, day by day. Did you 
believe as true the words of promise 
made by the discus lord, sleeping on a 
serpent couch? (6) 

CgjfTjbQjDnib iDu Qib^sib <ttq) Qu(2) tJ3fT ® FT 

ftjrrtjcffJTfr)^; cub 

rfi^fb.iDnGTnLD Ci(5nojQ , )l ^n^GeuncjniL ^ rhClCcu 
Gcun)Git)rrn OdkrrmdjjfTuj gtg^gjt 

7 ~icn ^j| 

LDfTnrjn^jTCJTrrGtmn f^Irrjf^GLLifT? cun^]; 

£?<*>£«"’ 

O Engulfing darkness! Having lost 
my frail heart to my lord, I weep and 
lament my unbearable lot. Alas, you 
are more cruel than my worst enemy; 
how long will you confront me? 
May you win! ( 7 ) 


g^TKCtfldr /Qsjafl euGfrisroiib ldit §rr/h *i^1Guj! 

CufTLU 

U)0iGrFjfD£U ^umliu^QJ £ 

gd (&)&rruJ fTGO; 

2—0<cn)lb <9<5>l_lb Q—GT'{b{bCb Qu^LOfTGJTrTIT 
,^0ClflG5T Qu0 fbGD«5UJrTG0 ^^p n 3gjJ 

Qr?, r Tf> > 2>r T Cuj9 

O Salty stream, flowing like molten 
darkness! Even if night and day find 
their ends, you do not rest. Are you 
too forlorn through the pain of 
separation? Did you seek the grace 
of the lord who smote the cart? (8) 

Gibni^gj) -jw/jnA <9>rTg>Gu Cibrnu Gldcu .'♦l-. 

2_Gtt 2_cung,£j 

'b!b£> fT Gfil6TT<£h<!7>Cu) (?>u_|ld ^crflLudb^rruj! 
Q^nPj^,aLDG^(J5> actst O^r^i/wAI sxjnuj 

gtld Ql_j^fT)LDrrC51 

c ^iO> 5>rTiDib />,vWT gjjiprTuj (^ChdjujrTCvj 

CcuGurrCuj? 

O, Lamp eternal, My poor dear! Your 
soul dries and your body burns, suffering 
unbearable grief through love-sickness. 
Did you too seek the cool Tulasi garland 
adorning the lord of large lotus 
eyes and coral lips? (9) 

CeviGH <£4,0* Ccui’.anA Cf^rnij Giccru 

2—CTT 2_GOfTg)g) 
@IJfTUU«5,Oj 2_€TrunCc\j 

ld n Gunuj LSIcrrrijgjj iD(T*}$cr>t_ Curruj 

^4CrrrbC» 

fipeiin (ipg>G\j<njrt! ^caflcribs?nifi^ CdjnCtfGcu. 

O Youthful lord! You ripped the horse’s 
jaws, pierced many trees and measured 
the Earth! With tne raging fire of love¬ 
sickness, incessantly, you have scorched 
my frail soul witnin, by day and by 
night, and made me drop at your feet. 
I pray you, evade me no more! (10) 

Ganrjndj, ctij Gi i<Va,r .^d^ujnib 

r§H/)ng> hr* dJi C<9,fTi jG3t 

^nnuSlgih ^curijr^jcn 

Gdfngfin, 6fiV_rTn dkajatuan CDGu^fFjOjLb 

^IcarcwtGwG^ 
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the REVELATION / Tiruvaimoli 


This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan with insatiable love 
addresses the great lord, the radiant 
first-cause of all. Those who master it 
will never depart from Vaikunta.(l 1) 

2.2 / Svapadesam : The lord’s 
transcendence (Paratva) 

Tinnan \ Bilabari | Adi 

^CWTuiidr C&Q (ipp>C\j ^uj , 

iJ} ^ UJ 6ITT, CTih a LJ ^fFj LD IT GIT 
LQ€53T€5iniLb g^tI feJoT^yrii lo cTcucvifTiD a_ l_ctt 

<9)ffff3TG33TG5T AST3T ^GUGJTlGU 6^1 IT 

<9] <so"oiOg3 JT. 

My lord, — bestower of heaven and 
all else, — swallowed the Earth and 
sky. He is beyond comprehension. He 
is my Krishna, dear as my eyes. Other 
than him, there is no doer, this is 
certain. (1) 

CJ UfTCU LQ ! UCjCld! Cjljl 2_CU0ib 

GT- UfTCUlb (ol^LLJ^l <^0GTTriGU ^IfflfllJUITJT^ri 

IDfT ijfTGLIlil cfili c^ajb^U GuiU 

C*(TijnCvj G<*hrrGnffl€jajj ^ gut/£] G tu ? 

The great lion of the cow'herd clan, he 
ended the woes oi Siva wdio came 
pleading. Who else can rid the misery 
of the seven worlds, and protect them 
too? Alas, must Tanswer this? ( 2 ) 

GT €3") GJT . GiT 1 GJT CJ^LDAfflT GOT GT) 6TTt 

G £) i i j i . i wjr t^l <rfj) <jTf3T G 0, n ip <2, &Tll <m 

<JT> (ill > £*> , 

Gin go ^GaTcsiGin G<9>m,a3i\_ 

The bull-rider Siva, the lotus-born 
Brahma and the lotus-dame Lakshmi 
reside on his person inseparably. 1 he 
gods worship him. Rising over the 
skv, he took the Earth and all. Can 
there be a god greater than him? ( 3 ) 


C<5)GL|Lb GTU Guff0(£ff)tD U£3Tl_<£fc<5>U 
UjCfilcu (frrcdn(ipa>Gnc3Tu 
G^guOTT cud Gu 0 tcrT|j)i<i 0 ^cucuncu, 
yj-gcncrriLiih & 0 CtD? 

My lord created Brahma on his lotus 
navel, who in turn created the gods and 
beings of the w r orlds. Other than my 
Krishna, is there any lord worthy of 
worship wdth flowers? ( 4 ) 

LD G3T .‘Jjfcof'l (JO AClSl ^Jpl t»VrGGTT 

l£) 0 ld C<9)6t|Lb ciu Gu(T0(CTT,id u£ni_A0,g) 
<5] LD Ctf>fT€U4Ei fljniOCDI )® 1 GTOTGSol 63T , 

CT LD ID 17 <j3T 

Gon&\ Gldcu ^^ojirir ctojGi y? 

My lord of befitting wealth and lotus 
eyes by his own cause did create the 
exalted gods and all things and 
beings. Who can praise a lord of 
greater glory? ( 5 ) 

6TGD01O UHTGDGUlCjtb GTCUGVJ fTU G i_) rr0(CTT)LO 

AGUttGL) ^v97(j5GTT 6 p) Q Chi^h /f^GSTfE 
UGIIIT QaITGIT ^CTjfTGtJT GGJJGTTGTT5 

^Gijrr gtid uGTKnfliunGo. 

All things, all beings and all the worlds, 

_he contains them wdthin him 

easily. He is an icon of eternal 
effulgence reclining in the ocean. 
He alone is my lord! (6) 

UGTTGitl , SJIp 2 -GVJ 0 LD GAnGn(G 1 T>lD 

GTJGTTGnCU OJGO 6 )JUS 1 (T)!JJI LJ GLI0LDnfi3T 
2_GnS>_<37T < ^J > IT rf)lCDiT 17 &yCS\ 

<9, GTT GTT lDTTU/ lD 631 fh A0|2>Cft ? 

My lord has a great strong belly. He 
ate the seven worlds and slept on a lig 
leaf. Wo can understand the mysteries 
ot his dark unfathomable will? ( 7 ) 

CfljGlJLD 67COGU fTU GLITF0|£T7)lb 

gk0<9,^,1^i< 5> lonuju LSlprTcji ^cart/)! ujnGn 

A,'n rt- r A, a 1,1 ;£]g 33T rf^&DGVj (*lpG7|GU0LO dJiiD^poTi 

4 ftA I^U <.\i<jfilc,3tClJ? 
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By his will, he made the gods and all 
things. He contains the three worlds 
and protects them, and lends them his 
permanance. Who but our wonder- 
lord can do this? (8) 

0,fTA(£jlb ^UJ6VJcfi1«JTc5T OiOZ TC53T Qu^HpiD(TOT 
CsnOiGna Cltfiugjj o^gst a-jTj^lujGnCcn 
6ufTtijg,2j $6f)0(ip0>Gn Guneneun 

Q&wgij 2_oj(^<5,Ccn. 

He mingled and merged himself into the 
Universe. He made Brahma the creator 
on his lotus-navel. He made India and 
the gods, and all the worlds. He is 
Krishna, our lord, protector of all. ( 9 ) 

^GTTGurr! GTiijcnmajd) C7jjp a_cu(£>ti) rQcarr 
deaden Cg,rTfi)f£)luj ^enn^cu! ctgstqi 

QeuGiT GJtflQST JjDfTGST^&Gn 61JnGSTGlJIT 

L|6ir asiiT^ «g,tpcu uczrafl^,^ eyfa^evCn. 

Even the bull-rider Siva, the four¬ 
faced Brahma, Indra, and all the gods 
look up to the bird-riding lord, worship 
his feet, and call “Prankster lord! You 
made the seven worlds and all of us 
appear in you!” (10) 

<Jfa{h STtf> 2_cu(0)ib CIaitstoti. C&rrcuA 
^ fa fatter 9 , (^( 5 < 3 si_rr s flLCafTu«fT O^fTcu 
eufubfafa ^uSlo^bgiiciT ^oncij u£>giii «t 
Gjfafa cuffucuffLi^cvicncu epn SMcarCin. 

This decad of the thousand songs, in 
praise of the dancer lord who took the 
Earth, appears in the words of Kurugur 
Satakopan. Those who recite it with 
devotion shall have no want. (11) 

2.3 / Svapadesam : The lord’s 
accessibility 

Unit | Kapi \ Adi 

SLSHOjflcvj 6Unup a^uSlCd! if,cu<anc\j Cun 1 

C5TC31C5TU Qufbsi 

6Linc3T2-cnnrr &£}{&£><& GTtfzrr 

<2)\ LDioncn, 


<b»rg)jix> iLingpCTCucufTii) £,63Tgr)icrrCffn 

<ft cu ff, Cl 5 , mfl fbG fa rr ib; 
Cg>g)lii> ung^jih CljjLuii^ti) 0,63TOTTgyib 
^(ipgxitb 

Good for you, O Life residing in this 
body! Through your grace my lord 
Madhusudana and I have mingled into 
one inseparably, as sweetly as milk and 
honey, sugarcane juice and Ghee. ( 1 ) 

i£l<j» 0 ,rTGnrj ^cmcvujfTtu inn LDfTUJff! 
tffafanyb C 7U QurT0L.06, sl-uSIit ^ui 

ffT6STCT5C3TLJ Quj)0) 

ftfTUj <^UJ 

i*HCbfan\ ^iiq.CujGifT ^r^CujCcn- 

O Great wonder-lord without a peer or 
superior! Close to all things and all beings, 
you are my life, you are my mother, my 
lather, my friend, teaching me all that 
I do not know. I will never know 
how much you have done for me.(2) 

AfTCo^jgjicfrCffn &nQ&ni)&0»C& 
<^C3Tl_j QaujG&fagl} 
icnuj&fr, ^^CuuCT>63T 

«ncu^)j 2 ,rruj ncu; 
^^lurranuja, (^rr>6TT ^lu /£)culD LDncutfSl 
Cipcuuv cn^yi£U 

c^^UJfTC^LD Gb^Jl^rruj CGsrgj 

aCJlTjCfa' 

My years of innocence were steeped in 
the Maya of delusion. You crept into 
my heart and planted the love for 
devotion. Like an innocent child you 
came and asked, “Three steps of Earth, 
O Gi eat Bali , and deceived him! ( 3 ) 

GTCtTgl c^cfilii^CTI Cu(fT^ ffjCU 2 

an,3,(b ld fTjpj 

C " an *’ .igerfl l BcKGVfa) 

CV0VI ■ ^v, c^gjyrCi_ ? 
aci1 gij <g Quni^lau 67 (i^lD 

22_cja7i_ 6 t<Tj5,ituj! 

cron 2 ii Ujnir? u.no, ^r? < 5 , 5 , 3 , $ 

' a n ran i_ to ^1 on anG u j ■ 
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In exchange for your great favour of 
mingling with me, I gave you my 
heart; now how can I ever retrieve 
it? O Lord who swallowed the seven 
Worlds! You are the soul in my heart. 
Who am I? What is mine? You gave 
and took what is yours. ( 4 ) 

ujfTfi ^TjncaTniiaiCTTfTCu CTiprr^, 

«Tfb 2>mL! 

AcaflcijniT d5u(5 ^otuCld! <nc3T <m_gO ui_rt 

B>* 

S®^lCujcrT cumjp (tp^jGcu! Oufn£lcu 67|LgLD 
cjcm b epdnpnib 

Cftmliqco Gnsugj&rTUj! ungjii) 

G^rrgsG^Gcrr. 

Lord beyond the ken of intellect, Sweet 
liberation, Ambrosia, — untouched by 
the ocean, — for compassionate souls! 
You came as a boar and lifted the 
Universe on your tusk teeth. ( 5 ) 

£rf)cn«T0vtl(£) .*(£> <b(O)cr>#0> 
$GWT ld^ctuu 

& n fbfhnn 5jld iOGP£>giiu iSlrflujngjj ^Gurr £_u?lcnrj<3 
CanfrjjCfi, CufT0>CuClSjrTI_fT«3 <£Jt «T> rr 

rr 'TJb2,fTCDuj ^iq-Gujcn «^ct»l_5>G^>C5i, (ip2>«u 

tfcrrtfsrrG ld . 

Rare antidote for Karmas! O 
Medicine for devotion, inseparable 
from the hearts of seers! O The glow 
w hich lights their souls! 1 have attained 
the lord lone ago. He cut the nose of 
^Urpanakha. (6) 

r shJ*»l ff,CU UJfTIp UtiSlcu I^ITCU ftQtbtSlfifr 

«t«tc»jGiu! 

uuSlgjiib uoGcrr! us 

^csTQnCcu! Amt (i/mGCg\j !<*<>* Aonrrarain! 

^cyjrrcu ^GcogaTftncyn; gtg3tg2d<^ 

{f) I A Cl A IT CTT C (JfT. 

p Sweet timbre of the well-tuned 
harp-string! O Pure joy attained by 
l he many sages! O Sugarcane juice, 
ar nbrosia, dark-hued lord, my Krishna! 
Without you, I too am not; I pray 
V°u take heed of me. (?) 


(^c/)l<£hCl(9>rT6n (CTjrrcsTniacnncO gtcdgjt cffiipl 
Q<9LU 2>£U(lplI> 

^ifilAGlAfTGOT(£l iSWrjuGu <^1 gvj ftnciflcu 

«rruj^ ototi UJ rrcjr 

s_f 51 n , «ron_ QguctoiCIotstiu uttcj fJ>CTflfi>!y 

2_675T^)iib ^LDinrrdrr iSleirr 
Cllbt51^*^ arTC W»- ClfT^GTjdGSTrTtijU 

giiiuiT Aiq(fcG<5). 

What is attained by the penance of many 
ages through the control of senses, I have 
attained here in a few days, as mere 
child’s play. Crossing the pain of 
existence, I have become a lover of the 
lord who stole milk and butter from pots 
on the rope-shelf. (8) 

Aiq GUfT(T dJjfciTJT ^ib l£ fTlD A A 1 tufiJTG37 

Gfil 6J3TC33TG1J (7 Q Li (n^ ID "GOT, 
lj 14 cunanib ^iD2>jfe u^ldctt ucSlg^JJGjn £h 
Qtfiq IT G IT) fTlij a CTT QftLU u 14 [V^gxj 
(g,cm_<bgil 

^iq.GujG5TGijmiiLD04g ) iu Li(ry£lA AGifl^C/bGcn. 

The peerless lord of celestials, great and 
pure, is my lord, Krishna, who wears 
the cool nectared Tulasi. Immersing 
myself deep in the ocean of his 
goodness, I drank from it and rejoiced, 
ending my weed-like miseries. ( 9 ) 

AcrfluLjtb aguitc^lq <£< 05 ) 1 , iSl/DUMu iSIcflfl 

QpuM 

GjiGiflA Qftnenrru GafT^PujLDnuj c i_crr<9yLfh^gugil 
GTCffT^JI OftnCGUff 
cuncjT, i£lcuib 

^crflft^GSTnr) iflfTuju tSlijrrcirr ^< 14 lumpen 

(AjjpfTfb)A 6 r> 6 TTGlJJ? 

He is a radiant body of light; the Earth 
and sky are his. He bears the radiant 
conch and discus, and protects us all. 
Pleasure, pain and the fourfold vices 
departing, when, O, When will I join 
his band of devotees! (10) 
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(^tpnib Q*ncrr Cuit (^cuib dnu 

(^paflrij^jcucncn 

(2)yiniD 0*rTGTT G^OT (£)04flft4 dH-CftnuffifT 

G&ifljjgu 2_Gr>rjdbg> 
(g>ipmi OArrdr ^uSfjdbgjjcn u^g^jib 

2_U6?T ufriq. 

(2)ipfTfbJAcnrTiij t a_i_6iwin.ujifil«aTrpj 

^0i£1Cctt. 

This decad of the well-arranged 
thousand songs spoken with feeling 
by Kurugur Satakopan addresses the 
lord who, angrily destroyed Lanka. 
Devotees, come and join the band, and 
sing and dance with us! (11) 


She melts for you like wax in a fire. 
Lord who destroyed Lanka’s demon¬ 
haunt! You do not let your compassion 
rise. Alas! What can I do? ( 3 ) 

GarbrDCuGeffr! CTOTiGpii; lS'Igst^ 1 ^ 
glicold GarretT l_|<>tt 2_u_ift3>{b |T uj! CTcirrcniLo: 

a cirgffib 

LDcvjf^ia. ClcijGiJ a_uSirr<9i ld; <5>£J3t craft* it aA 
crjftGgjFT^ui r£lOTTg)j ^gvjCgh. 

Her breath is hot, her heart is troubled, 
with beseeching hands and tears in her 
eyes, she calls, “O Destroyer of Lanka! , 
then, “O Rider of the bird!” softly.( 4 ) 


2.4 / The mother introduced: 
Lamenting her girl’s condition 

Adiyadi \ Sourashtram | Misra 
Chapu 

•B*,'* «3M*u> jjftane 

UfTl^u UfTl4«5» (5>«WT6Tsfn IDGYIdQ CTr^J(£)lh 
fT>ntt 4 2 >ni 4 ifrrjdflrbJdfcrr! <rr<raTrrji 

<amt4 GiifT0li) £*;C>J QjrTGTT r^j£,C<?0. 

Singing and dancing endlessly, this 
bright-forehead girl calls, ‘Narasimha!’, 
and looks everywhere. Then tears 
welling, she swoons. (1) 

CljnGtT /yJ0,CU <Q}\JD LDi_GUgrTG'J S2_LDG5niD^ 

ot cyi [^<^1 dfTJTQ ngn; efi] rrjGu 
QjriOTTTGOT ^uSliJih Ga,nffn T, -.,ilr i,n; 

iDcruAA 

SifTQrai, £,rr JyCoGg. 

Desirous of seeing you, this bright maiden 
faints. Lord who destroyed Bana’s 
arms! Oh, You are heartless indeed.(2) 

ctA! 

Gliftur^ih ^).'Oicn; 

-> nA<*.*r* CTi^n; cr<ar< ftdFUjC&CTr 

or £)fl rf}rfvR,/j,G*,7 


^GIigtt ^)onuuftCvj cuitujCgii 
(^Gucncn G^erar AGwrarar t_bn Cl<*ntiyjTL-fT<rn; 

gu 


$G\j(a*)ib db^raT <^lD gjjipnuj G^ntpri 

db OJ 6TJ GiJ GJiJT65Jin (1 <£b db &i G CTT ? 


She raves madly night and day, he r 
beautiful eyes brim with tears. AU S * 
you do not give her your Tulasi. Such 
is your compassion, O Great onc!( 5 ) 

s— ujqjGgot! cncrgjQjtb; 


«&(n^Lhi jib iSlgn^r! CTCT Mp iib; £*<**£>* 
2_uSlfrA0 ^(ipC^j! <rTGirr££iU> 
a. fh a_crns>. Ggtt. 


“O Compassionate one!”, she 
then “Most loving lord”, softly, 
soul’s ambrosia!”, she sighs, 
stands and melts into tears. 


calls* 

w My 

then 


(*> 


2 _cna_ GTt z>__cuf»05£,| *> cunrhffl 

djenenGcu! CTG^gjjih; i 9 <ra T ^ 

Gghgtjgtt r 4*r, ,<Qi {j>ff,rTuj* GT^inj^Lb 

<g»cnc5l a,fTdn m , 

Her heart is dry, her soul is parched- 
as-my-eves Lord!”, she calls, then, ^ 
reclining in the ocean!” Oh, the ^ 
ihai my clover one has fallen prey 


"V^\ 
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GTGarGpiifl; OTi^Cl^rT^ib; 5 err 
^lji)(65<!7in Ggugii 02)»4g»i 2_uSli7A0ib g&idgu 
5j(gj<9Gff)cjT GU{CT»«5<snG3T Q 0 \hS} it! s>_ibsmci) 
GTGffT^U ,@6116*1 Ui 1 i_ 65 tCgU ! 

w O, Deceiver!”, she calls and joins her 
hands. She sighs hotly. With a heavy 
heart she cries, “O Destroyer of the 
powerful Kamsa!”. Alas, the suffering 
she takes to see you! (8) 

ul_i_ Currgjj ct(i£ CufTgj ^r^ujnetr; 
lDlL{^ ^ cu it gjiprriu gtg 3 t^T)|ld *l_/t 

Oull- GUfTuj gji^l CibtbluSVr! 

@1—l_l£ CTCJlCl^rTGU § 6U C7GDLp<9)G<3,? 

Night or day, — she knows not when, 
— “Dew-blossom Tulasi!”, she says. 
O Lord with a powerful radiant discus, 
pray what have you in store for her? ( 9 ) 

Q'GITHp Cu<^)<3] @{jnuU«9,C\J 53OTT 
**\ l P &&& 6»fi!ToTtfS3i j£nO*H£3Trri_n-6TT; <£\cnn 

n i^)GnGu Ggiioj va’«u«jcn/K Q^irjWjnr! @ojgti 
^<T irki,, Cr5)fT5j(£j 6£>63TipJLD GUnilCl—CTTliilCcfT. 

This poor girl stands by night and 
day with tears welling in her eyes. 
O Lord who destroyed Lanka’s 
fabulous wealth, pray spare her 
•nnocent looks at least! (10) 

k ,r u'i @Cu 1 4Alp ClifTLDOTTG^nCUT <$CT>4 
o\ G<mti j63t Cl^ncv ^hgdlo 
UrT| -'0 @u u5,5, 

L-Gurr^LD c^i ih ttloGud . 

This decad of the poetic thousand songs 
Su ng by benevolent Satakopan 
addressing the eternal lord Vamana is 
a Worthy garland at his feet. (11) 

2.5 / Svapadesam : The Second 
Union 

damattu \ Sahana \ Khanda Chapu 

CWigii <n63rr G^a 

<*4 IT 10 

Guntp ^ipi 4 (0) g) f|0j 

*N/TiD Si-Gtr; 


^^/b<5>fTLD«Dfjg)5)i_ub <3 >otut; Cl^rhj^cjfl curuu 
Q a fa <9 , ld gu ii>; 

OtffjbajntDGinfj «£4<4 ACtt; Q«?iiQunG5T $0 

2—i_lf)Gu. 

My lord bears a garland, crown, conch 
and discus, thread and necklace. In a 
beautiful spot he made love to me, and 
blended with my soul. His big eyes are 
like lotus petals, his coral lips are like 
lotus flowers, his feet are like red lotus, 
his body glows like red gold. (1) 

$0 £2_uii>i_| ojfTGJT Ai_rr; C'rtfb&rriDCJnr) 

GDth 0)L£>GVlb; 

@»_Gui LDnitcuLb; ^Luein @lCid 
6£>0O} @u^pii> Qu0tDrra>0 

6f>0Gl4 @1 J> 6£>«Tfpj @63Tf£l CTC3fT«'ll6TT 

<9»6Vfj>0><T£TJ 0>Cdfc. 

He made love to me, no place untouched. 
His bodv has a great lustre, the lotus- 
dame LaKshmi sits on his chest. Brahma 
sits on his lotus navel and Siva in a comer, 
too. His eyes are like red lotuses, his 
hands are like lotus flowers. (2) 

6765TGT)ieTT 5,€U{b5>GUG^ I OlfTlLI 

Cl 3 fa ft id oj ib j 

t£)<»rTGpiiD <9.i_n u)anGU0>0<5> t urr^ib e&3> 

a, in gold; 

lOOTTCTjl (lp{L§ G7»P 2_GO0lb GUllS) JO flftl GST 25— GTT; 

Jh GOTCT)| Gn ^GOGlJfT^gi] CTU OufT0^l0 ^fTfijlT 
c (g<Gjncv)Giij. 

The lord who made love to me has a 
frame like a lustrous mountain. His coral 
lips and red eyes, his hands and his feet 
are like lotuses. All the seven worlds 
are contained in his frame; not a thing 
lies outside him. ( 3 ) 

GTLJ Oun0<GTT)lb {no *31 c^ijUJ , LD0&&&. 

^ 6TI IT) LD A LD j 

^|uOun(l£G<n£>£, ^fKDCOTMjLJ^A 0,G33T LiOftlOJ 
cn* <£hlf>GUID 

GTuClun^ipgjitb iT^ndr r^lnn^<rn jl'l 

Bfini^lCl^jfrgjj ib 

Q lj ^ 11563^5,^0 ^uClLjrrjip^j gtoti c^gn 


459 






















THE SACRED BOOK / Divya Prabandham 


The lord is himself all, his frame is like 
a huge dark gem. His eyes and feet and 
hands are like freshly opened lotus 
flowers. Every moment, every day, 
every month, every year, every age, 
age after age, my insatiable ambrosia 
flows like fresh juice, just made. ( 4 ) 

^(Ip^jLDrTLU <^| LL| 6 TT 

A0(ipA)cu CufTGu gtgjt ^ibinffGaT 
<5> fiRTf SiTfTC^J 

Gf^rirr sijnuj Qijibucusrnb <5>633 t ufre>ib Gn<9><3>iDa>ib; 

igsiT (ipuj t^ncm iSI&rrgyii) ,@cr>ip 
U 6 oCcu. 

My Krishna of dark gem hue, my 
tail-garland ambrosia, has a high radiant 
crown, the sacred thread and many 
befitting ornaments on him. He made 
love to such an insignificant thing as me. 
Red corals cannot match his lips, nor lotus 
steal over his eyes, hands or feet. ( 5 ) 

uguucuGgij ^uijarcnb; Gu 0 ib ucuucuGqj; 
ugui igvjGgu ; ucvstlj STCOTTcrrsflGvj 

U€UU GO A635T0 2_6WT0, G<5,ll0 

gidffumj 

ucuucuCcu 0 nG 5 T(ipiii; umbi_| ^crxaraT 

GLOC\jfT]bG«9iGujrr! 

My lord reclines on a serpent, let me 
count his ways. His ornaments are 
many, his names are many, his lustrous 
forms are many, their sensations too 
are many. Through seeing, eating, 
touching, hearing and smelling, 
he give me pleasure. ( 6 ) 

ufTihq ^gj’iottttCldgxj i jnrf) 6 >i. g^jctt uencifl 

^ i off »>)£>&) a jib, 
<9ifT(bl_| ^ 6,n OTtfT GojnGtl lSlciff6^6J5TA0 ^HjUJ 
CJ 5 )] S-l car cjy) 

C-aib i iGOGjinuj C5fTCffiC\j LDrjmoriib cjijp 

GJ HJ 4 gj| <TL| if) 

y,ib iSlanaraiuj f^Urt <^jipfTiuu Qurrdn (ipiq. 

^jib Gi ir? IT GjCfT). 


The cool-blossomed Tulasi-garland lord, 
— that angry bull, — wears a crown. 
He reclines in the Milk Ocean on a 
hooded serpent couch. He killed seven 
bulls to win the bamboo-like-arms* 
Nappinnai. He pierced seven dense 
dew-dripping trees for Sita’s love. (7) 

CluffCTT (ipi 4 <^lb CufTff 6Jff)G\0|D <mb LD fTCT) GtfT 
ffjfTGu fl>l_LD C^nGff 
5><3T (IplX^CU tfJ>65Tff)J ^CUCOfTg) ^><CT3T £)ip(TUJ 
LD (T€<T) GO UJ (SO 63T , 

GTGST (lpiq.GL| aifTCOTTnOj ffTOTTGpGTT r- 
Q^rrco(ipi4Gij AnGcOTTGST ^rrcifT; Q^acb^iGugJ 
GTCTT? Q^nGOG^ClT- 

My lord, — that angry bull, — wears 
a Tulasi wreath over his golden 
crown. He has four beautiful arms 
and infinite virtues. Heedless of 
my lowliness, he made love to me. 
I have no words to describe him; 
what shall 1 say, tell me? ( 8 ) 

Cla rTGociKr crrcfT ^iniDfTGDGsr; gtgjt ,/xgl^ 
GTGUGmGu <^fT GTG51 <3>0lD fTCrafl* 

ff,GO€U <^(ip0,ih Glurrjrr>0 ^rflu. <sff0ii> . - 

t^lGVJClSl LDGUlT G^GJDrj GpJgjgj ^COCO^' 

CIuotot 

My lord of infinite goodness, my gp oC ^ 
ambrosia, is the rare bliss of liberation 
sweet as the fragrant lotus flower. 
lord of black gem lustre, my s ° u ] 5 
keeper, is neither male nor ferm 1J ^' 
Oh, How shall l speak of him? P' 

^eo'ol ^COQJCirTj QuCfUI ^jCUOJtOT 
«9,fTGTOT^jib ^^fTOTT; 

CuGprythi^nGvj, Guc*pib 2^.0 . . 

G^rrancssT Qijrflgg g> (sni crib 

QuibuifTcnOTTA 
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My lord is neither male nor female 
nor eunuch. My lord cannot be seen; 
he is not, nor non-existent. He takes 
the form by which you wish to see 
him, but he is not it. Describing my 
lord is a veritable riddle indeed. (10) 

(2)UA 6e 1.3,5, 

^ihiDnca-j&jra 

ssvijjjGgvj Clocks, 5i_GAnuc3T 

^fT^uSIrj^jgJCTT^U udjgjd) 

ftiQlfbGU eucucvirn S2_<srrGrjc\j, <5<n.0surr 

€^5U0j)5)ClD. 

This decad of the perfect thousand 
Andadi-songs by Kurugur Satakopan, 
sung for the lord Gopala, — the lord 
indescribable as one, the lord who 
danced with pots, — secures Vaikunta 
for those who master it. (11) 

2.6 / Svapadesnm : Communion 
with the lord 

Vaikunta | Kalyani | Rupakam 

11 I *: I L . • v * ■ ' 1 * 4TC3T Ql jnouGVjn^ 

crffJTcryCTT ,£, 

cncti0ii) ems '»&><*) ^ui 

QJ IT£3T C7CfT)! 

CW ^0lb 2 _«it ^tq 

<^<5iQI™> 0.4> ^GIUDAGn 
O^ULI S_63TCD6J r fT]rtGJT iSl Iq «9iG^J5t3Tj 

ClArteir ^^O^cnGoj. 

Gem hued Lord Vaikunta, my 
wickedly beautiful manikin! Lord 
eternal residing in me sweetly, at all 
times and forever! O Kunda blossom 
giving relief to devotees and woe to 
the Asuras! Know that I have you 
firmly held in me! (1) 

^<5»Q^,caT<? ;c"i Ljn>uui_fT5, 

Oj caTCQi gtjGctt 

t^&atCou <s${igny£V 

(CTjiisw Clciicncnfl <9.t rr 
£jGn<*0 c^lDDI ^OJ, CTfhl0l£) 

,J *Ali3 ^{bluJfTOT G763T 

<jniACffSTtSiiiGfiisr. 


My lord of lotus eyes, swallower 
all within a trice, container of all the 
worlds in himself, has entered me. An 
unquivering flame of effulgent 
knowledge, he is my ambrosia 
bottled inside me! (2) 

aCtraTOTaTCuiCTr .i^jaiGGyaifTir u<j6V|/J, 

£,£TicuLfl<9>GnaT gjipniu QSIcairju 
| l iD0ci| AGTOtcrafl frrio l 51 fjrrcmtnsr Gun^n 

LDCuTGU^UJ 

£,nu)0cfil rbS3T(£j fJ£.$ a-Crrctfl r^nib 

ID.'QlpfTjgj ^,L, fbfTCtl C^HCAJIT 
ufr ir>0cSl ^ ufTesTeyjinGuj! 

guotcitGcu ! 

My lord of lotus eyes, who wears a 
garland of sweet fragrant Tulasi flowers, 
is a mountain of gold, praised even by 
the celestials. He lets us approach him 
with praise and worship him through 
song. He lets us think of him and dance 
in joy. How generous of him! ( 3 ) 

OJtffTGTlGCVJ! lOgJ^2]G31ll! C1CJT LDIK&g, IflOTGuClU! 

fQcnarr&fci 

6TCTTc9iGU CTf^ftfTUj’ 2_63T«5D63T Gttfjl fh] C3TLD 

«A(9Ca«»? 

QcLlCTTStlGlD L)CiDIJ rQflfT Lj£htp 0GTH <h£bl <rH,lq LJ 
LJfUqa, 2 2 

2_6TIGTT GfhrTUjaGit tSTCUGumb 2_LLirb^3! 

CelJ n5)^1003^^! 

O My generous Lord and Father, 
O My emarald mountain! You gave 
me yourself to think on, and sing 
and dance in joy. Your effulgent 
glory has cured me of my sickness. 
Now that I am saved, how can I ever 
let you go? ( 4 ) 

ffi-U-MTjgjJ GlJ nffjgj Cltffl S^CUULI ^iGVin^b GIqjld 
^Ic 6 W>c 3 tA«ncn jhn 5 ui Claiu^j SL-tai^i 
<^(b5)Lb &?«o ^ji^CTTLD ^esiuisG^csr; 

<?S1 0C(ajC<2JTfT? 
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gpfbgil GOUIb2>6^CO .£$0 

Ciflcfilu LUTjfr&LGU Cujrrft 
Cl0iug> CTT^^nuj! 2_cifTcnOTT<g Mc^an/fr 
Claiug^j OsujCg,! 

My Lord reclining on the hooded 
snake in the Milk Ocean, engaging in 
Yogic thought! Constantly I thought 
of you; destroying my ageless Karmas, 

I have saved myself. Now that I am in 
your service, wdll I ever let you go? (5) 

2_63T6ir>QT ( j ,1 Clsujg)] QaujgjJ 2_G3 tQjT>0) 

LDI7 CliErfj^l §]GT>0 urTiq. srcr 

(ip syren G^rg, (ip(i§ Cojn 

<SMiflrbtf,cnc5T ujnen; 
a_63T«r>ciT<5 ^^©ngjiiSIciJTrTCu 

^OCftfliuCffT ^<5,ffu LDirncu ID .£g 53T|_ ffTGSI 
(ip63TCDOTT<5h C<5,nCTriflCuj!(lpiq.UjrT25g I | C7tfjr 
C\GS\{hdfh r ? 

O My springing man-lion who tore 
apart the hefty chest of the evil¬ 
thinking Hiranya! Thinking of you 
constantly, I have sung and danced my 
great exalted songs in praise of you. 
Now my age-old Karmas are destroyed 
by the root. What can I not do? (6) 

(Uiifl.ujfTftg,) <rrcn ctottaCagu .gjrafl? (ip^ ejip 
SLCu^ih 2 _OTm_ ncrr fi_ cuj>g>] 

<^i^Cilig&i sa_ilL]( 02 >< 5 nor; ^Atuoingpjib 

CWiq <£ift Cfbnuj^cn ffrcxjCvjnii) gjn<bg»j gild* ,£ip 
CtDGu i^nQuqih 

dlliqujrr Ocmb ibH^gil CTffjT^|tD Gffl 7£GU 

Lfjnf^l^JTCQ. 

What is beyond me now, when the 
lord who swallowed the seven 
worlds has happily entered my lowdy 
heart and does not leave? All my 
kin through seven generations before 
and after have been saved from 
the torment of endless hell. (7) 


iDfTf/jl LDrrr^lu ucu iSljDULjib iSlrD£>giJ <^uq.«r>uj 

<^CT>L_«bg>J. 2_6TT6THD C^r§1 

rrr^j g)©u ^cijTu^gjj OGuGncmb iujtgjt 

Qpip$C3T63T; 

urrr/^u urT/§l &,\b ucv (gjjpfTnu&GTT 

rggjj cup, unuj ujdg^gu 

672_G3T«n63T <TTG3Tg)|6TT 

£,0>Cc>>CU ffTIb^fTlu! 

O Lord who rides the Garuda bird 
raising clouds of dust, chasing out 
the Asura clans! Through countless 
cycles of birth and death I have found 
your feet. My heart is consoled and 
bathed in a flood of endless joy. Pray 
do not part from me. (8) 

GTtk&nuj! 0>633T ^rTjGGUfiiAL-^gjjcn (0OTfT)ndj! 

cozens, C)5ir)(T>nuj! iDamorjii 
«r>ufb2jn'6T'! «jip 2_^cu surT^fl Ga>n&3> 

GSlGbcwn’ 

Caniijg^ ^o’r b gjipauSlGainiLi! 

s-ffinenerr GTCJTcnidiGsn 
GJDLDJT^FjfT* Ojnffjl ^CfT)! CTnij^U 

CurT^GjTfD^^ ■ 

My Lord standing on the cool 
Venkatam hill, Destroyer of Lanka! 
My Lord who shot a mighty shaft 
uprooting seven trees! My Lord of 
celestials, Ambrosia, Lord wearing 
cool Tulasi flowers! My Prince, yon 
have mingled into me, now whither 
can you go? ( 9 ) 

Gurr,£l£370 ) a rrC uC hJ gtt CufTuj 

r „ .flii 

'.-urr^ ^rrcon^i^cn 

^<£1 enr^au )* p o>ncr ^if^L &£>*>'* 

un<£lcaTfO Cla,nci; L|i9»jp f\p€L| 

ittnojCGJi 1 uijinn* G« , ^ /Kt 

gjjpnuj fifilonfj Jfe'lD 1 ( 

My Lord of eternal glory. Great 1 ° / 
of the three worlds! My Lord 
fragrant Tulasi flowers, King °l 1 
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cool Venkatam hill! Through 
past, present and future, my Father, 
ray Mother, my Life! Now that 
I have found you, will I ever let 
you go? (10) 

2,6551 <£ui> ^tfprrtu (ipujA *«ocu2i 

b QlJ(»y* A655T637TG»63TU U|Aip 

2>GnT0sfl^ ^ ^l_CAnu63T 

LD IT IT) 67T Cl(5fT63T63T 

C1 ’ fi 6x**fk0 Gaoncxj 

^Gncunjib gan u{b£iih ^cnaCliun^Li 
U C371«rflcO uffL- CUCVJCylTfr G <S> <9 61J CZfT 

2>ldGij. 

This decad of the thoughtful 
thousand songs by Southern city 
Kurugur’s Maran Satakopan, is for 
the lord of lotus eyes, Krishna who 
^ears a fragrant Tulasi wreath. 
Those who can sing it will be 
devotees of Kesava. (11) 


2.7 / Svapadesam : The Yoga of 
remembering the Twelve Names 


Kesava 7i \ Des | Maty am 


'Accused gjunrr CuDCutfUflft 

iSlrnuLiLb; 

lD,T <9,£ln CUifj>2U ffjLb^ipcJU Gijrrijpitl 

6U IT UJ AA) 65T(0 gu a! 

rr 0 cjt , crfflT &> 0 ixi ii) &^ 

Cl 5 fbj G <3b »T 60 A 
&, 60*51635T651 dffl 655 tG 6cfiff fT IT 
2> f TUJ5,t3T | gtld 17651 CTlDLD fTC»7l 

ff, IT rj HLLICS JT uTT n Cgu . 


Through chanting “Kesava, My lord 
an d master. Lord ol celestials, My lotus- 
e Ved Krishna, My black-gem lord, 
^rayana!”, my kin through seven 
generations before and alter me, have 
become devotees; Lo, what a wonder, 


' v hat fulfil 


ment! 


( 1 ) 


fjjfnjcnncsT; (ip(^p ejip 

CgU£j IDLU65T; 

(5>nTj63TTLD ^cdgu (ip^cusutyr; 

6 T^«r^b; 

/r ^cjTTTbj^) ^ldijit iSInon ljcu^ld Clibrnyjgd 
6 T&>(h rf>l hoif^l 

6UfTIJ63JTA,631g, U5^UL| iSlfjaarr; ctott 

LDn^jCuGdT. 

‘Narayana’ is the master of all 
the worlds, extolled by the Vedas. 
He is the cause, effect, and the act of 
all, my master. He is worshipped by 
Lakshmi and all the celestials. He is 
Madhava, my lord, who broke the 
tusk of the elephant. (2) 

iorrgi 6 ii£tff sTCinirjC^b Cl 0 >n<am 0 cicjncncsi <@63^1 
^UUITCV) 1 Jill- gj 

ujngxl ^curhi^^CT^ii) GanOftnGu. car 6T6aniT}i 
CTCSTgJjCTT l_|(5)&gll 

j&emb Qa05>(^j ib 

Qa(bfbni£>Gr>f)&‘ e>GS& (£)63TfDtf>; 

Gi9i rT<9jJ ^IffULO^CVJ 6T65T &63T63TCU AL-I 4 ; 

cribioncnj ctcst G^rTcfilirj^bGcar. 

For merely saying ‘Madhava’, he 
entered into me, saying, “Henceforth 
and forever, I shall stay and protect 
you”. My lotus - eyed mountain-hued 
ambrosia, my perfect sugar candy, 
my master, my Govinda is the 
destroyer of our endless Karinas. (3) 

CAfTcSlfb£«51 (<3)L-A «*TCAnOJ6U<afT 
CTcjrgiJ 6T62^G<n 

G<2)6l4Lb 2)65T«n63TlJ^U) I J Hlq. <£4,1 A 

6T6£ncn65T* Cl*rresraii * 1 

l JfKTUlD ^cinCDCmtlLD UfT05> ..... <nuin <mjp 

i9frtuL|ti 

(ltD6i^iD £>ctjtc5h.oujud Alena65i; gdia> 6v>en 

cmiwSl n near cSlil^Gejj. 

For dancing, singing ‘Govinda', Gopala 
and many such names, he made me 
pure and took me into his service. My 
clever lord Vishnu rid me ol my past 
misdeeds. Then he made me love 
him, now and through seven lives.(4) 


46 * 

















THE sacred book / Divya Prabandham 


‘flCQ Qe<QC 3n £e, anuDcnir 

e^fh&cn, AOTSTactt; 
<5.0^L_n LLfincoCuj ^1^ 

2_ l_LO l_( ' 

gS)l® Scuri^ io£liuif> £rr 

urf)£l; 

GfilL® opiq ^HiimfTGir mgj^oTOTT 

5)C375)G<D). 

My Lord ‘Vishnu’ wears a radian: 
crown My Madhu-foe has red lotus 
feet, radiant hancfs and eyes. His frame 
is dark and radiant like a beautiful 
mountain. His conch and discus bear 
the radiance of the Moon and Sun.(5) 

^S)(*,S«S>C5T CTGQTrpj 

gJcaTjfil, 

{o^fbfb ufTLCUAch urnq 

S24fllf> S^lpQgjligjjih 
ct£)iV L |* 0 cTcn<rar^C^nrf 61fDu M ib 

ctotACa ^(fFjen^cTT Q^ujlli 
^5^ (25j^Sb5)5)fTcO; ciGn^GsiGu ^ibiDfrcfr 
eS\ & <£l ij id ©T) ctstG uj . 

I said Madhusudana’ is my sole 
refuge, then ceased acting, and only 
worshipped him through song and 
dance. Through many lives in every 
age he came Defore me and showered 
his grace. This has been my blessing, 
through Trivikrama, my master. (6) 

£)rf)c^0*£tijU563i Qacb&rru)«nr]£ acrt ctukditot, 
CTcsr Clffrii&gsfl curruj 

s>_0Gfi)eL) .)urroSlj>^ OcucrTcsicnu ucrflfij^ 
8 : TOT CTC®TQj CTCOT^J ffi_OT6rflu 

ui7sfi)u uenjflir,^ ucu ss'U.p rglor urrg, 

U f^J<5,UiGlO 

iD 06 t 1 g, ClgjfT^Li) uaanCLO &>rbg>tr\u; 

CUGVJCmCUtfjrTGWT, ctgst gu ninGsiGcaTl 

Chanting ‘Trivikrama’ and other 
names, I thought of my lord with 
red lotus eyes, coral lips, and bright 
crystal-hue. O Lord who came as a 
manikin, through countless ages 
you made my heart serve you and 
worship your lotus feet. (7) 


CUfnDOTTCTl! (TTG3T LDgA£, QJOTTTOTnGTTJ 

flifTLOcmcrru t_nu<b0)i7iu! GTGTJrnj crGSTrpj 
Aipcu LjrnqCiiJ 

gjjl lDG3T2)2>C5TGyrrTUjLJ iS10g£I<5 > 

& lX>G3Tli> C<5>02>2,fTUj; 

Cl<fjLUG 0 >G 3 T? CTG 3 T S\#fb<)G C1 '- 

Singing ‘Vamana\ u O My gem-hued 
lord of lotus eyes, O Father of K- arntl 
and many such names, I worshipP et ; 
you. You made my heart pure, and J 1L 
me of my birth pains. O My Sndhara> 
what can I do for you? (8) 

Qdfujiu rr lD 6 <r> fj A 
CTOTTgl CTC3T£ii, ^(JfTULJ^W CJJf TlLJ 

thQm&ar jgr? locu^b 
QGudj<^uSlfr2)g|J 2 _-u9<t£>£J 
LD<f^>uj /^cfilcDcar iDacn, ib 

GDGTiJAOJ 

E_C3T©r>C3T (TTCffTt^icn . 

ffrcar 

1 chanted ‘Sridhara’, “My Lotus-cy^j 

lord and many other names night an 
day, prating madly, depressed, '* r * 1 
tears in my eyes and breathing hotly 
You rid me of my store of Kin' 1113 ' 
and gave me yourself. Then y°Jj 
planted yourself in my heart f° r * 
times. My Hrishikesa! < 9 ' 

@0lf>CA<5C3T f CTVD iSIfjrTtfST S0^ m 

(1PC2>© iSlrjrrgjTT gtld lo rTGtn 

Cl U IDLD fTCffT ITT<srr 151 

C^(5tqu.ir^lcu Clir^Ca! cuanifhi(&)t 

GijllT GTOT li) 

U5(i5iqGu j ^j ld gSIGl.cu ftcriSTi— nuj! 

u i 0u£rTUfi3 l63T ^ li j 

Have good sense, O Heart! Learn ^ 
worship him well, chant Hrishik LS . 5 
My Lord who burnt the dcm oJl 


A 
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Lanka, u O My Lord and Master, 
Lord of celestials, Padmanabha”, and 
such. Not even through oversight 
must you stop chanting. (10) 

ujbuffjnuOT, 2_ujTCt| ^rn s—uu^ii) Qu0ld 
jpCfiUfT CST j 

CTC3T63163T ^<£&.'ft<&Cl<ftn633T(J| 

^dxcar>aT/j, 

*0u<3,ih; ct(T 5T ftrnr (Lp^lco Currgyii 

CdJfhJ5)U i&gu 

6fi1,3,ii)CumT iSlgirdi; ct fcena, 
grrG iDfTg,gGc3i. 

‘Padmanabha’ is the mighty one, 
higher than the highest. He is my 
Kalpa tree, he made me his and himself 
mine. He is my ambrosia, dark as 
the rain cloud, in Venkatam. My 
lord Damodara is the lord of high 
celestials too. (11) 

SnCmrT^rjGTiOTT, 2>63f! (ip£>cucuGn63T, 0ncuib 

ffi_<sraTi_<njoi<sjT 
^GlDrT 2,(JLD GTOTlC<D 

OgjfT^lO ^(SDfT^cn 
^nClDfT^fJSTI 2-0 -^IflUCb^LQ 

c^Gufirr qqi b ciii) ld ncnerr gtgjt ^l^I 

6U€331€331C31€3tGuj? 

Can even those who worship 
L>amodara\ know his greatness? 
He is the first-cause, and the swallower 
of the Universe. Can even Brahma or 
Siva performing steady contemplation 
fathom his greatness, when they are 
hut a part of him? (12) 

^JSinncOTT ijjn mcssfl^ C«d n<£lcr>uj 

Cn qj lD &i CD €7i, 

^CTaiGs^TrtnGaT Qir,(^Lnncncvj<2, G<5,G3i 

^ l G <TFj n lj Ci3T 

1 J rfar6Bjrf1 U j uDiTffsicv] c^uSlo^j^cn iganeu 

I J 63T CD FI fj €331 LD 

^cnjT&nflcxj ue3iciiCl0 cVjiudu uml(^ ^ei&TeOTGYj 
^fTCTT ^iCITKOTTcflldji^Gin. 


This bouquet of songs bearing the 
twelve names of the lord, from the 
thousand songs by Kurugur Satakopan 
is for Krishna, gem-hued lord of 
celestials. Those who can sing it 
will attain the lord’s feet. (13) 

2.8 / Svapadesam : The Vyuha or 
Cosmogony described 

Anaivadii \ Yadukidakamboji | 
Tisram 

^(sneTJTcug^j ^gtiotdtCldgo; L^iburrcTicu 

^AU> 

u|€33HTG)jgj j (ip^j^jLb 5,frCe3T; 

^g€T)€33TGU63T ^ti) CTU Q L JfT0L'_0lb ] gSQ\ 
(ip<2>CU 

g€3)633TGDG31 lSl(T)cfilA<M_CVJ j^fbgxJ fU fTfl^Gih. 

My lord pervading all things reclines 
on a serpent couch, with the perfectly 
matching lotus-dame. The lord who 
made Brahma, Siva and all else is 
the life-buoy for the drowning. (1) 

l£lTjgj]LD ggujmj lS 10€&I 2_tluu U>J02)J 

CT6T)GUtL|lb 

$i jjgiiib; &}UJ{T ^cucufT (»P2><w ^ib; 

£633T L_)G3TGVJ QufTLUS7>5> HJfTCDGTT ^l-fT 

0,€33T £)tp(HU CTC3T ^,63^ ffj FT ID A GCT 

g€33TfTuGu. 

My lord who wears cool Tulasi flowers, 
is the saviour ot the elephant in distress! 
Blending with him alone is liberation, 
from birth and all other miseries. (2) 

g€33TfT(^0li) <^UJG3T (<?)ID 

^ 4 ,ld ; 

g>C3T 2_rb^GiufT(j5l 3±P*ib& ldg3i«V1; 

l_|6331f T <'i>5, 5>CJT LOniic.'filcij £>[TG3t C<3rT 

g€331 (ifLJlJ€3T Ql.J0lb g€33TfTuL| €TfhJ0LD 

g 6U C 631. 

From the lotus that grew on his 
navel arose Brahma the creator, then 
Siva the destroyer, with Lakshmi 
gracefully silting on his chest. He lies 
in the cosmic Milk-Ocean. (3) 
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L|Cuott «Q(bgiJ CiBit|u> Qunrfl 
ibcuii ^ r 5 n 0 M 06 5 rr' 

e^eujDr^gj diiu Cl^j)jj)ncjT 

ucoth (ipjjgjj ^rflcu uiqiSlcn c^crniCs,. 

If you wish to go bevond the five senses 
and enter the world of endless good, 
learn to sing the glories of the lord who 

destroys the Asuras by the score. (4) 

tf^cufTa, jfciojrrG iSlrrjcfii s^iIul. cncij 

crflnojtqti) 

(ycurr^, 5 Jrafl (Lpg,curruj (\pci|CU(<^LQ 

AncuCcu acsr, 

u,,r :♦* * ^cnuD t^iu. iBctt ^<£1 , 

ID ncafl)_ lcj cgMjli) 

U^jCijn^) d&j gii Qu 0 LDn«TT CT<£P jnjbgtCa*. 

The lord of gods, my holy one beyond 
the cycles of miserable birth, came 
as a tunle, fish and men. He shall come 
as Kalki too! (5) 

igna&Gn s^cu^ Cacu^Cujcu 

r . »<!£>£> 

’ <9f T^ ^OnCuClU ^cw«l (ipLqC lDGVi 2>fTCH 

Amji 0 

U fTrr^g, 63T cn^ ^ ^ nuj ^ 

Oii^anio 

Gun^ti) s^curjfrcu Cus& 

When Arjuna strewed flowers at the 
lord’s feet, he saw them being borne 
by Siva on his head. Now must I speak 
of the glories of my lord, the Earth- 
measu ring-one? (6) 


^ )l AQAp!l ©WT"*) ^6nfbg>J C&tptO ^U, f 

&&U HAuf) 

& u 2>$(5Ui>; aCTT^)i<rn h; s_ 

5,1 ^ Qu <*)<b G a r»6TT ^0^ uf m 

{TTCTTgjl li) 

ID< fcCn&CDuj L Qn€\j Q^uj^lcrrn) inrtSLi 7 

dhncjjn j rrCfj ? 


Lying, silting, standing lord, 
he came as a boar. Diving deep 
lifted Dame Earth safely on 1 
shoulders. He swallows the Univei 
then brings it out again. Who c 
tathom all these deeds? 


ff»r*GfifTUfTfT g>yT CTli> R-0G3T &673TC1TJTCT>G3T? ffTOfT 
g,ffg^iiDrTrni? 

ecrrcTOT Cu<?flcu , (HGUGVjn £_G\J(0)L£) Gpjrt gjrrjn^j 

<^D!DfT; 

Ca^rar uncu djCi_n, a__uSlOnrr, ir>©£)l ***-* 

Oun 0 L( 5 )d 3 

cjctot un^ijtb C^jnrjncjT ufjijgjj 2_.cneJ T ^‘-D 
<TffhJ(^CLD . 


Who can fathom my Krishna-lord, and 
by what means? He swallowed the 
Universe whole, all in one gulp. In all 
things and beings and in the eight 
Quarters, he pervades all, even the 
high Heaven. (8) 


S_CTTCJ 1 £b<3n<OTJTgjr ffTffiJirn 

JkfTUJ$>£f 

^'cv>cyi€\jujrrev) 

&o*H 6 y ^uOurT^Cg, ^cucn cfjujg) 

G^nCTTf^LLi 

u iSlrffTGBT Qu^njGDLD c^L,0 n Udii3 ^ncmuD^bG#) ^ 

When the young lad said Krishna is 
everywhere, the Father swore, 
“Not here!”, and smote a pillar. Then 
instantly my lord appeared, — what 
a wonder!, — as a fierce man-lion 
and destroyed the king. ( 9 ) 

^ncniD Cl^ncn f£fy &cuna>& ii b 2 >(J(£y rr !V a ' 
rriTGffHD Clinch Cftcurr fT>(^Gun, LDfTjrrjj ffTLJ 

Ocj 

Gcim (^Lpg,cu ^uj' cfil^ ^ ul , L ,(JZ>gi 

«£)<**> 

Ana (ip^lco Ci jrr«i siictttctttott, gigst 

r^n^r ^,u^JT<> 

The root and cause of all is he, 
Heaven, Hell and Earth. He pervades 
the high seat, the gods, the demon* 
and all mortals. (l Q) 


A657T OjCVjfbj^GTT QflulJUl <*(0 GlD(S^ 

^ jli/)n^^ 

cii6?5t(^ 1 e^cvjtht^ib Gflnc^io> s>i(Lg^ gi |CT1 f t ,r " . f * 
uarar ^sncuuSltvi Cl^yatfarOTi g,i£lijp 

<H])cyin ^CDcunSlcib 

t_p a d^* 1 
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This decad of the thousand songs by 
Valudian of bee-humming groves is for 
Krishna, lord with lotus eyes. Those 
who can sing it will rule over Heaven 
and Earth. (H) 

2.9 / Svapadesam : Vibhava or 
Avataras 

Emmavidu \ Madhyamavati | Adi 

CT u> u )it £>2 )(Spu> Otfuuib; <9** 

1 • ldit u fig, gjCns'J G<!in£)g) j»* 

«^«»ii)LDn gjjcrruii) L^rj-nCcn! 

■^ibrnn! ^mj.Cujcjr CcijGrcT0cugii rT ^£>- 
My Lord, you ended Gajendra s woes! 
1 seek no heaven for myscli. Grant me 
your lotus-red feet to wear on my 
head, quick! (0 

^Gg, UJIT63T 2_6T)ff3TA CldhfTGTfGUgi) 

«T(pi0fT63Tpu5; erffsi 

GHid Ggjfmj G^jn^) iD&saflcijcyjTeyaTn-! ffTfbgjftiij! 

' fQcjn #.ipffu njncji ctuj£> 

**** g,n; d?,ncu* AL^lcti QffujGiijGcvj. 

O My dark effulgent Lord, here is 
a ll I ask for at all times, — grant 
ni e the hands of knowledge, that I may 

grasp your precious lotus feet. (2) 

^^UjGujCV) S)G&GnC& CT63T(T}J 

O^ujiciU) (Tiffin 

aN * SHr AGTOTCTTT LSlgrrCGTr 1 

© ACf3T L .ii) 4^DgJui> *0^* AlptfV 

^^-lujrrgj, ffjgjg, ^^strCl^iu ffrcjTfliGA. 

O Krishna, Lord wielding the discus, 
guarding me against evil deeds! Grant 
l hat 1 may praise your feet forever, even 
w hen phlegm chokes my lungs. (3) 

‘■ Tc *t«,C^ j CfltfUi ct< 9> *fTG\jg)g>jLD 

*».*>$* $«ni LDOTTC5>1 

k T0»«rr^ Q^nar^jLD ptG&; 

<7V=,1 *G«l AffKtfGTOTCTnGJT iiirTffjr Q*fTGH ilfTH 'Gi <• 


My lord resides in my heart forever 
saying, “Serve me alone at all times”. 
He has taken me as his own. This is 
indeed a blessing for us. (4) 

^JDUlSlffU ff50 AffLIfLSxffjLD ITjlJAlb 
@2)Ul9cu ffULIgJ* ffTlijUJITgjlli) 
61rr>ui_| ^cu ucu i9©e9u Qu^Lonc^crr 
iDfDuq ffp>«Ttpj cTffjT^jib LD^lgxajGcjT. 

Whether or not I find liberation, 
whether I go to heaven or to hell on 
dying, I will joyously remember my 
birthless lord who came in his many 
forms on Earth. (5) 

U)<£li£ ClAfrcn Og,iijffuib, S2— Gg\j n<9iii) 

^ Cc\J fT<9, lb 

iD^if CUrrcTT Gsn^l mcunir>£> ^ibmnCcn! 
QaifTcn Q^fTtfu ClaujffnA 

Q<g,fT«T3T0 ffTffflrnrjjLD 

LD^ipcyiDEU ffucaavt** ftjirnnCiu. 

O Lord, blossom of radiant joy pervading 
celestials, mortals and things! Come 
that we may worship you joyously with 
sweet thoughts, words and deeds. (6) 

Cij/rrirruj! t-ffJT ungj t0CUfT<9i^jj>U 

GufjnGft UJIT63T ^|fi3H-lt|li)Ul4; 

gjinjn^rTuj’ 2_ffnenCJT crr<^Tg)j<rn cndjuiSlffu 

CT<OTjr\|lfi 

^ijrrgiiTuj! ffT63T5>(dfj ffTCJTipiih ffT<9, a itCcu . 

My Lord, you arc sweet to my heart; 
you do not give enough of yourself to 
me. Come that I may firmly be bound 
to the soles of your lotus-feet. (7) 

cT^AfTcugjg,! <rnb<T<n2iu imu ffTffjrpjjcn uxpjTffjflcu. 

ir>fniT)j 

cio, *ireugj$QiJLD lunOgjnffjrnjjU) CcijgtsiCl tirr; 

CffUg, fffillDCUfT ffTcn 

,r+.(h3,rir}A SiGjFIGuj! 2_63TffT>ffJi uihGot. 

O Sweet fruit enjoyed by Vedic seers! 
If you would only be my master and 
blend with me at all times, l shall seek 
nothing else from vou. (8) 
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tunCcsT cTOTTonOTT 

UJ dC C3T GT6OT ^)GjtC£F) GTGSirpj ^ G<Efi C3T * 

ll) rrG ott crdji 2 _cm_CimDLgLD rv>Giu; 
gu rrG err sjgjgiiub CTih Gu( tgttgij rr cjCnr)! 

Not knowing my true self, I thought 
1 was my own, O, Radiant lord 
worshipped by the celestials! Me and 
what is mine are yours! (9) 

GjCfDcu sj^ih Clcucrrr-u gjit Cl^rrcn 

(jgcvjrbjciriAcnuj 

j£Cjd Q^mjujS) Clj00 S' , —ft3 G«n^) 

C^CnrjGu GTdrrcnon; 2_ctt Cl ufrcrr ^uj 

G\J CD GO ] 

CcuCit) Gun* ct,.- ^JTGffTnpiih cfjl 1 _G<so. 

O Lord who killed the seven bulls, and 
destroyed the beautiful Lanka! Bind me 
quickly to your golden feet, and 
permanently, or else I shall not live.(10) 

60l_CU ^cO ^araTOTTTGDGV) ClDGUCU 

£>GU GUOT3T (<f){IT)«5ffun5 0 l_GdJ)fTu€3T 
CltffTCU 

Oo»LGU ^LiSIrj^giicn- pencil u^gjjib 

0<9ai_€VJ ^gu (00 Cl0iuiL|ib ^GnfrciifTrr&Cft. 

This decad of the everlasting 
thousand songs by eager Satakopan of 
Kurugur city addressing the invincible 
discus lord will secure liberation for 
those who sing it. (11) 

2.10 / Svapadesam : On 
Malirumsolai 

Kilaroli \ Hamsanandi | Ekam 

<£lcnn c^>CT^ ^Gncs’uD Gilbert pipes' 

GliCTTIT Gpcrfl LDnCturreST lD((r)Gfiluj GftfTuSlcvJ, 
Gucnn ^CTiib Ciurn^lcu jg^ip ififTC^Ifn^^G^n'enGu 
ftGi| @6urr <^<£l6u onnGWQ o^lGo. 

Ere the radiance of youth fades, it is 
wise to go without tiring, to 
Malirumsolai, the temple of the radiant 
lord amid fertile groves. (1) 


^err LDi_GufT(T ^mps^GDiu LD^lujrrgd 
^^Irr (5)i7€u srhiOy&Q ^LpAn g,ih C&fTuSlcu 
ld^I 2>Guip 00^ U)rT<$0<CT-)C<?niaricuu 
u^liug^ CJ£>£f uujGcyr. 

Ignoring the sweet calls of young 
maidens, it is wise to rise and worship 
the thundering discus-lord of 
Malirumsolai, in his temple kissed 
by the Moon. (2) 

UIUG3T <£tCOCO Ofllilgj UUJQTI jgJCOGBICo , 

U|LUGVJ GUOTSTGfiJTtT U^JbglJ S_OT>fT) G<5>rTuSlc\J 

lDlugxj i£I( 5) Qufn£lcu torTG^^^Ceincncu 

lUGULDGiDCU <^|G^DU.CUgj £h(TF}tI>GtI>. 

Futile are these Karmas too, O Heart! 
Go by the temple of Malirumsolai 
hill where the cloud-hued lord 
resides in grace surrounded by 
enchanting groves. (3) 

fli0)LO GtlGJI urTtflh £_ipG5Trr}j 

£> UJ UJ C GLI , 

Clubmen cvj CTQ^OjnGirr lS^I 2_cmrr) GdfcnuSUxi 

GU(ffj lOtftip ^jCU^LD tDnoSl^lgjG^ITOTlCUgj 
^(fTjLDGenCU c^g?]G«l| , <£)) CD CU g,| ^£lfT)Gl-D ■ 

The lord who lifted the mountain lives 
gracefully in Malirumsolai, where rain 
clouds pass knealing low. He breaks 
the cords of Karmas, so join him. (4) 

£ltt>LD a_cr»L ftjevjftg,fTcvj &«ftcr>a* 

Qij(f^0i6 > fT £1 

<$IJDU> QPUJCU ucr>i_nj€u5&T G«»ituSIcu 

LDnjj^Oj GUOTJT ASHOT 
H<T)lDGin6U tffTfJLJ GufTGlJg^ «£ll$Guj. 

The lord of discus in Malirumsolai amid 
groves and sweet-water lakes destroys 
evil by the power of his will. Reaching 
that hill is our only Karma. (5) 

' 1 " c i' fitOTT *Sl<sriG5Tiilc!nl ^ipG3>ic Cl 0 iu u j 
^‘on QcucrarC Isamu cucar 

Ca(UiSI*> 

VDffilQujnG^ Carr 

Clfb^l UL rQGTnSJTGtlgjj 
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think! Do not stoop to lowly acts, 
-rhe lord who stole butter lives in 
Malirumsolai in groves amid sporting 
", „ s and fawns. Contemplating his 
worship is the only good. (6) 

^ era 1 ipcntfSufltOT; 5)5(2) ^(!££b2>nC2, f 
Xi^ib £© a_CDfj) 

^ C&rTuSlcvj 

torfi ^"^(^(gjCtfrTGncv, 
( Lpcy>0 mv/9 a>(n)Cij£6v qjcoGld. 

Think well and do not sink into Hell. 
The lord who lifted the Earth from 
w lter lives in t he temple of Malirumsolai 
in peace. Worshipping him is the 
only good. (7) 

w aC 1laws* Q)CV,li 

aiCu ^Q 5 lUlMA <3^ CArtuSIcv 

^igjOauimii ciinCaunn iDnoSlfjj^ConOTcu, 

&»<©* U>©cu »«0 «vjpo.Go.. 

Rather than roam and waste one’s 
life it is best to stay and worship the 
lord who roamed after the grazing 
rows and lives tn Malirumsolai, 
worshipped by celestials. (8) 


a . atf3 r r£)<nn<3Ttfl<3T, Zeus'S) on err 

Think what is fit and do not sink into 
evil. The lord who dried Putana’s breasts 
lives in Malirumsolai amid groves with 
youthful elephants. Offering worship 
to him there is the only good. (9) 


<nG3T(T}j fl,cTTQ_|ii) (^vgji'C Cl0 ujujoC^j. 
(ipsyT cfilrflgjfljnrGirT cSl0U)i9 uj 

G £b n uSl c\j 

iDirgii 2 vOuStoxi Gait ixirTcxSl^iTj^CTjGffrrctncuu 
Ct jit£] lDCDCuGuj i_|(2)«Jg)i Clun^Gcn. 

Seek the good, give up knavery* and 
falsehood. The lord who revealed the 
Vedas lives in Malirumsolai amid fresh 
blossoms and peacock pairs. Entering 
into his worship is the only good.(10) 


QurT0ciT cTcarrp) aucvaih ugdl^^gugjt 
l_| Alj)C l_OCu 

iO0en ^cu cucfar (£)0^to_(T cucjti 0i_C<9im_iarr 
CI<3in6ncTT<3 Glaficrtcrr r^uSlrrgjgiiGn 

pyticn ^cnOTncfilA0ih 

This decad, words of advice by a pure 
heart, in the thousand songs of Kurugur 
Satakopan addressing the willful creator 
of the Universe will secure the lord’s 
feet when the end comes. (11) 

3.1 / Svapadesam : Speaking to the 
Archa Lord, Alagar 

Mudiccbodi \ Anandabhairavi \ 
Misra Chapu 

(lplq.0 CtffT^lurTUJ 2_cngjj (l pfhd CtffT^I 

ID CU17 (3 C fT ? 

<$l <40 G^rr^l £ gjaiDCDfmjfTiij 

CV IT fT) 5 ) G CU fl ? 

uiq .0 G<f>rr^l ^cnL-ClturrQib uco acvxssimu, 
rQcrr cthild (olurr<sn 
G^rr^l AC\)j)5>gijGciifT? ^0iDrrG6o! 

(5hl_ (V^GDriCuj. 

Did the radiance of your face blossom 
into a radiant crow*n over you? Did the 
radiance of your lotus feet blossom into a 
lotus pedestal below you? Did the 
radiance of your golden frame transform 
itself into the robes and ornaments 
all over you? O Tell me, Lord! (1) 

«9>lI(^<tf7fJ<5i<f£lcu <5,rUDCDfJ 5»G73T, UfT^lD 

CT>A £p>GUGurTJ 

*ll(^ fil_.cn ITjCfT ClufTCJT P Cn $0ClDC5fl 
6^gtV 1 (S^GUQingji; 

<5>c_0 c_cnri2,giJ £_cu0 n_ cncncsru 

• ctcvj 6v.irr ld Ou 0 ii)i ingyjii) 

LJL.(^cnrju.iruu , ljit)0 ctcjiG® amlQinncvi; 

UfI(g>C^rr<5. 

The lotus flower is no match to your 
eyes, hands and feet. Burnished 
gold is no match to your radiant face. 
All the praise of all the worlds 
heaped on you do bul naught to 
compliment your grace. (2) 
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uij^CarT^ $ ufjinrruj, iglcs? ^Aiprb&i iSIcjt 
UJ jbji} r. ft 

UIJLD C<?fT<£) ^cstctilduSIot, Uiq.0>«Fl 

i£S&y)^cjn0 

urj|VfjC<grr^l jjcgr g)i crrCgrr ui_fi 2 _ cu <%ld 

ffnh 

ug^CorT^l C^fTcQ^fr! uamru 2_enrj&& 
ldhCClCot. 

Effulgent Lord most high! You made 
the Universe! Another effulgent lord 
as you, I do not see. So with nothing 
to compare you by, I fall back mute. 
O, Govinda my Lord! ( 3 ) 

LDrTLli_fTC< & @ib mcufr a><r>cv inn 

tCTjficuaj fQdrr 

U)m -0 mcu " U|CnfTi^|ib «£l(rc,c^(rfjcuib 

UDOTlb flDQjAdi 

t£>m —*-^5) UC ' J <9 ldlu lCj£) QanQ^^fTuj; iccuiig) 

gjipniLi 

ID IT L Cl. fg ldottld OK!Jg)5»niL; ujn ^ncuii> 

This world does not see the radiance 
of your frame. You distracted men 
with thoughts and let them roam, while 
yourself enjoying the thought of cool 
Tulasi. O Lord, does not the world 
stand to lose by this? ( 4 ) 

c^K^Lf) 2)6u5)g3 o>cvjfT A^ffldr .ft 
D-t-iDtj 4ku.. 

GU(*)fb2> t i2> 0rT<pfTib r^uj , €uini>»4 ^d»J® 
( §)UJC3T^DfTUJ , 

«j(fT;Ln Aricuii) AncuiL • . Ancuih iu 

e_cucns> 

^icrfluLinuj! £n etch}(&) a_Cu &&> 
c^gijCijCcn? 

O, Lord of natural radiance, through 
past, present and future! Exceeding 
the radiance obtained by the hardest 
penance, you stand above, guarding 
the Universe. How can I ever praise 
you fully? ( 5 ) 


Cp>&|6UrTfT CTCUCum b CTGu 2_CU0>g>g>l 

ffTCDQJLqLD 

angjjcufiiu (glen ^cxjcvjitcvj 

iSif5lg>j £>*>&' GO > 

Gurraj cunjp l_jcjtld gjiDrruj ^ipu^uSIcsrn'U- 1 - 

«tCid co 

LongiJ cumjp irjfTruSIcffTfTuj! ctgjt Clancuc^Sl 

GU IT ijp g> gjJ GLI C d 1 ? 

Even the scriptures and whatever 
else the world reads, do but speak 
of your glory only in part. Lord of 
Tulasi crown and lotus chest! O How 
can I praise you enough? ( 6 ) 


GonjjpgjgjjcufTn ucun 6) cncg^jffrrCcrr 

rL > naiQp6>tt& 

Cypyifl^ 2_cu(2) CTcucornh ucni_ cTcjrnjj 
(ip5,co uem M nuji 
(gn g]t)asr (ipgjCurTA ,£)ffnn 

O^jQJCLiLDfTiuA ^Icnrnjj^) 
^iflrjft gij^jafenco, s?_c(i Cl^nco 
L|ALp iDfT^GIUTfTCtfi? 


O Lord who willed Brahma the 
maker and Siva too! What though 

your praise-singers be many? Even if 

they and the hordes of gods come 
and sing, your effulgent glory cannot 
come to an end. (7) 


iDn^CTCin^ in. liKUQngil ,(t & 

IDn^gaTTfT (CTjITCSTlb e^tu (Lp^gjLD 

cuncifT G^ncvj^^ 


U5n^,c5inrt fiscal Ljng,ir>cvj<T<9 C<?n^l 

UD (L^ rtu <g, n c &'• 
O Constant lord with a frame 1 
pure radiance! O Lord of perfe 
knowledge, O Whole Being! Even 
the king of celestials were to sit 
your praise, the radiance of your lot' 
feet will never diminish. (** 
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C316U.Ii> aaa[J (bW 

QJ Gu4b*y*£) UJ fT UJ 

Cl^n^ii ftn^,gu agt^ijoj ^GifluuncjT i_|Cn 
sjsnnrLgjj C§) it carrel cd errC iu j 

{gjfTCnGlXl uCJIL LDCVJfT 

2_Gu<£l<ru 

ClfijfULgLbunuirrrA^j ^icrfl^gjfTcu 2_or Ai_iVff 

G^n^l LOcnrrjujfrG^? 

O Lord, you came riding on the 
Garuda bird and saved the devotee- 
elephant with your discus. What if 
all your devotees became illumined, 
would that exhaust your glory? (9) 

LDcnrr) ~»v^ Cb 0 ^ 1 ' I$C3T5Q iflcuftfi 

Qp6T5<DujfTcvj Jg^Cu a_cvj(£j crcucufiLO 
UGDugjgjj -5>&) 2-^0 S-Lfilipfbgj 

<=Mcn£>£rn£j! 

iSlenrn cjnr)j scni. uj fTCpib tbricaTfipA gry iD 

®V>&ng)ib 

^cff>rn <JTS)2i ^*bi^(3i65jCvj 

,@giJ cfilujuGu? 

O, Radiant lotus-lord extolled by the 
Vedas! You ate, made, remade, lifted, 
and strode the Earth! Even if Siva, 
Brahma and Indra stand and worship, 
would your wonder ever stand 
exhausted? (10) 

cflujuL-i ^uj cfjltuuM <gjcuQjrT Glduj{ 6T> ^ncjT 
C«u^l UJCHCTT^ 

5uju L|«5jipirn ucun eurr^LD 5 >l_id L its 

5l C Anucirr 

g,|HJA(A) G^rTlLpSjJ 2— 

^uSlrjg^cn u^gjjib 

S2_UJ*GAT67Tr0 610UM 

( \pq>ijr>n ^rtcvjgjG^. 

This decad of the perfect thousand 
songs by Satakopan of Kurugur, 
where godly men reside, — addresses 
the wonder-lord extolled by the Vedas. 
Those who can sing it will break the 
cords of rebirth and secure heaven. (11) 


3.2 / Svapadesam : The Second 
Seperation 

Mitnnir \ Kannada \ Adi 

(C^ncuri ucnt_g>5) ctld Qp<^lcu 

CU SSSIOTinG GJT! 

JjjfTcn fbihfb ^AGfiAuSlGSTClJt^l 

a^ipcuCcijcjT, 

CWh ftfTcn Gibfuu eftu. djlGDCTAGncn Cojir^rru’i 

umlijbgj 

CTjfj jpCTcin lurreji S-CJicncrr ,@Gsfl cujbgu 

<^0CuCgtt? 

O Cloud-hued Lord, you made the Earth 
and Ocean! This body you gave me 
then drags on painfully. O, When will 
I cut my Karmas by the root, when end 
this wretched life and join you? (1) 

GUC3T inn cncuujih crib cijmccrm! ifJIciT 

ucvj Lon uoniuu ucu iSlfrjctjliiSlcu uu^cairr) ujrrcai. 
Qgjfrcu id rr cucucfileincJTft Gani_«TAcnGn 
(ip&cu 

•£)«»» tan g,nc" G^rrifogj] 

* oGcu n? 

O Vamana who measured the wide 
Earth! I am fallen in Maya, suffering 
countless rebirths. Cutting the endless 
Karmas that follow' me doggedly, w'hen 
will I find your lovely lotus-feet? (2) 

Cl Arraucurr LorrACArrcu ClAfTencu Odiijgji 
untj^u Gumt 

CTCucuns GACncsri^ii) ^(5 '*>lcog>gn 

CT^^fTUj! 

Cl lj n cu cu ft ^AcnAuSlcii l_j Rnnrrd?encn 

Cltfncucunuj ujrrcjn © dnencn <9 anrrcugjj c^n 
(A,lp< 9 <^ 1 Cuj . 

O Lord who steered the chariot in the 
battlefield, smiting death to the wicked 
in the Bharata war! Pray tell me 
how I may join your feet, cutting 
asunder my bodily connexions. (3) 
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^irciT5 ^i_rr s^crfl cTCTTrpjih 

Ca( 5 CTf^jo^giiib iQcJilDffj# 

CTjbibmu! 

<3,fTip<9il LO0rQj GTHiJ^ih gjfifilrTfFjgg 1§65T fljOCn 
(gcnessTA^ii) 

cu nips&\ ujrTcn C<70ihfiucn5 J ^(f^crrmij 

cunjC^i,. 

O Lord of infinite illumination, 
pervading all with no loss or gain! Pray 
come and tell me how I may cut my 
lowly ways and find your lotus feet.(4) 

OJf£)<J>lTlU CuhCcvj GU<i)gi]lb CTC3T 

LD OT 0,^)1 CTiCTT f%) 

^l(bfi)fTuDGu Gaujujnuj; ^gjGeu g)gj] 

Qftmjjgjj ^rr ArruincFifiST G^ig ldcuit^) $0 

4jl jl )&fb 

£T!b0>nUj! LIJlTdlT 2_«[Tfin<KfT ffTfb]0 cufhgj) 

uGcTT? 

My Lord of Kaya-blossom hue! 
You seem to come, my radiant Lord, 
but never stay! O, How now can 
I join you, if you do not stay and 
give me strength? (5) 

<£lrbuG3T, ^lcuCfr>cr CTorrn^j (Lpsmb 

r^ncrriTCu; 

^fbu sngriuhar ^ancu 

fh C3tQ 0 fTIp lbG 2)65T J 

u0ucu ^uSIijld 2 _uSlrr ugtorr! ii,ldn 

(h© Quitcot C^n^l^gjfTGn ffxggiifgjCLiff.i 

(TUfffj^nGinGfp? 

Then I had no power to discriminate, 
and lost myself in trivial pleasures. 
O Lord you made these countless 
thousand souls! O When will I reach 
your golden feet? (6) 

rbrnb &»",!!>£>< &0!LfcJ 

GlDUJ<CI^CTjnC5TLD . 19/01 {9 cfl C3)G3T ^UjCU 

iSI©um 

^^^rTOT^iii 1 cri^j0ii> ^(t) 

rfjlcmpffigj] J^lG5T0 
\CFj(T63T0 Ci5rT$3i 0,GWTC33T<ar»G5T 

Gu)<a,^Go>. 


O Heart of mine, bereft of true 
knowledge, you suffer endless Kamic 
birth. O When will we join our 
knowledge-lord, the radiant Krishna 
who lives in all forever? (7) 

GldgIh) 6fi1c5r><»7i4bCi!r)OT --oi( ►^^i^jnfilGc'jctnI 

S!_cjT AipCU 

Gueoolfbj^QrpifilGcuGiJi J 
un«L| Cl&ircu 4n& ACOTcsym! ctot 

ua^^uGi; 

£FS\.6H<fl6fcG©67T <9ifTS55lLJtTG3T; CTT*u0 CTUJ<3><5> 

3€\ Gl_|GuCff5T? 

O Lord Krishna, my eternal glory- 
flood! Alas, I have not ceased my lowly 
Karmas nor relentlessly worshipped 
your lotus feet. “Krishna”, I call. 
O Where can I see you? (8) 

sm eft* sm £$<9, Oa»rT0(jfi)cyi«jT5, 

(9«31£U 

UfTcSICuiCTr UGU a>fTCUlb £ > \gF>3,&)3)1 

cu ID (T^ 

Gldg& sicstty ^ rQo^r) Airg^GucSr 

<TTCVI GV> n ' L ^ 5 

5)fTfffiluj ^ii)LDfTc^cyT cirbj^ 

^otcuuQulu 

1 stand and call from deep inside in m) 
Karmic tomb and flounder through 
many dismal paths. Then my lord 
grace the cows and walk the Earth* ( - 
Where can I find him now? 7 


2jCficuu{oIljuu ^acuib 5, in<j 5 T 0,1.01* 1 >n 3 ^ 

MCi- 

2_CTSTcsryib <^di 

€TG\jCUnib 

LJCU (^rTCTT^^i C 1 C 5 T 
fli 6 lT 5 T 

i0Gm«uu(oluo(r)j cigjt Gi*,(0,aii> O* i<btT>S> 1 ^ 

a^tjS >6* 

I he pall of affliction so strong ° vel ^ 
as if the god of death had come l ^ r °^ v 
his snare, is over now, for | t 
my Krishna in my heart. He is ,jQ) 
of knowledge and eternal life* 1 
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ffi_uSlrT 0 ,err <ncucufT 2 _GnL_ujciiGr>GJT 

(^uSIcu Qe,n<sri C<2rT©r>cu<g> Q^,cfi (<5500<n.rr0 
<9 i_C < 9 , rr u cjr 

QfluSlfT ^-CU CWco IDrTG^CU < £l ) uSlfJe,,5 1 jGTT 

«@U u^bgjii) 

a_ uSl rfl<? jtG ineu afiK^cnu 

This decad of the perfect thousand 
songs by Satakopan of Kurugur where 
sweet cuckoos haunt, addresses the 
lord who contains all the worlds and 
souls. Those who can sing it will rid 
the soul of its envelopes of flesh. (11) 

3.3 / Svapadesam : On Venkatam, 
The Third Union 

Olivil | Danyasi | Rttpaka 

AfrojLD CTWCVjrrti a^Lcrjirruj 

IDGiJTfijfl 

(uuo ^ffua ^nqCTHO C1<3 luiu CGncifinQii) 

: ‘(t .^(f^Gcuis-.&L 

GTt£l GVJ ClArrcir G/lfT^I (TTfVjt.'in^ £ 

C3~) 8} <5>G £h 

At all times and forever by his side, we 
must perform stintless service, to the 
radiant lord of Venkatam, the hill with 
streams. He is my father's father.(1) 

^•hcridb a k^t^, £>$}€$>$> &>&&&&> 

<© s> ( 3 y in 

(IPtbffiT)^) cu it<> 3 T<j 1 J it cii iterrcuft G< 5 >nQcsTrr(^Lb 

r^fTngjLD Ann cnjilcvi ^^crjicnniCiCu. 

The lord of Venkatam hill, lord of 
cloud-hue and eternal glory, is 
Worshipped with (lowers, by Indra 
«*nd all the celestials. (-) 

-eT7TGTOT©i inn mean, Cl<9>iTvrn 

^a'srfyg) rrmG<r>(i£ 
'^'SrarcgjicaT 5r%ja,cafi curTtufli 
iijLanrp *cs><an 

(^Gcu r»u A'. gjgu 
OftfltfO • i^,4' cjjricaT»Dn R-tfCciT. 


The cool-springs Venkatam lord of 
countless glories has beautiful lotus-eyes, 
a black gem-hue and coral lips. (3) 

irtffip cu nor guitar gtotucsi; GTCavoncu jh £;\ 
G^j^Ginn ^l0Geurij ( 5 > L_flj cFjIT^ja^? 
i^^Gcjtgst; ^Gnrocii G^Gyirpiii ^iGcucst 

GT C5T 8s CtJiJl 

ufT^ib cy)cug>5) uijld Garr^laC*. 

Does it behove his glory to be praised 
by me, — lowly and meritless? Yet 
I have his love! (4) 

C<?rr^| ~h, » 1 GTGucurT 2 _gvj(£)LD O^n^ub 

<^£1 Qp IT 0j£l GTG3TIT) fTCU ? 

GcucQuia (ip<i^ Gcug^gy 

,@<w fi^Ccv IS ftl Q>g) IT Cifr CiJtG UJ ? 

The glorious Venkatam lord is the 
nectar of the Vedas, first-cause of all. 
Can he be praised? (5) 

CciJlh . AI_mj5)CtT Cl LO tL G l D ffu gSI ctjcst 

LD ; 

<2, nrbj&sn gjPbiAL^ iTjCucucarGcu ClaujGunri 
{bfyi ^—CnrrjGuiTnA^ rt>in CTGaTG3Tcv> 
,*H4n al ^injtj^mr^LG*. 

Those who serve him even by lip alone 
are rid o( past Karmas and relieved o( 
future ones. (6) 

^MDiTjgjj inn iDcun <£ri *i_rr gjjiuuD Cl^ntTrarC) 
,5|iPitrhg)j G1JfTGUTGjJ it gutG3tgijit GAnCl<OTrr(j^lii 
r^ifieaTirjj gt^jjid ^(^GoinliAi ib 
3ldc5t Cl^ncrr <!J>0ib ©i nj ^csriTjCin. 

The dark Venkatam lord worshipped 
by Indra and all the celestials with 
flowers, incense, lamp and water, gives 
us tranquil liberation. (7) 

063ifDLD GJ<h$0i (ajGifln inctfup , 

^cirffDl ^PGUib r^GTT/Tia, u9grr«n un^ai 
.|.•.;nn^ G< 5 n £)0C<ninL<*L mn ldcdcu 
t»JC3TnQ|GlD (ol^jITip <T&GDG31 
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The wonder-lord who stopped 
the rains, and measured the Earth 
has come to stay in Venkatam. 
Worshipping him destroys our 
Karmas. (8) 

(\puqu iSlrr)UL-| gn)um 
cSiqu)fT^j Cl^LUGurrsjr $(r^G<rurhi<9>i_5jg>) 
^uj«t ffjncn uDcurr <3mg>5>nu>ar>rj 

QjrTlL|CtT^tTjib UDGJT^ajjGn^CTTjUl 6y)G>iLJUnrr5>l_Gff>. 

Those who remember the lotus feet of 
the cowherd lord of Venkatam in 
every act and word shall end their 
four-fold miseries. (9) 

criGu&yQ r^rTGTT Gucnij cicvisncvi Q&csin)] 

^'c^cnuu^bdn (ipancyiLD 

^ cn L_iJ?Gc3Tn' 

cr, '- l 3>& um_bi_j ^cncsranufTOTT ^^GcLinu&L-ib 
Glmnuj-g)^ C^rrcnGu Clmnuj £,1 fj> 

5>fTtpsuGg. 

Before your numbered days are spent, 
before old age saps your strength, reach 
for the lotus feet of Venkatam, the lord 
on hooded serpent bed. (10) 

3>ncrT urjutSl idgott 5,rrsfiliu ct-b^dga 
^iCTT Qurrt(>lcu \T 0 B\ Gi9i fTu63T OflfTGVJ 

Galj> ^»CVJ ^uSWjfcgjj £.;u eucucuGurr 

OifTipcijn Gunipci.| cfi.’./l.l (GTjfTGOti) l_JAip>Cai. 

Singing this decad of the thousand 
songs by peerless Kurugur Satakopan 
on the lord who strode the Earth, wdns 
a life of praise from all. (11) 

3.4 / Svapadesam : Addressing an 
epistle to the lord 

Pnkalunal \ Darbarikanada , | 
Khan da Chapu 

1 .|0i|ipLh jbG\j <pGlylCal^ , ? 

QijrTfffj *'(* ffrcrjiC^rr? 

u £1 irjc#.an <r»<rnC<5>nV 

& OCfrCAfT? Giinu^ crcTSTGain? 


ffT^nGafT? 

(^GTT £M_li ^QGTOtQlD CTCTtGaIT? 
^Aipcg cSHcncTT^g^Lh cretnG^rt? 

dJjG\nnG!i jicin crr^i ^t_gx| ii ..r^Crr). 

O, How shall I address my Krishna, - 
- as one worthy of worship? As peerless 
good Earth, or as the wdde cool ocean? 
Or as Fire, or Wind or expansive 
Space? Or as the Sun, the Moon or 
the Universe prevading all? (1) 

ssvGijib uj Lit rr i_ G u gjt; 

^(snar/j^LD fTsyrG^rr? 
GiCGl) ^fT iiKTffl CTcyrG^rt? 

cSlcnrii^ ^jmj67>*acn GTsyiG^n? 

2 ,fT ,@UJGU {hGKQjfhGrT GTCJlCAfT? 

(ff^awT jheij GiGTrCarT? 

LJ rTQ-| § fT &> AfflJIfiSilfCSI C"T\_DLDI7G3T 

lj rr,i<*>. u \0. ^hfa'ooIGTTfG^fcofGli I. 

O, How shall I address my Krishna? 

I do not know; as the many mountains, 
or as the good rains, as the bright stars, 
or as the an of poetry? As the sentiest 
soul, or as the lord of lotus eyes? (2) 

U^iiAUja dnCOTTGOTTC^T CICTTGtfifT? 

IJGU 6 TI 0 OtfGTuGlJrTUjGn GTGtflCi'&n'? 

«*»<» cSMuvtucn GTejTG&n? 

c^HGTjrgGsi ciiGOTTGSjTan GTcnC&n? 

(LptqUJffiTt CTOTTGftn? 

$(fT) iD£u LDnrtLjOT GnG7TG*n? 
o/hthqth&iGsi GicnGiffjfT? 

ort$ ld rtGrafl^^^Kn^Cuj. 

Or shall I call him flawless gem-lord of 
lotus eyes?, or coral lips?, or lord with 
radiant feet?, or dark nued lord of red 
radiant crown?, or bearer of discus and 
conch?, or the one with Lakshmi-mole 
on his chest? (3) 

) LDncnfl 0 , 0 ,ih cr<sanCft.nr? 

sdi\ Clftn^-n G)i jnsjT (ip 0 j<gjih c,rCJ^£» ,T; 

4n£l r^eu OtuSlgii) crrinnGihn? 

<bsfi) 6 Lj gpicv jfJi G&Gnthaib Gi<rinG^> rT; 
G<£mt ^1 ciGinG^fT? 

Sntl> i_|(fJ-,L CTIcmP^ 

j^GVJ /» 

<rHOBf&>Gn ^ilUAiGDGStCui ■ 
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My faultless lord was there, when all 
else was naught. Shall I call him my 
flawless gem, or dazzling gold and 
pearls? or a brilliant diamond?, or a lamp 
of eternal glory?, or radiant lirst-cause, 
the good first-person? (4) 

< g436'$ > <a t 

cfjlancjT 

b i_nrr crcjrG a it? 

j,curtij cTtanC-an? 

,$40<!hG&)Gu&> CTG3rC<9,n? 

^ 14 /lGu ctcjtG<9,(t? 
i9»Cm6D<2) G<2]IT){j\J fiTtilTG fh fT? 

ACafl CTCJtCsiT? LirTGU CT67lC<!hCcyTrT? 

Shall I call him my blameless 
Achyuta, great lord?, or the ocean 
ambrosia, medicine for devotees' 
ills?, or a candy sweet as that, or the 
food of six tastes? or sweet, or honey, 
or butter, or fruit, or milk? (5) 

unco CTC 3 id« 5 >n? Ccu#,tli 

uiucin £TfsnCtf>n? 010lu 

CachcSI 

CTcarC^MT? ^Gurrj^jcn r^ojGvi 
ClDOJ CTTGtrii-O'^ n ? cfil CJ163TliSl G3T 

UUJ63TT £1<£3rO<5ifl ? AOTtfTGtfaTCJT CTSjrC^n? 

icnco cicrrCan? ibhujot CT£inGs»n? 

GunfOTSiin .^H^cmujCuj . 

Shall I call my Krishna, lord of celestials 
or wonder-lord?, or milk or the substance 
of the Vedas-four?, or the truth of the 
scriptures?, or music of the Upanishads?. 
or the fruit ol great Karmas?, or 
more than any of these? (6) 

GU (TCSi CD IT ££$ ^gstGait? 

GtjfTCSTCun ClgjUJCmi crcjrC«,n? 

CU fTtJJTOJ IT GufTALfl CTCStGaT? 

GunGJTffuiT (»prr)g)jLD crcjrGftn? 
ppn ggTi_b - V J ’ Cal <£FCVJ <JU L£> Cl GT *fh n ? 

g>cp fagrtP ACiJ n&Aih GTcjnC<!T,rr? 

<r>onL.-?rr lH fyoi- GinnAaii) <rT©fTC5,n? 

1 nfcJjVI Q) CJiJTGtftfTCmG31 Cu U I . 


Shall I call him my gem-hued radiant 
lord?, the lord of celestials or their 
ecstatic enjoyments?, or their ends?, or 
endless wealth?, or the eternal 
heavens?, or timeless liberation? (7) 

cpcifl LDOTlfl GDCTOTCOTGfT C7GrrG<9i^? 

£p»^j6bdn crrcirrrpi c jpj3j J^cyrrr) 
rijCTfln 6GT>t_UJG3T CT Cffl G (9, fT ? 

fT, fT C5JT ( Lp 3t 5, L— (TU| CTT CT C*ST 0 ff, fT ? 

t_f) <f£l up (T) (gjj Si-CUALCi CTCUCUfTlD 

ua»L^ cj5jg, iQcjrff) 

ACtfl LDGDIT^ gjlGTtGijdfT CTUQ ID n C3T 

ih C23TC5i3' bo)CJT LO fflJJ GtD63TC*LU . 

Shall I call my Krishna a rare gem of 
radiance?, or crescent bearing Siva?, or 
four-faced creator Brahma?, or the lord 
worshipped by them?, or the lord who 
made them? My lord of gladness and grace 
wears the nectared Tulasi garland. (8) 

A LdflTcffliJT*>o i oi)T lD fT IU QT 4bC31tlfT 

5,1. 00 <9>Cm L_ JTjfijJ ^(Lp.'IjLbCl^flCSyil 
c^CSaTC-JTTCiDCVJ ^ <D <5rO,Cm63T 

^CTT(i,gjcmcji ^cjiCiocu 

f^Ginn&rufl it ,2 _cmjj^^C'cjniTjrTCinciiT, 

^rrcoLD S—CirinQ a^tfilipn^dEi Lnrrcmeu, 

GTGOTTCJipiLb <^(51 UJ LDOL-Cl—CilT 

uj ncmerjLL|uh CTcu(rFjib g,nGcm. 

My lord is in all things and all beings, and 
he is beyond understanding. He is 
Krishna, lord who swallowed all and 
remade all in spon. He churned ambrosia 
from the ocean and gave it to the gods. 
He is Achyuta, Ananta, Govinda, 
reclining on a serpent couch. (9) 

uj rrem cd ii_j ld <rreij0u) ^ncyrmu , 

ijcijri fluiujii) Cgirrrpiib 
G5,rru.iCL| ^icvjot; i^cVJCIfT 

GlanGOULJi_nCTT; SL. OTJT fieft cjr 
C^TfT £> uSI'OcTT 2? GHGTIfTCV) 
c^rT 1 iipjQj 

ufrGueriGTjT cm otts, ^ , q ^ 

.^oicmffniijib ^ 1 cunCin. 
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He is beyond the senses, a body of 
consciousness. He is the form in all the 
things and life in all the beings present 
at all times and all places yet apart from 
them all. If you can attain detachment, 
you too can reach him. (10) 

Sffviq. £wCWT0 $cnr ^nriff, 

Cl&fTCtRTTuGU Cl.l (TGU GUG5JT6J31QT ffjGjjTGTHTJT 
icrr0 <^Guri Qurnflcb (ff)0ff«_<T 

CU653T ffl_Cff>fTu63T Off iTGJTGtfT 
UITUCU £»n ^uSlfT^gjjGfr 

^5)«r»cuo4ih ^>fT uffjgjii) GUGvjGurnr 
cS® ,@CU CufTftLD CTUJ^I 

«$0U)L|iajrr QiDmijgjGff,. 

This decad of the sweet thousand songs 
by flow r er-groved Kurugur’s Satakopan 
addressing the lord of Tulasi garland 
provides liberation and the company 
of celestials to all who master it. (11) 

3.5 / Svapadesam : The Yoga of 
Singing and Dancing 

Moymmam | Vasanta \ Adi 

OionujLD inmi) i^ih Ounj^Gv) Oufiiij6^>ff, 
^lcnrj)ui jl_ 0 ifjldm) 

ffjrrn ip/ftcO Gun-flu cd 6 Wrccr<n( 2 rr. 

<9i • i T (Tcfin <a$T 

ctldld n^cbTff CJffrccucftu ijmq. 

gjIGncnnffjfnr 

ffiubiorrcu ff> 0 Lnib <rrdr? OfffTfluflftfT 

<5 .l-Cvj G>jili_ff,g^ 2_fn gV?G rj! 

Pray tell, O People of the ocean-girdled 
Earth! What good are they who 
cannot sing and dance in joy, the 
glories of the dark hued lord who saved 
the elephant from the jaws of the 
crocodile in the lotus tank? (1) 


£>CT3T ffji_Gu suiluff,^ s> fTfffinncvtqff} 

ff)U3ff,(ffj ... 

$OT3T Aipcu ffifiGvJ .^Hff-fjr <9,0/1, 

h $0iorTGncu 

UOTJTff,GTT ff,fl l nGUSiOff,fTflfTfl'nU UfTiaU 

4 - l 0)*bgiJLb (ffjcflffjgjj £_ipcufTg>nn 

lDqVi Clffifrcn ft_cu^£»cu uSl0uurrrr 

CDGvjGfilcriejr Qir.nQ mcncun^Cff). 

Praising the lord w r ho gives w'oe to the 
mighty Asuras, — fiends who mince 
and eat mortals on Earth,—those who 
cannot sing on top throat and dance 
in ecstacy must forever suffer the 
throes of Karmic birth. (2) 

iDCnffUGTiUU ff>6U IDfTffl 

ffifTffjgllLJ UffiJ^OTirT ffj63TtnnG3Tff) 
Cl^tTCDGuoi ff,6'£)<T0,ff ) LSlrjn«nOTTff 

OffncvjoSlff G/jitguciSI i£ldrTmj <ni iCungjiib 

#6jr>Gui£)CGrrrT0 ^^cnri th lL uff> 

g]00i_i iDrrilju uir>Gi.irTff)rriT 

t^)CT)GO Cl/bnflTT 9)00*3^ 

Jb£>l 2_G!Tupff>(^fa7nfr) OilhuGn- 

Those who do not dance and touch 
the Earth with their heads, repeatedly 
uttering the praises of the lord, 
w'ho stopped a hailstorm with a 
mountain, — must forever suffer 
stormy hell as their only retreat. (3) 

6min | t ft ip Cff i nfl3->5,OuiT0ui it, 

icnco efterru. cjjipiii ^i rr5,£> 

Off ibucu Griff, ^1TJ<sn Gurru.J<J5T 

« 1 flf?ff,g< 3 i Qg,ns\j 1 jAip uniq 
0lbiSI0 (bill ib jg>L.Q 

Cff,fT0 SUffill 0 GiT 310 2 _ ip6\if T £ ,IT 
ffiib i$lrr)< 11 inch uuigst (TtotiGgst 

00^1 ff gjm^j fh (Ml6T11 GlU? 

Sing the praise of Sridhara 
coral bps who killed seven bull 5 
the love of Nappinnai. Dan cC ' 
with hands over your heads, 
dignity be blown, — or else wh* 1l1 *' 
is this binb amid saintly men? ( 
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•srrgjj rf,<^SlLL |ld 

0,<Q3ar<ana !uu£")(2) 

■•i.', C<5fTdfl £_0GT>G>J 

£>!&<& 

Cqj^j (tpQajfiUGyKSJTu urru*. 

C^nff^iib gijGTTffTTrTgjrMT 
2_<3Rnftg»g>mft (ipgSurrrn 

<TI^TT ^^filuLlffn IDfflflsCo? 

The Lord of the Vedas left his radiant 
Vaikunta and came as a mortal to protect 
the innocent from Kamsa’s tyranny. 
Other than singing and dancing his 
praise through ever) 7 street, what is there 
for scholars to learn, are they men?(5) 

UXifl^^ib iD£><r)jib (ipjb<j)»ii> 

LD n UJ LJ 9©tfl iSIjd/B£ 

^ejfliuGTr iSI fQu fi\Sl £j6TT«nGsr, 

Auci) C^rrjb^j iSlorrcrxsn 
«>cjfl«r)uj<5i <*,0tinSl£rr anfcGntr), 

^ l! 14 GTnUg) C< 9 b £37 ^-(Lpdl^ 

(.LpcsflffLi ^cjrn^ 0«5fluijrrn 

2 _«rerrr j^ne^iuuSIcJrnC.fj. 

The birthless lord who took birth 
reclines in the ocean. Sweet as fruit 
and nectar, sweet as sugar and honey 
and our ambrosia. He is the living, the 
non-living and all else. Those who praise 
him, with song and dance, attain total 
knowledge. (6) 

£ it can m n^rrbfDGurr d?uj f 

tSOGuil&(&) c S^0CTlCl<5LLJg x ] I0C37ip] 
*J n ninoj0 

uri(CT)*i i0cr>€3Tfb]^)j <*U,m 

^CWTCJijfliaSTfT 1,^*1 
Clr*,(0«3LO encfiiunGft 

Sflnciniocu*£l Gld rr^TJl lj0uljhit 

& 0 fftffjr 'JlarOJGijfrCfj? 

The radiant lord unleashed a terrible 
army over the unfair hundred and 
granted victory to the five. Of w r hat use 
are men in this good world who build 
U P their biceps if they do not melt their 
hearts, dance and sing and in jov? ( 7 ) 


Gijirm_|-sucu 

cTu t ^^jG cij< bi fh 

Cunucu Cl^nGuoSlu uSi^jb^u 

lS^O,!! CTOTrCfT) lSlff)(T 0tf\_rT) 

2£3ITUOJ 1_|0>01 b qdofTgiiLb 

2_Ccun^,n /§1 g3Tit)i 

^(TGTuii) Clu0<£1flj 0safli_jufFn 

^inon Cl<2 ) ,T £P LJLJ @ Qjn ^ tT ’ 

Our lord resides in Venkatam of cool 
water springs. Rave liis name incessantly, 
be called a mad man, roam through 
towns and hamlets, let the world 
mock at you. Jump and dance inecstacy, 
be worshipped by the celestials. (8) 

^jinrjrr Clg,rnpuu(5[renew, 

2_CD0*0li) iSlnfTGDffin, 
^inij Gujn^ qtTOTiiibgjJ 

gji^rrGOTTnQ fJ^Ql 
<-» £|cn4luj QjcruCVJfTftft^rr 

£^i£Vj ^CUGLIfTgjGllft CTCUCUfTlb 

c^ijdij ^^2)^ 'Sty* 

G^l fb £) | G L) G A0 U)GlD. 

The lord, worshipped by celestials, is 
lord of all creation. Those who reach 
him through yogic penance, find 
him in their hearts always. For all 
others, dancing and singing his praise 
is the only Karma. (9) 

<SF)0in(ipLD A0LD UCOglllb 

S,rrrjOTTG3T <£f ) ffJT£iD6»rT f 
$0 LDGTjfl CUSWTOTlGnGJTi? Cl5ni)£>GT3T 
iDfioSicrxsT^) C^CHL^OfTCnSJT 

cp0cmi) LOCFTg,jflgTNgTT 

a_cftemi) 0£tfupfbgji 
Qi j0ffniDiqii» JFirr^niLO g><tfjlmT)gy 

lSI if?nrjj l61g3t Cu«n£>6mo ^rribGflj! 

My Lord of gem hue and lotus eyes, 
the lord of celestials, is the Karmas, 
their fruit and their cause. Dance and 
sing with oneness of heart, melting 
inside you. Lose your pride and shame 
and rave his praise like mad. (10) 
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.Snujeuit 

$(S*4)u uonflCUriAin ai£laj 
^,”!b& M*tp .socmen 

<Sl vnenesr criiumcnj,, 
“"’•ufea aicrr «U U)C U ^ 

(• «j. ***" * , “ l4 ®®«*M *,_C ft „ uei 

•5"2>i6 S-rr^uSl^ g,-, u2 ^ 

<»©«fiW £ & Q auj ^ Ca) 

This decad of the thousand songs or 
Wdwho'o^d^l “ 
ccepts them, is by Satakopan of fenih 

m over their strong Karmas. (1 1 ] 

3-6/Svapadesam: Krishna- 

Avatara 

Seyyatamarai \ Yamankalyani I 

Misra Cbapu 

GW, ^ 

a_eraii_ .^curi, asotW 
W*. ««*-*, Oaiieuih 

<&!» 0Nm b Qcu X 

q - n IJ1 ~® ®° n<U uaiL -M'rfflr; iStsjrgjjib 

^Q anOT ^ Cuin0< ^ uW » 

QPOJ" <Sh,,£)uj (yjriailCuj. 

eves'the al ‘ ^° Ut the lord of lotus 
yes, the swallower of the Universe' 

He became the effulgent knowledge, 

hrough which he made the Earth 

the sky, men, gods, and all else. Then 

he also became the effulgent lord- 

of-three-faces. /i\ 


So praise the lord of lotus eyes, 
redeemer of Karmas. He lies in lhe 
deep ocean, worshipped by the 
celestials. He is the lord of Brahma, 
Siva and Indra, he destroys our 
Karmas. He wielded a mighty bow and 
burnt Lanka to dust. (-) 


urjcftl QJITG3TC1J n /glGOTn) 

U(IlDCDOT UQ^C^rr^lGJlUJ 
0a<?D<Sll Ct'MTjDjg, LOGT^I 

&OK*, dbt_CVJ 

e^lT»0lb 

^gcigii) ff)«rr efik.rrgj <r<rgy<0 

^T&gi l ffKcu LDOTub (aTTi qj ubL^^^rrrr. 

Set your heart on praising him 
relentlessly night and day, the gcm-hued 
lord reclines on a serpent couch in the 
deep ocean. He is the effulgent lord 
worshipped by the celestials, he is the 
beautiful pot dancer who played 
Rasa with the Gopis! (3) 

€SDCUl£li£lCTT rjj, tb LDGJT^gJ GTOTTp li.1 fTCJT 
CD (]£h&\ ID fTUJ CTu 63* 

Gub LoCcffTniTAGrt E^cntTULjgjj gtott? <^I0J ( QP* > 
/brrcnClgjrrrpj^ gu hottgu n 
^{cpjib ^sugui b fbnGtuipthgy 10 

(ip |q GT5TGJTT6yj lb 

Cl O LX) 631 LD LLJ fTG\j ^6UG3T tjn^, ijfT^UJlb 

When the great Indra himself, Brahma 
and Siva too, roam about contemplation 
his radiant lotus feet, what can •* 
person of my nature say aboui the 
grace of the lord? So let it be. ( 4 ) 


Cipajn uj f-ipn^^lOT.uj ^ 

npcunA^ii, (ip a c,<&,«, a<OTCnroI 
oneuw 2L.CTOTOT jgA, ft41JBancn| 

{hi.A «.u* .fli.&ftnd, 

:<hai '-fhwun. Gl*«*r glto^g, 
cr.fl d,pi Oflibfl, 

u " e “ *>’'»*'<*>■ M „■ 

^fflfe’annoricn.j „r„ 1( fcf; OTr , 


LDGJ3T, £1, £0, ftt GV 

GTfflu^LD <£CujrT0 ft 

Lng)frjjLD iDrQfT^jLD (Lp0nr^ii) 
ClfiGTjflujOTT (ol (5 Uj u | 


«5>G3TI63,3TOTT r&GXricimGip <s£l gjtK 0 

‘ft'fliqih i jG> i &>/ny(h) cifTjj iO>6Tt 

<3-1 n (y5iq 


478 























the revelation / Tiruvaimoli 


My Lord Krishna of dark hue, lotus 
eyes, dark locks and radiant crown is 
the blowing wind, the sky and hare 
Earth. He is the rolling ocean, the 
burning fire, the orbs and the gods. 
Mortals and the things everywhere 
are also him, the lord of gods. (5) 

Cg>nrr)«i)tbCA0 rwj ^i)6U6v*u«r; union; 

Jwi'OT (Jpn^^LU/Tlij 

^IDfn^G^fTg) QufT)JD«JS3T ^lq<£ 

<£ijpu l|A $«*£> Cl^j^»*c75UDriGu; 
Jbn£>n)Lb C5,nfT}0Lb agxigu 6j>6\Sl a_n3cu 

c 2^<£] r£lG3T0 67 LO 6U f763T6U IT 

c^lCTT^jl IflltjCljtJ^rTjCUCDQ 

UJIT63T 67(1^671 ID^^GlD. 

Through seven lives I have none but my 
Krishna. He is my smell and form and 
taste and sound and touch. The birthless, 
deathless, lord with lotus eyes came as a 
big man-lion and gave refuge to 
Prahlada, the child-devotee at his feet. (6) 

CT ^GniDA(#)lD ffTGJTgd $>CS\ 

c9f(^23 2>!$c<nGJT &eCQy *H,n a_ l£ 1 nr 
C^rr^GTuu mfirafl 

C'i Jw> A » £Fj47)£iD£3Tj 

^mgrr (iprafl6ij n 

Cl9 (l^> <5, C7T63T G\j 0, Gjfl (i?l CiT) G3T 

^5)^lpi^67T gJIUJ iDGTTdj^ff i 

^671011^10 (f^GUCVja gjJ UJfJf^)^C(3TT. 

Through seven lives my heart’s nectar, 
tny soul’s companion, my radiant 
lamp, my black gem, my pot-dancer, 
be is the fruit enjoyed by the good 
celestials and sages. Worship him 
w ith a pure heart, your woes will 
*nstantly disappear. (7) 

IjiuiijCtD 0,^ g^6im i jg}c9ru 

i ^ui , 

S- tJjg lQdsur)Q\ 6£>ri C^fT^i 2_ 011(0-) 

ffi_637r(»^l *>_ l 61 Lpcti/^b rrcart <3>G3TcnGJT 

Qjnrhj^ib ff>ifi65T 

G &) €t$J b5JTCJiTi <S31 

2> Uj 0&$)(*»\ lD^G^ fa 67TCD671 ,-^631$ 

inmnrji (s^Guvxan <3,jCT)<<»if»fT<9>C<ai. 


He is the wicked Karmas of pain and 
pleasure, he is beyond them too. He 
stands above as the effulgent lord, he 
makes and swallows all the worlds. He 
is potent medicine against the agents of 
death. He came as Dasaratha’s son. 
Other than him I have no refuge.(8) 

£>(61j0Lb ^£1 UJ 37g> 3, nG LLI fr(*J) 

gngmi)4H,ai, &cncu ^cu gogh ^iu ; 

67(67) O GVI jgGVJ ^LDIjn (Ip^jGU 

(npffiirr O) ih (ip gtt jOTj ib 
fgn 2_6U<9,5,gi]6n6lftrA6TT! 

^CIJCT ^CLlGTT 67fijn^j S«-ClpG!mj)l63T; 
Q S&Q )iCgTTfTCU jfJcDeTTuun'GIT GTGUgjr ^WClJGTI 
r§GTJ 0,1 CU 6U633T€37lC637. 

The lord of radiant gods worshipped 
by Indra, Brahma and Siva is Father, 
Mother and Self, yet apart from all. 
O People, do not fall into fear and 
confusion calling to this or that 
godling. My dark hued lord takes the 
form that the heart seeks. (9) 

0, L C\j 6u 63 31 fail j7 67T 0, 6371G72T63^ ilfil C33T£9!(T6U fT 

A(fTjLDffGnfl«9i«3il.Q GTGJTT^l < 2y j fT 22_LlSl IT 

U L_ <2^06$ 631 6iT) 6J7T A <£l l_ fFjfl) 

»_ifj(65 0 ,l h u«rar(vjl JiJT0£u<»lin 

LJ637L ID nil ih £g6lMT0,i_(<9) 

^.1,1 Clfiuin G^fr 

ftl efiliu QLJffTjIfiffci* 5)<?3763T £hipt?U 

<5,fT6OTTi_i^j (rrtfjrrrjilotaffGO agtsi^Ccti! 

The ocean-hued Krishna, the black 
gem of the celestials, my very own soul, 
is the radiant lord reclining on a 
hooded serpent. He drove the chariot 
in war for the live against the hundred. 
O, When will these eyes of mine see 
h is victorious feet! (10) 

<5><anjtA67T tf>rT635T| 0^ <Ji>|rHu KTJT 

7,, <1rj>63rn}|lb 67<rrDu)63I H t iii 
106371 OAfTGTT (p,06V ;<}jfyk & 67(.\J«UfTib 

,*U Cl<7UJiqLD Glin63T6>/n rT^C3T»G31 
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ucnn Cl*r6TT Csitcdcu cu|tp$ £>ni_crr 

(^(f^cn^^C^fTgyT s i rn_iwjt O a (tc\j 

u«77 Ctancrt ^uSlo&gil ^guug>£incu ug^n 
(^Ivb UuSlgi|l£)C«T. 

This decad of the Pann-based 
thousand songs by sweet-bowered 
Valudi-land’s Kurugur Satakopan 
extol the invisible lord. He is sweet 
to the heart. O, People, learn it and 
become his devotees! (11) 

3.7 / Svapadesam : Saluting the 
Devotees of the lord 

Payilum \ Pnnnagavarali \ Kbanda 
| Ekam 

uuSIg^jid <*i : cnuj ur^iAuj^, 

0>C33TC3JT CD C3T 

uuSloj ^cifliu £vi> u(10 Ai_ cvj Carni>gj 

i j rj lq cd err 

LJuSlgyib £L_on<_ujfm CTsuCggi)i_b ^cjn 

^.cryuc rr 

uuSIcyjib iSlu l9cd uGgsn i^i ciihcnio ^tcr^ib 

urjioCrj. 

The lord of lotus eyes and effulgent 
form, who is sweet to the heart, 
reclines in the Ocean of milk. Those 
who worship him, — whoever they 
may be, — are my masters, through 
seven lives, just see! (1) 

-**>* 5 '* U fj ID CT> CJt f &t bit } 1 CtfST CD fiJT, 

iSlgrrcin fr&<s>Gn 

G^ntcr^ib 6f>n ffjnchv^ 2 _cdl ft g^iucjafl 

QjCodii'3&T<JB cmiunnan fterrcnerr 

^n^ii < 2 ji ft cDftu_|ii) a*> utSlu ucfttlu^ih 
<^Cun ftcsrrtrn 
L9jDut < >)cni_G^>rT2jj cob cruft jm^yrn 

The discus-bearing lord, my gem-hued 
radiance lord and master, has four 
mighty arms. Those who worship him 
with hands and feet are my masters 
forever, just see! (2) 


fbtTg,Gnc3T {Crj rrcu^iptb curtC3T(ipLD OW 1 ~ 
5>rruib 

Curr^cDcrr Clurrcrr 

crjjCDg, '5lgrrcrr 

utT3,ub ucsfluj GuCucurrcDgu ucra^iULD c^-" 1 




<£><£] ih iSlfpuiStcDi_Cg)n(T)j 


^er^CDL 


j rrrrftC* 1 '♦ 


My lord of fragrant Tulasi wreath 
d golden discus is lo rd of the 
celestials and mortals. Those who sen e 
his devotees are my masters, throug 
every blessed life, just see! W' 

2_CDl g^nnyfii UjCST, CT,671U^‘ ar ‘ 5,UjtfJ1 

l_|CDl_ Cluncjr r^nc^GflGST Cluncn 
IftfbQlLD 

<b« ri ‘-ujn' 2_cDug) ^(TfjrtjnijOTrGST 05 ) rTG33TU 
Clg,tTCT3Tt_n 

@Gm iS^uiSicni Cftnrry cT\ft£t<* 

My lord wears a necklace, waist belt 
and yellow robes, a splendid golde n 
thread a golden crosvn and man) 


ornaments. Those who serve 1 


he 


servants of his devotees are my masted 
through every life, just see! 

Qu(nyG4<*CTT s»_ciTcncijrT ftub 

Cp»puj .&dn*rp k&u*pfr ^ 
0».»(f^GTnft i9^,fhlT) OJ^JCVilTCDg'-J 

• - • . 

CU(0^TallinID ^9 l 'lGCff)LDu_|lL f^lftCDift /> ' 

M v lord came to the aid of the celesti^ 
He gave them ambrosia front 1 
Ocean of Milk. Those who praiseth 1 ^ 
who praise him, ai re my masters ihro^r 
this and all my lives, just sec! *’ 
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UIJLDCDG3T <5,6*531 WiTTGTlGJI '-i^U 

iSlancir g,c3ncncjT t 
r*)jyii) Aerereraflg, g^fl tnerafl 
cu cjjTd7TC3r crib ld fTcrr ^trjiGnsrr, 
tfj)CTfl«5i C15»I7OTTT|_ Gtffl^lfinUJ 2L OTCTTg.ay^ 

J A ncn —- ii^£-i€ijn AGaiflmn 
<3©Sl UL] ^ijCTTi (0 CTlijCn LD5 aC3TlD 

afiTTLDnrbgjtub 4bnuuCg. 

My* effulgent lord of gem hue and 
nectared Tulasi has a discus in hand 
and protects all. Those who bear him 
in their hearts are my masters through 
even* life, just see! (*6) 

<96irvn APWriDfrE^iJii) ^iq ujimacncna, 

Cl Si ITC 33 IQ G U fl LU , 

2j€ 3T«J11D C)u»£jgj$53 e «» 2)fTCTflc^6J3iaS^Lpft 
Q^rrcrr^ib ^ uu€T»gjt, 
Q^ngjrcnLD uSl^rQir) cu©jcvjrrGnfju 

lSI §)/t) gj ib,^ cu it a,c innt^iT 

5j«31€oUD CluQl^igjl CObcniD JTjITCTT 

a—iuujAClafTCTT^caTir) rf,ibuGg. 

He comes to devotees’ aid through 
life after life. He gives them his nature 
and takes them unto his feet. Those 
who praise those who praise his 
eternal glory shall be my trusted 
masters forever, just see! (7) 

fbli>U6^G3l,(CTjlTCULb UCOL^.OjGl/CinCjr, ,AI, U 

IDfmuCOCJVT 

ffi_li>LJfT 22_CU<£lcjflcU UUITITA ($3 LD *_ OTTHCLj 

^ tfl uj rrcsr ^CTrcncrr 

(£)U>iSl jbganffiGTi cj^gjenCg^jLb <s>|<stirr AGrartcrr 
ffni ucb iSlirjuiQGnt G^mrjj cnb ClibfT^^cuif) 
3>iTrhj5,G<m. 

The trusted lord who bears Lakshmi and 
the maker-of-the-worlds Brahma on his 
person is incomprehensible even to the 
great celestials. Whoever praises him, 
even from the lowest Kumbi hell, is my 
master through every' life, just see! (8) 

(<5)C\Jli> ^rr^lftGTT fTjCToSlGyjti) & T 

rtsgjl <TTi5)5j6ir»<i3T 

!bc\jii ^ncyi J^icu it^ o otjtl rrcn (gcWiL-nc^fi^ncii 


CUGXJlD 3£h0>np*g)i C33T657TCU IflGTjfl 

tfuGrarcj3T/i)(^j <rrGJTQj s»_ctt 

Acuffj^jnrr ^iqujrm tfjih ^uviuinr cub 

iq. s> G cri. 

What though a person be of lowely 
birth, — even a Chandala of the lowly 
Chandalas, — if he is a devotee of my 
discus-bearing gem-lord, his servant s 
servant shall be my master, just see!(9) 

cnojujii) s_gtjt 0 <5*,^ ^gcnco 
^ OTT CTTGlj o ib O o iL U4 ib 
uiq lurrgjjLD i^lgrTOT 

fF) <»0T ,9i 

^iqLufTiir ^uq LLinrr g)ir> ^nquirriT ^iqujrrrr 

giLD«>(£j 

^LqujfTrT^iqujrriT 0jib ^iqLurrn^tq.CujfTT^itfiCcrT. 

My lord swallowed the Earth and 
slept as a child floating on a fig leal 
in the deluge waters. The servant of 
his servant is my master. (10) 

J^JTibrpjciin ffbuj, gp£uir<5,0 

^(ITjCirQ^UJS) 

Qifjiq CiurTGDCTr^j Og)£3T ns 

S L GaITUCJI 

<^ia S*ptb8> ^uSlg^gdciT 

^ eusjT Clg,ncOTi_ itGldgu 
(ipiq-Ci^ *0)«$ fT ) < ^ cu acsriflu) ClaujujfTcmD 

(Ifi 14 U_| G LD . 

This decad of the thousand songs 
on devotees of the lord who aided the 
five against the hundred, by Kunigur 
city’s Satakopan, — those who can sing 
it will end Karmic life. (11) 

3.8 / Svapadesam : Yearning for 
the lord 

Mudiyane | Indolam \ Adi 

^iqLurrCcrr! QpcijOj^ii) O^r^gi) er^jgiJib 
^iqajnGsji? ’ X ^P Ai_c;ncuA<9>cni_^5mij! Ljcmsir.n 
Cl*rriq uj nGcTrlClanGOTTLCu GucancaTrir! 

^piiTSTy T- im ilflGU 

Qr^LauinGcffT- 1 <n«frQr> ) (CT 1 ^Gir>. 
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O Lord higher than the celestials, you 

churned the ocean! Lord of mountain 

hue, you bear the Garuda banner. Your 
fcet are worshipped in the three worlds, 
o My Heart lies yearning for you.(l) 

crcjr 

Oanyp 

OariOTSuffdi ^ ^ 

‘"® 8Cw - 

o My refuge, living in the citadel of 
my heart. Lord who killed the Lanka 

an? l T h0 C3me as a ™nikm 
and took the Earth! My tongue 

incessantly praises you. ( 7 ) 

SUM * Gl ° «S*0*n4 ™ OTCU „ 

Snu Jft C OT - *«* £<r* ***««.* Gft „ 

« • , 

^ *** uff6u Qg)(r(5| 

£"u J «,C m ,! *-«iA od, s^Ccn 

o Lord of celestials blessing this tonn 
with words! Protector of the cowhen 
clan You ate butter by stealth in th 
amlets of the Gopis, then flashed 
crescent-moon smile! My hand 
forever yearn to feel you. ( 3 ) 

2 — 

° no,0 ’» Jli ’ *"e>£'<*"ju r un&l[b g, ft 

J Qa '"«" ljnu >'< «I<9 e_«r>n) , j0 Gct! 

S_ S37€iT>OTT 

<-l<».uCl*nch«nA « ffasr 

ASMTfliC cn. 

O l ord who lies reclining on a serpen 
couch f worship you with both hands 
1 irelessly. My eyes crave to see your forrr 
and keep you in their gaze forever.( 4 ) 


&633To,CTrncvj ftrrcryr ACTtfu ? 

'£qgt>0\jj ffW 

tDcwi Q ( g,n63 : 3n_ CLim_D<nnG3T cjrrj iD^upfb^ • - 1w ' 
ucm Cl^rrciraTu qcncrflcjr 6£>c\S) 

^lciin Cl^ncn<^T c^srr^r^Lb c7 ® rT 

Qs<a*G#- 

Vying with my craving eyes, my ears 
perk up in attention, yearning to hear 
the sweet rustle of the wings ot 
Garuda; would that he brings the 
Earth - Master Vamana here. (5) 

(Trcrrgy 1 ^ 

Acfil^Ccn uciw C^ffir ft «r)jpuu0 

gjjfi>£U f 

McSIuSIottClogv Qurcrr 

s_tfirr csr> u-i 

OLord who wields a golden discus! 
while my ears feed on songs of y° ur 
praise with fruit-like words dipped hj 
the seasoned honey of music, my sou^ 
tirelessly craves for your company-^/ 

^ditCui! op 

(TTfirrcDcrr 

gjjcfil l)«tt a_&m)_ujrruj! Grp,ii^Li- |,TLLj ' 

ufTcfilCtucji i_jc\jii)uu 

*n c&ojtr) AfTcraruCluCinOTT C^niuC^- 

O My Master, Ambrosia for my soul- 
I call you forever with grief in m}' 
heart. O Lord of radiant discus, coni* 
riding to me on your Garuda bird- 
Alas, wicked me! You do not sho*’ 

your beautiful form! (7) 

CancoCui! ^it u)ong a *<&!<**?> c^fr 

. . *€>** 
cncTTgj, n-rufl^P 

^CvjCiX)!Q^6!n»Tjj Qxjcug\j r£lcu nt ® 
^nojClo! S?_OTTGf lCT T CTI^^OfiTT 

O My Lord of beautiful lotus eyes, aud 
a hue dark as collyrium, O Good 
breaking my heart! O Bearer of 
past, present and future! When, 1 ’ 
When will I see you to my fill? 1 s ' 
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Cl^n^TTGDcrr r^fTsrr iDfrsuciSl ".pcuiA £b n (nGflfD 
^cttcijCgjt! ^ici|<5cnsn <ujg)^l£>g>j 

rTbaar&D^<JT 

2 i_cri euOTcniD &<j, <£>rr ^uSlgi-h G^ fieri 

LjCTT GUCUCDfTUj! 2_COTCT)«JT GTjffFj(£T^ fTG3T'T j 

Cl LJ (T Q I (Tu G G5T ? 

O Wicked Lord who begged three steps 
and took the Earth! O Lord who 
destroyed Kamsa, and rides the Ganida 
bird! O Lord who cut asunder the 
thousand arms of Bana! When, O 
When, will I join you? 

(9) 

ldit LD(rf)$GST Gurnu cmb 

Qu^rpjgj^nuj! 2—cn ihipGvi «U)ft<srafliu Gug)i£b©J 
6^1 rty ncifT go n O Q> LD rr god Go Cl ih fTfc53T 

sl C3T€in crrG uj 
1 1 r <S>fTGUlb 

LJ 6VJ O) l_| 6V> G G7T ? 

O Lord who entered between the 
two dense Marudu trees! Singing your 
praise with my songs, I weep to see 
your lotus feet alone, Alas, how 
long must I remain here? (10) 

| S^u i ytf &cn'b fi> Clu(ir > iDn€yiGjT 
a>6uii) QdJinciT Sff Jh^ 51 {£)( f *)<3trLrivi <£fuC<£hnuCTT 

Clsnso 

gucold Cl«3><TOT^i— ^cyxjuu^ub epn 

6V n &P LijnQI(r»jlD 

ClancjTGnrrCaj. 

This decad of the well-made thousand 
songs by wealthy Kurugur city’s 
Satakopan addresses the lord who 
measured ihe Earth. Those wdio sing 

it will ascend Heaven. (11) 


3.9 / Svapadesnm : A Dedication 
for the Work 

Soiinal Virodam \ Cindit 

0<9fT63T63rfTGU sfilGlJIT^lb <^,<£1 G\,)J ID 

QarTGUg)j€LIG3T; CtfiGOTTLSlCOTTn! 
(TTGiST rF,fT<jSlcij „@C3T ftci: LUfTCTT 

Cl ft fT (vjl ft ^1 G Cl) flJT 

Cl^cjicnn Clg>cnn <rrcnrr)i GuGrerQ (iprjcu 

ini G GO nil A i 

GTG3T g^CffTGJT, 6T63T ^lUUffll OLD Cl U^lDfTOTI 
2_CTTGKTn^C (?LJ . 

‘Tis hard to say this but say it I must, so 
listen. Since the lord of bee-humming 
Venkatam hill is my lord, my father 
and my mother, I refuse to dedicate 
my sweet songs to anyone else. (1) 

£> _ io \i uJT ffftCffli GTGStfT<3f«rfl f £?)Gin£iD GJT GpG3Tfl") 

Oj cstCI o co ev <& err & 

evGTTCsrn g^ib LDru^flL^^n^ft <9 >gS1 

v_j (T14 <7i G3T? 

(^errOTT .njjIT 5)ipGafl (jjfc,ljp <3,60^IG337GJ1 9} ijiiVi 

Cl LD UJ LD OT1 ID G U1 

22_CTTGjrnu i cnn^eiTi^cirujj <s*t r>j cr»n Cl u ldld rreTneyr 
G^ifil uiCgu . 

What use singing the praise of these 
mortals who hold themselves and 
their wealth in great esteem, "when the 
lord of celestials, Krishna, my father, 
resides in Kurungudi surrounded by 
fertile fields? (2) 

g^i£Igl| Gp63Trry ^GUGong, ljCU 2fiHL^IG^fTn)| 
0651^ iQ cu rrcij uGl i mb 
£%rhi A&tt GufTGSTGijiT fTflencrr 

i£ljb&u Gunui 

AjJjluj ffcCUCO GlirrcifT 9»wfl C).3bfTG33l(h) 

LlGudrlTAIlGTr! 
<7^n mncufli ih uni go irrein 

O Poets of sw^eet heavenly excellence! 
When the lord of the celestials, our 
lord is there to show the W 3 v for <tll 
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times, you stoop to sing a mortal's 
praise! Of what use is it? (3) 

6T65T STgiOjCTlfin J)fTClT)CTT(5i^5jLJ Cel_JfT^]LD 

L|6U6{)iT&rr6Tr? 

iDGfTGSTn' LDCufljCD fJU LJfTiq.LJ LJ CD l_ <9>(<5)lb 

Gu0lQ QljIT06TT? 
idswA (tpm efii cm crar skit 

^MTangjcniuu uniqCTTrrcvi 
cjt na,Coj ClftnesarQ ii 

Q<9LUUjrTGciHDU_|t£) Q^aCTT^TTjClD. 

O Poets who sing the glories of 
ephemeral man! How much do you get, 
and how long does it last? Praise the lord 
of radiant crown. Making you his own, 
he will provide you for all times. (4) 

Q<9jfTGn(6TTjLD LIUJOTT /*CO (^USHu 

<^lcnfrgj^jG?rreyr Ooeus^eyig, 
cucncncu nAibjijg^ cunujcmD 

qevjcfiirAncn 

Q&>ncTTGTT& (OjGnrriGn £g\jg jt CcLe^uvibipi 

CTCUCunu) .5)010 CdftfT^j £$G\J CT«JT 

•njOTcncu, LDGreflciiCTsncnjTdn a,G3Tcr»C3TA 

Cl/Jffcucu cuibifiCcsin. 

O Poets with mastery over words! 
You waste it in praising vile useless 
trash as great fortune! Come and 
praise the benevolent lord-most* 
perfect. He shall provide for your 
needs without diminishing. (5) 

embt/jlcar Ljojcfjir! rr^jtb Qimij cu0Sb$a» 

GjmCl<3UJ$)i £2_ujibi£lG<yjTrr; 
^,'U3 LDftn £>_fru^l(£jfkO CMCUGiili ^uCuir^j 
GtbnAM^lCfiarnii); 
n^Jlh ^GBT ffjGfil QAfTGOTTQ f^LD ^gf* i H 

Q^ujojld <n«5)^^n<s\j 
Clfloi l6W a, i_ft (ip iq erdn /f£)0infTgyi<9»03 

C/>0C id . 

Come, Poets! Exercise your body 
and hands and live. Nobody is rich 
in this wide Earth, we have seen. 
Let each praise his chosen god. It 
will all reach my Tirumal finally, 
the lord of radiant crown. (6) 


C<50li) Q&fTGDL. q<9,Up CTCUGDCU 

Cu0ih 2_CDV.UJ iSilJfTCDOTT t ^|GUGV»r T €U,lD l P2? J 

lli rr<rST 

mnrfl ^^ctstiu on*, ld ncu cusrfj 

^)cwr Cgjncn ciGVQi 
unfflcO tfjarr Ljj)«njT)«^ujLJ lj* 115 

Qi_irTiu^(rn Gu<*>CqJ' 

The limitless lord of great munificence 
bears a thousand names. He alone is 
worthy of my praise. I cannot utter 
blatant lies over mortals, such as, “Your 
arms are like mountains!”, “Your hands 
are like rain clouds!”. (7) 

GcmiSldr «noSli jstuj G^ncrfl L SWcr>c3iA0 

idcmtitcttcp^ 

r^tuj Qu0ld i.|Aip tfrcuencu ^Gun^jCn 

l jnunjCu ff,lJ 

AHOJlD ^GlJGTT <5]fTCrr i jgGr>GJ3 T «3»<£$ ,lJ 

L|0lb ArTg,®’ 6 * 

inniu iDt^flaCT'ia GTG5T ClfMTCVJCVJ GijGuGcutftfT. 

CDruLQ^nsj^Gu • 

The great lord of limitless glories is the 
spouse of Nappinnai with bamboo- 
slender arms. My heart longs to cast 
this body and reach his feet. So ho w 
can I sing about a mortal man? (8) 

GunujCl< 9 ,rTQfjiQ lc itcuTI i ld lj (Ti gu 

^ G uj cji ^ cuGeu<^J 

^ajGiAfTGSOTi £n eucneneu 

<H63TaG^ ffl_. ^ b * 1 ' 

flfriu OftncjjTi 11410 »n&\{h{ty 

cunG?ncun j^/tl <&" lL| 

A fh cirn (*JlQ a, (tot ci^rqj cfif^liD 

Oy 0 ih r£l cn n;i r^l ^ IP' 

I was not born to sing in praise of mort* 1 ^ 
man. The generous discus-lord of g ,e ‘ lf 
virtues is my subject. He provides me *' 
my life here and hereafter, and even £*' L 
me charge ol Indra’s kingdom. 
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/9cnn^i£1s3Tf0j ljcvi r^nsn 2_aj£h@ii> j$ev 2_l_cu 
rfJftil^LjCunLU 

CI«3(njT|TjiQ^t3Tg3] <5,6T3 t( 5 ^dmoih 

ALpluuncyr crrcraTeajfl, 

€Ji«S3Tf5l6J>G3Tt/)l £L_C\J<!Mil U CD(_ 

^^uSI G ot tj) (2) 

cr cj i rg i uD <rr esr rry ih LOfTjO/TJfT^rfjCUfT <st£) 

v70(2)Cm? 

Considering the needs of all beings 
that spend long days of journey in 
this body, the lord made many stations 
for sweet rest. Being his poet forever, 
can I sing for any one else? (10) 

GjfT)Clu(f^ii) t.|0>tp ffurreaTffun ft <3 dir 

£h CmJiJT I ucJT 3\ [ 

(7T(T)(2)li) OtJ^fTjLb -J^Vp GUCWT 

/>l C<5iiTuff57 Q^acu 

C]ri-)(£)li> Cl I0US ^^fJ^gjiCTT ^(KDtfuujlii 

g>it uftgd 

cjTn^C 1 L|<Mp Q<5ftc\jcvi cueucurrrr^^ 

^'cucncvj ^CTTLoCin. 

This decad of the perfect thousand 
songs by famous Kurugur city's 
Satakopan addressing Krishna, 
glorious lord of the celestials, gives 
freedom from rebirth to those who 
can sing it. (11) 

3.10 / Svapadesam : The auspicious 
end to the Prologue 

Canmampala | Surati \ Ekam 

flC3T<Dli> t. iSUUfiU G1<9 UJgj OGDCtf 1LJUl_{^1 <5 

A1 >»I ri/» milieu, 

^oc^jicanLfi S'ufiTH uj ffunen, 

<5,ct3t(^I C.^freffST^ i |cn ©cufTijjgjj 

22_ cu^Llou 

Gu^TSToniD 2- •*" 111 ^flifjonri 

iDnctiLj i ieni 

iTjcincnif! 2—<*im lUGutii ^ri urfcuu Curb® 
5if763T tfgjft ^cnn^Q.} j^ffuGcn. 

Tlie Garuda-riding lord with conch, 
discus, bow, mace and dagger, took 


many Avataras in this fair world, 
to rid the world of the clannish 
Asuras. T am fortune-favoured to 
praise him and lack nothing. (1) 

0€tf>0)61| (5)CVJ £)t_fbJ GftfTCTT ^f]6t| 

cjrfjl &cir C&najs ClfiiigjfTifjcnnftfficraT 
CD0LJfilicin’ GuiTGU6p>IT Gllin^j L|Ctfin(Ttj,5) 

6£>Glfl LDOlfLciJ £55TCtfa763T, AOTTTGnnCTT 

<3,«nn<D £_gt>i_u qGTTCfficrrft 

Anujpjflj e^ihioncsi 

rQtf><D qAip uniq ll| ii> ^s^u|.a|ib 

ujnen (ipilQ ^cuGgjt. 

The lord of radiant gem hue, my 
Krishna, perlorms Yoga on a serpent 
bed in the deep ocean with half-closed 
lotus eyes. Riding the red-beaked 
Garuda, he came and destroyed many 
foes. Singing and dancing his praise, 
I am freed from want. (2) 

CiP v -(? tSP* LlCVJ & '"<*££1 e- A; ibmuAesT 

25_if) HI 

C»,€Ticart ^(ipcna, r^dn unejneu, 
agsAg^uj ^(tTjibi j 0iG3icntai 

tfulQ ,f*lk£Vp Q6S3\ (Ipl^UinCJDGTT 

GiiKsutfh)^! ^cucin 

. ili tSlGTtfeDcrr ^cnflQiiifr^e^jii njndfT gtott 
tf>C3T;3,gi)'-l Ufflcil ^CVjGgTT. 

The lord of the three worlds is sweet as 
a sugarcube, milk, fruit, honey, 
sugarcane, and ambrosia. He enjoys his 
creation endlessly at all times. Becoming 
his devotee, I have not a care left. (3) 

ufl«M £§J*5!f/)l ain<."3SienfiBiw*> ct(,5t«)) 

«£l bii rrji 

^•flLjfTiii Cdrr)0GjiOTyii) ida^jld iS1«rrgQ]LD 

Guff ft OftlTt^Cuui, 

Qurr(f^ dflcnrnu ligiksiigi^ Ai_rrc-fi1uj innujcnai. 
^ujcneaT, Cli_incifi 

^iflllSIcDcSn ^<ij7,^,CT>G5TU Llff) (f)l U.I fTGSI 
.(gc^rriGujgjiii) £} L .n ^cuGrti. 
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The lord who rides the Garuda bird 
wields a golden discus. He fought 
many wars against the mighty Bana, 
to protect the good Siva, Kumara and 
Agni. Praising him, “O Achyuta, Hari, 
Gopala!”, I have no despair. (4) 

^L.fT ^drrr^Guj ^>0rt.nsn 

GTSUGXJfT 2_6O0LD LU 

ui_nrq*Lpu urriT£,g»GpiLb cn6u^<s>c^iLh 
a_UCH QP, G<2)IT <S>L_G0 

<9>i_rr SpjGiflujmu r^GJTfD g)iff5Tgy6T>i_^ Gstr^luSku 

C<D6iJ^I«3)«tT lSlGTTGD6TT5>CiDGn 

cut Qcun0ii> Oa»ncnr0 QKnQd&zucnesiiLt 

6^€5Tg)Jlh gJUJfT ^GoCgJT. 

With ease on the same day in the same 
moment he drove the chariot with 
Arjuna and the Brahmin, beyond all 
this and entered his glorious world, 
and gave the Brahmin his son. So 
I end despair and praise him. (5) 

gjujn rfjjco * 9 it_rr£jacrf) C<9fT$ 

1^1 fiiJTjl) 6UfedifflC (QfOftCfflJ 
gJUJlflou iDCxSlujli) LDcafl <9 ft l 9 0 60 liSl GV> 
G^rTCSTlf))* <9bfTC5(Tr Qiljb&l 

gJUJO^i^dT 5,G3T Q^UjGlif^lcjICVJ 2_GU<£1 cu 

L| fh 2-.UJ5.0Lh *A Lnw^c^ . 

glJUirKD ^6VJ tfsCfiPCOTTCffr, UDfTaJOTT L J&ljp) 

UJOffST ££.17 5JCJTULD ^cuGott. 

Without the slightest blemish on his 
natural radiance the lord appeared in a 
mortal form on this wretched Earth, 
performed many a mighty task, and 
established his divinity. Praising 
Krishna, the mountain of glory, I am 
freed of despair. (6) 

^jlOTUjfipih :vcfnt iftp.i. .jeh^ui 0a ujqSIG iTM^n 
^UJ, £. f 5H ) LU 

^cinLjuj^ciuCleijij] 1 i^>cu sunor 

5i6lJ Hihfh ^1 5. (ST^lL , 

S_ u ■'i\*». . i, 1 1 I Cm jCu 

tnnui LDUJA05>5icrrrrGvi 
,@cij G^6?DcnuJffll0 

2_Gni..ujrrc3J6TiTLj Quffjrrjj Gj^jib ^cufiuQi j^cvCcvr. 


Through his many tricks of Maya he 
made the Karmas, — of pleasure and 
pain, — the worlds and the countless 
souls, the lowely Hell and the sweet 
Heaven. All this is his cosmic Lila-play, 
so I end despair and praise him. (7) 

^gvjcuco §}C 0 £gejm_iii 6Tf&0ii) 

<5><iP<2> cSH LD IT 6^)dfl UJ (J3T 

c S^jGuC0 LDOjn LD5.CT1 CuiTA LDuja0*5j6rt 

inu> (0ir)0L£> ^liuondn 
CTCusncu (gj'GvJ ic^cJ^&cn (CTjrTCfTin ^AG^ 
Oaitgsjt^I cTC\j4vjrr<g, 5>0iiifijAiSTf,ii Q^uj 
crojenevj £*;•'-■ LDnuj&riOTT, ^GjineOTTC^Grr^ ^nen 
lurrcn *pn ^i5>a»tf> 

Krishna the doer of all, delights in the 
glances of Lakshmi. Pure delight 
beyond measure, a spread of beautiful 
radiance, lord of boundless knowledge, 
he is self-illumined. Praising his feet, 
I am freed of despair. (8) 

gjAAih (CTjirGns &ri n eperfl (iprr^,$ 

gjjipmij <3Hfc\s(Tki5>Cv> Qu(f*)tnfT63T 
lSI5i5, UG\J LD fTUJ th] 61 CTT fTCu 60*017,2,0) Cl5UJg>l 

GcVIGTUlQih S_ (fT^CVl Cl<9,n6TOT(i^ 

fb5>5. tSIgnGerm^l (ip^curro, 6TC\jCun0ib 

G7CDCU U-] LD *fcOTT63)l6TT 

<^>5. <9. •Spi (i^l rbj <9: 60 f ri 5, ciiCD GurTcyxsno 
Clu0(r)j 6 ^oti^jlD £>6nrrcn 

The lord of Tulasi garland, a radiant 
form of total knowledge, by his 
wondrous glory appears in many 
famous spots, and sports on Earth, 
then swallows Siva, Brahma, and all 
else in a trice. Praising his feet, T have 
overcome despair. (9) 

gjffmTGH ^CTTf^lCuj GiGCTrruiX) crni^O) » 

5)Gjfl(ip5jGV> (G^rrcnib c]?snnjn uj 

^CTTGVI C3-) l I _| 6 VJ OTTftCTT 

^r0umoj€<D5 1 ujrTFu c ^{np6L| < s^»l4 u ^ ° 
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cucrtfT rT.^cjncsT (^pfT^^Icnuuu u£]rii<g,CTT 

*i-env 

<£lGnn 6 ^ of] ld mu otscji , agUiITm jiSDCSTvih < 3,1107 urnn 9 
UUfTCTT CTGaTfrjjLD G*Q ^guGcst. 

The first-cause lord of effulgent 
knowledge, pervader of all, stands as a 
formless being unknown to the five 
senses. He is the radiant Krishna, 
effulgent icon, the orbs and the 
elements. I have attained him, and 
overcome my pall. (10) 

G«,0 aJcu e&I^Lgu L^jjps, C<9><9Qjonc3T 

(#)(r^< 9 svrri <5i_C<g,nu65T Cl 3 ffCarrcTT 

uni_cu sjfT ^uSlfjgigjiCTT ug>g>im 

ul£1it){D cucucufiff*^ <&cndp 
(TjCatfT^^I—G5T <9ifTfolTol, 
iTjCucaflCTiL s<^it^£| uffraT&rafl 
gS 0 ld Clunr)j4b<£lg> OpGijcu^A^ib 

5 >^,ib Cp>(ff> 'b f Tiu<!J>Cifl. 

This dccad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan on the perfect 
Kesava, praised by town and country, 
gives his glory and grants liberation 
and world- soverignty forever. (11) 

4.1 / Svapadesam : Invocation to 
Tirunarayana 

Orunayakam \ Natakurinji \ 
Rupakam 

ffjffUJ <5 jLD ITILI 2_.GU(5) 2-L.C3T 

^CDfTL.CUIT, 

rr^jrruj aG iiriff,<5i Affcurr, ^lCT><S^Ui 

U ITCD C3TUJ IT 

Qu^ rr^rrQ^l Arrorar, ^lOfiinirmSlCcu iS1<sc«n5 gjiris 
Qa nor cun 

^1(1^5,noeiraTcirr onrush ArrffuiiiQufr)^ /)£*£»•$•£, 

£> 111 ub ifJl G <sjt it . 

Contemplate, quick, the teet of 
Tirunarayana and arise! For, 
monarchs who rule the world as one 
empire, do one day go begging. 


leg bitten by a black bitch, bowl 
broken, shamed and scorned by the 
world. (1) 

2_lULDl6lG3T ^IcD^ClftfTCOTTnijjgj] CT63T£U 2_CU(<!7) 
^OTCTl.GlIff ^iDcrunCiu 
frib ^G^SfGnG ii LDL_cuncnriu lSI rr >it ClAircrrcn^ 
fTtb 

C1ciuLi£)ot c^xsrfl ClciiuSlci) ^ncri^Lb Guntur 
^flruo^lcinu it^cn 

Cl5im£le3T (ipi43> $(ff)LDITCDGU 6{il£Drjrb0)j ^14 
GfllTLSlGoTIT. 

Come quick and join the feet of the 
lord with a radiant crown! They 
who ruled the world over vassals 
who paid them tribute, now leave their 
harems for others to enjoy their queens, 
and spend their days in misery under 
the blazing forest Sun. (2) 

^UvGtffl (ipi4.uSlc3Tn t ITACfr (b fTLD 

Cl o, nip 

(ipij<5irii0,ciT (ipipiD5>gji ^u-iihu 

g 

Clurnq.GtfiT ^j^bcmriijLj Currcun^cn; 

QlTjn^CldX>63X 

<£Mq G^rr gjjLprruj AGvJtfrcffaTCTT <9,ip6\j^6rr 

■V CDGyilSlGcDfT. 

Quick, think of the fragrant Tulasi- 
wreathed Krishna’s feet. They who 
ruled over other kings who touched 
their feet, with great kettledrums 
rumbling in their porticos, have 
become pulverised to dust. (3) 

I^CDCDUUfTCD t_|«£l6V, 0>L.CU <rn&<3>G'$lC3T 

gjHT3mDG«TC\SlGVJ LI cuff 

CTGnOTitfjCajfrn 2_«5ifbj*tcn,iD S2—6u<^) 

£»l£ 1 <bi5 511 ** 

U3CD6SIULJIT6U LD^nll^ &\ffi Lflfflil^CU 

^Gucwncu lDfha)]<3> ACTSTlq cum 
uGDOrr#, 5)ircn id< 3> <5,<nflnp| ^lIl.cdCST ufffljm 
LlCSafllSlGGlJTIT. 
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Begin to count, the kings that have come 
to rule the Earth over the ages and left 
arc more numerous than the grains of 
sand in the dunes. Other their forts razed 
to the ground, nothing do we see or hear 
of them. Worship the feet of the lord 
who killed the rut-elephant. (4) 

l j633fll£!c3r 

cnuib usncrO 

Qldcvt 0 ip 6 \jmT )&> 

653TL, nn 

gjicrefl (ipdfruj njrrcu, lj c\j cjcnipiufl ^nib 

Cl<30JGUn 

LDcnf! i£]s7reo^i Cmcjfl f^ijb iDnujCDGin Cufi 

O^ncuciS) cufTipiElCcnn. 

They who enjoyed sweet union with 
coiffured dames, — who vied with one 
another to give favours on soft cool 
flowery beds, — do now roam wearing 
a loin-cloth, scorned and laughed at by 
all. Live by uttering the name of the 
lord of radiant gem-hue. (5) 

GunypjjjgjfTrraGrr rrjjp rbgjgjj iDfUDCniy 

LorrujjbgiJ n>nujr*)£jj 

<5U > ipfb£)'TP CTTCn rQj ^CUGUfTGVj, J)l (ip§jCVJ 

®6ST£JJ <^EU$ujn 
sumjp^ejrrJTAisTT Cvn^OjQ^ j^iirjun ctotu^i 

^Cucncu; i£lff)(g)f51cu 

c^ljfT <9>Lfi)LJCnCTfl ^ u*. uj oj rr 

^jlfiCOTTfT. 

Those lived well did so like bubbles in a 
mighty shower. Those who have lived 
forever are naught. If you wish to live 
well and remain, serve the lord who 
reclines in the deep ocean. (6) 

.i'f-, v* CD Q.1 

2_.Gnn(^l ^rtrt^Lblcai 
CliDcn Clicrrip um curia iSlcingjith 

jfl^l ip cu n rr 

fnflcTT cnoa,^ (fgJurQjGiirr; 

C^niSon gjjLpnuj (ip<q <£>\$ c^ib CLan$ 

(^ctfsiPij&Cucn. 


After feasting well on six-taste-meals 
they w'ho would feast again, — cajoled 
by sweet-tongued nymphs, — now go 
begging from house to house for a 
morsel. Recall the glories of our 
Tulasi-wreathed lord. (7) 

0C55RD ClAnGiT rfjlcnfr) qa>ip iDOTicnn 
QftnGnLai5,i_fc3T 

2_€VJ(2j 3*1,^(2) 

^oucDcrr gGuc^nn 
iDOTTOD Q*nG53Ti_ GurT0,0)gj lAG31.J3flqLD 

LScncwaacn; iSctTO) ^cuCDGu 
ue u rri£i Cl<5>fTGn ^cDcreruinesT 

^(ftjjhirLDLD lj iq tfilGcnn. 

Even good benign kings of canopied 
fame, who make generous grants, may 
win goodwill and rule in fragrant 
happiness, but they too must one day 
fall. Learn the names of the serpent- 
couch lord, for permanence. (8) 

uuj ldchc^j lj£\j acvjot u[bG0n^ <?}}&> 
ggiDqcvitan Ocuci^Q)] 

O-Siq LDGTTC5)] Anujib IT} nrTA^LO ^^(^3 

c^cijcmetsi ^cvjcunii 

(*>•* iocin$rytb ^icn ^Giirr^^Lb cruj^lujii 
i^GhcurracTT; lScttcl) ( ^g\jCD6' j 
Cla>ni4 logitL jGTT e_eru ^ctjtctutgxj 
A ipCOAcrr 

Even those who cut attachments, tame 
their senses, and mortify their bodies, 
— till weeds grow on them, — are left 
without a goal; they enjoy a spell ot 
heaven, then return. Reach for the 
Garuda-banner lord, and then there is 
no return. (9) 

•2)2*1* crimen £ Cl Cffjnvh^l 

iTffuC\JfTd' 

gyrrjj&cu crejrgyii, J 

«5» ljujGD ^cugnic^CaiGU 
f^GTKJJTClJgjl Gjlrt uifT^LD 5 >-J.jjTL mb: 
LSlGjrrgjiib 

UDfTji^Gu gfi} rrfFCTxrnu urTjrf)) cfili itgEW 6 ^ 

c^fh 1 
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Seers who contemplate on consciousness, 
giving up all else, do attain the heaven 
of Atman. But memory remains, and 
drags them back to passions, and 
then there is no liberation. Hold on to 
the feet of the deathless lord, for that 
alone is liberation. 0^) 

1 1 £>_LUUJU LJ(£)lfi % CTGJJ7 !TD ASrijTC37ie37 

Ai£6\j acttCicgu 

■•'’.•in. Clumflcu 

0i_Cfi>nu63T ^cpUcncucu 

Gaitc u<2>£j /"ft Q^rrc^L-U 

UlT^ffO $GT>GU LJgjg^lLD 
tSrfAairuiCO A/pucv" JQP giiujii Gufiuj 

2 E_ iy uj rb u itcu G o. 

This decad of the beautiful thousand 
songs, by Satakopan of dense flower- 
groved Kurugur, is addressed to the 
feet of Krishna, sole refuge. Those 
who learn it shall rise from deep 
despair and be elevated. (11) 

4.2 / The Mother: The Third 

Seperation 

Balanai \ Mohana \ Rupakam 


O, The vicious snare trapping my 
daughter! She asks for the fragrant 
Tulasi from the feet of the lord, — who 
unabashedly played amorous sport with 
cowherd-girls of tendril-thin waists. (2) 

UfT ^UJCU CcliAi ££jC\J tCITCnOJ UCVJ 0ACTG7CT 
G^jGU I7A6TT lDCT (tpc/ldlCT ^GDCT) (CTjA 
C<3GU I4C1UCU <£♦!(oloib CluntfJT gjJ ipfTUJ 

(TT <£3T G fQ 

rStSTCkJ LD H G\J C A fTCTT dJl ffJULI n il 14 G UJ 631 

G A n6inftGu.i. 

O The heavy pall! My daughter 
cries for the golden-hucd Tulasi 
garland adorning the lotus feet of the 
lord, — whose praise is sung by Vedic 
seers and celestials. (3) 

Cact^jJ ^GVi GfJGrijT t_|Alj) QaTTvouT^I <91Du9a6TT 
Cu&fhJAcn O^ctevjoSIlj 61^50^^ iSInncri, UIJOTT 
unftfbJAC" Cldcu crtuib Ouctot 

gj^rruj crcriCrD 

G^gjinncO ^ij?Gfil«ncnGuj«T g>i~jb C^croflGuj. 

My sinful daughter with long arms 
prates only of the golden Tulasi garland 
on the radiant feet of the lord, — who 
is praised by raving philosophers. (4) 


UrTfiVOTT urfleij 

<31 c *- 3 ™ 10 

*"* &*>** ClDCi* *«*■ 

<,T CfrCcT) 

U)LDHCu CuCuGtjlCB^GJtClUtfSf ^ L 

Alas, My frail daughter swoons, asking 
for the cool Tulasi from the feet of 
the lord, — who swallowed the 
seven worlds with ease, an s ept as a 
c hild on a tig leaf. 

jEkicwai 

^liCl u> iffo' 1 ® 

cn ctt<b &><•!) n 

** *„c.* *.-* *"*» c *2° 

(*•>#> Gfil«n« ruJ ^ nj “ Cuj 


C^fTcifl Can 61fi3Tcrf«nQufT(5il® <ny> 

§& 

Ca fTGrfl uj rrir C atcu cuerriin (A>i a 

An. g ^iijrnjt 

AHCTT ^GDGmGtDCU t ^4vM' 1 <^LD ftJLpfTUJ 

CTGSlCfp 

fbCT^li) CT, fTCTT cm^,^lG3Trr)A)fTG0 ffTCJT g)G3T 

iDttftCij. 

My pretty .daughter weakens day by 
day, thinking of t he cool Tulasi garland 
on the feet of the lord, — the cowherd- 
prince who danced with pots killed 
seven bulls for Nappinnai’s hand. (5) 

u>n2>irionu>CTjnDi CltsnirasyJ', 

^Ifl AriCUftgiJ CTin 

L )fTg,t^jA<rrr Cldcu ****** cnLiib Oi icran ^iLpmu 

CTcriCfT) 

b p^jO) mneu CTIU^^CJTCTT G Ifadl ACJT tot CTi65f)ftGtl I, 
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My daughter has become mad repeating 
her desire for the golden Tulasi on the 
feet of the lord, — who took the form 
of a boar in the beginning of creation, 
and lifted beautiful Earth-dame from 
deluge waters. (6) 

l£>l_fT)6r)g]6<DlD dl C 33 T <9jt£lC\jS} $ H<£)«T»Cn 

£jL_li ClAfTGTT gjITIT IDtTniSlaflco C(DClJ5)5)GUrT 
n Gifl gstCb ld cu 

Cl 11_ ID Cl 3: fTCTT UljtT) ££331 ^LD gj Ip ITUJ 

iDCuira»C<5, g>cucn 
ID l_ fhJ (<9} LO ffCU , ClifTCtT l^jfljcSrT CTQ1 

iDLAQ&miCu. 

O Ladies of radiant forehead! My 
foolish daughter pines away for the 
cool fragrant Tulasi garland on the feet 
of the lord, — who bears the lotus- 
dame Lakshmi on his chest. (7) 

Cl< 9 >rribi_| CufiGv $<&>£ Ourr(n)il(TJi ^cunijGn* 

fb&n 

CTrfl 2—{u$,g>G)in <5>rrcTT ^GDCiraiGincu 

cu ldi_| fi>crar c^mlD ^jLprTuj iucuna>G* 

fbllU^lDfTGU JjircaT $&bl9y CTG3T Q<5luG*65T, 

O Ladies, what shall I do? She covets 
only the fragrance-wafting Tulasi 
garland on the feet of the lord, — who 
gutted Lanka with his arrows, for the 
love of beautiful Sita. (8) 

«p>fT Oi »CT«n Qumroi 

fbcO^Gufrr; 

CTfbi^ jCcjd C<9ncuGyiC<*F><arr mncjr Ouri}rr) 

sjcnipctnuj? 

^MTilCT CiJT 63}j LD ' } D GTffingjjli); g)|lpffU> 

ctdn ld ; 

^;r»iif>uGcJT ClariGug^jib i jacu cicJn 

OaujC<9jC3T? 

O Ladies, you too have daughters 
whom you bring up with love. How 
shall I describe my poor one’s plight? 


She prates about conch, discus, and 
Tulasi, on and on, by day and by night. 
Alas, what shall I do? (9) 

CTOTT C^LLlC^OT? CTC5T<gT)]C3H_LJ GuCTldJj CTCST 
CsjfTLOCTTLfi 

CTOpr ClflfTCUGyjlD CTG3T CU0(Lplb ^ cu cu cjrr; 

lilcsr Q &uj LjjQrar iDfTrri^OTTejr AcjncyCTOT ^ipcu 

&}$(un 

ClLjfTG3T Cldiuj i icryi Oldgst (ipcarcu*^ ctgstjqi 
C id g 61 u_| C id . 

What shall I do, O Ladies? My foolish 
tender one does not heed my words, 
nor obey my commands. She withers 
for the Tulasi garland from the 
jewelled Krishna’s feet, as the only 
proper ornament for her gold- 
girdled breasts. (10) 

Cll£>©Slu-|LD Cff>fTUJ $n 0 »(/>yf. £>0) AGaSTSOTCST 
ftipcu acttGidcu 

iDoSl gAip cucirr i ns eu G^nucin 

Cl 8 fTGVJ 

@u U&gjjU) CU CuSU<W" 

iDGlSl Uj<9> t Lp CU fTGSTCU h(h(S^ ^Glj ft JfjCU 

C^nsncuCu-i- 

This decad of the thousand beautiful 
songs by Satakopan of beautiful 
Kurugur city, is addressed to Krishna’s 
feet, the cure for love-sickness. Those 
who can sing it will be fitting company 
for celestials. (ll) 

4.3 / Svapadesam : The Fourth 
Union 

Kovai | Sriranjatii \ Adi 

Gflincjncu ojrruificn CiinfrTjil^l 
'D«£lcn 

G*nc.ncu cSiu.g ilcncu *■ _»’ 

(OjGo r*,Gu LDirciriGJT iDrr^ui j ■ 

LijCTlCll GUUHT l£n gjdcfill i 

Gi in^,n6U CiiGaaifTtiGAteGar^iiib fClcrn 

^csnoj iafiiijnib CidgtiI 

Gicyi Cfhicr^aGLD. 
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O Lord! You battled a horde of bulls 
for coral-lipped Nappinnai, you killed 
Lanka’s king with your arrows and 
the rutted elephant with its tusk, — 
what though I have not worshipped 
you with fragrant flowers and water; 
my heart is the cool sandal paste for 
your flower-like face. (1) 

ib *rrJbgj ctctt Qfi>i67)0CiD; 

l_|GT>6$lU_JLb *>6337633^ VTCngj|6ir»i_uj 

curT(£T<3,ii> Qoib ld fTCiri g\j G lu ; 

GufTCTT utl® ^)o 0 oG^; 

Cg,0ib ^gjtt)*cu gyu> 

CT63T OsUjenaGLU 

rrffQT, ^fTcui-b £L_i5hpr>>g, 

CTt^«D g> «7* Qprr^,<^)0>G0,. 

For my lord, — who swallowed the 
Universe, then made it, — my heart is the 
sandal paste, my poem is a fining garland 
and also his radiant vestment. My folded 
hands are his big radiant jewels. (2) 

670, c 

Qprirfry ugu Qpii&fl 

s4>g*J <3^, 

0L«t 

Ib'TAlb 6J[jf)) <9>l_^ij6TT 

gjjuSlearn) fbffQfTujGnrrGGjT! a_«7T 

.fn/fc.b (ip>D£)itb r^<*«2>g*l -cwl-aAI 

^cucuco iDrruj0).$>G0,. 

O Narayana! You become the One, 
the Two, the Three, and the Many, 
then the five elements, the twin orbs, 
and all the souls. Then you mounted a 
serpent and slept in the ocean! By filling 
your presence into my body, my soul 
has overcome its misery. (3) 

LOfTUjtfjtfjGVl <7TG3TflGnrfl CU 77 UJ (IpCDCu 

ID 77 U J U GlJUJ &_LlSl IT 

‘Dnujgjg, i>y*> inrmGan! 

curTiDOTiGcsr! innajcun! 

CSV lDOC^CVj 0<5,n400T2_63 TCTUk5TIJ 

Gi ingjfTcvj fftj(rj3TrbjC0,Cc^Tcynb ii)ch 

p>Gm Lnn<ar>G\j OibQ (ipujA^ij 

t **4tfTC»jA CTwn^ji a liSlGlJ 


O Chief of the cowherd clan! 
O Madava! O Vamana! Killer of the 
poison-breasted ogress Putana, I do 
not worship you thrice a day with 
fresh flower garlands; my life is a 
wreath worthy of being wrapped on 
your crown. (4) 

0>b3jl65ofl GTGJTg,! 2_uSl(T; 0>n , £ ) 6V) 

0,63T0>0 C<9fT^) (ipi^ (IptfjCUfT 
<TT6T3T ^gc\J UC\J ACUCSTA^CtTjlb; 

ejgyjib ^67u_imLb ,$1^; 
g)6 TOT CTgfl (TpGL|GU(5)lCl 

0.673T67JT63T 6TID l 9 (jncjl, CTlDLOnCTT, 

< 9 >rrc\j 5A5> <J0 > gj<TGQ}8>G&. 

For Krishna, my lord, who bears the 
wheel of time, my life is the perfect 
garland, my love his radiant crown. 
His countless jewels and his vestments 
are also my love. Even the praise the 
three worlds sing is my love. (5) 

ffirrcu a 4 . 0 »q£tCl£«rr@ CIcucott 

0f^]0,Lb «n«Si ejrb^ornuj! 

(Cbncuuh (ipfDgjjib s_t61 cjp 

ffjfTfjrriusrciGcn! crc3Tnr}j CTCTnpj 
6p)C\jib ib^GST ^Gmp$g,ncu 

c^OTTrryib cimijirujn^^ijib 
C^ifTeVJlb ^LD ITT677 0*6370^(0-, 2_63T 
0 i ld cu ld ^ G3T<rn cm o 0 , tp C cu. 

O Narayana, you swallowed the 
Universe, then made it. I cry and call 
out, “O Bearer of the Wheel-of-time 
and the white conch!” Even if nothing 
happens by it, your tinkling lotus-feet 
become my head’s ornaments. (6) 

AipCUtfidT l£,L_LO LD6331 

O 0i (7 6337 L GaDCU Cu ITlD 637 f7! 

(0)6310 0.jpcu 67>010«1_LJI )6ljnn0i<>*i7 
36U f^63TJ71 IDfimGcSl! 

ofiltrui Otfirren u^id 06357(^1 

67;2,0)LOnLlCi_ CcjT^Jlb 2L. 637 
2J_6310 00,11677 G0n^l<j SL_(ff)67Jlb 

<71637637^ “>*,- • l ?I ClDCuG<5i. 
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O Lovely Manikin! You extended your 
tinkling feet and took the Earth. O 
Lord who gives refuge to those who 
come with folded hands! I do not 
worship you with fragrant flowers and 
water. Yet your mysterious radiance 
stands guard over my soul. (7) 

CrGJTCJTgj] . .. ; j 1 ClDC^GULUnuj! 

Gjff Q&niSTT fjg 
(Lpfb^jii) ,^<£1 jglarrrn 

perron ^prrjjcClujnuj! 

£_CjT£5rgjj CTflrccSTgtl i'tLILD; 

CTTG3TG3Tgj 2_C3TQTgjj ^cfllujlD; 

@67TC3T «D OTyrCSSrG LD GfTfT) rruu 

STTCSTfry 2_CDffl»A SUGuCcuGgOT? 

Filling the seven fair worlds, you 
become them all. O Luminous icon of 
knowledge, borne by my soul! My soul 
is yours, your soul is mine; how can 
I say how? (8) 

2>_GT>0A(9i G11 Qj G G\J G3T ^JCuCguGSTJ £_ GJT 

2_cuuuj .V©i> ClcucinGTTtf^GflT 

<oZTi (jD LLI G\J GJj/)lG63T63T; 

Ljc^rjuij ^Gurr^, urjiixigGon; 

CluntL un(GT)*u.Cfj; 

CVCniT^t^) nSGUC\J GuQCSTLDaaGn 

GJ&t&i m rfGg^l LD GJ^jj4^1G€5TCffT. 

I am not fit to describe your infinite 
glory-flood. When will I reach its banks? 
Alas, I swoon with love. O Lord of 
faultless effulgence, you arc indifferent 
to me. Great and good celestials stand 
and sing your praise; I too sang. (9) 

cjup 2 _cu(<S)ld 

(Lpfnrrjji/i , L^c^cDGsriLiib 

5,irc£jjiii 5>63TCin<an 

C7 iba> O&fr «*»0(f) cTiugjiii)? 
GgjGiryib i in^yjib diGtfTGoTeyj id 

ujngrjiiij crib i9lgncr>«TGu i 

tja^Gajrcn, ujncjfT a lUcunGon. 


Even if I sine his praise, and all the 
seven worlds join, and the lord 
himself began to sing too, would we 
come to an end? Lord, sweet like milk, 
honey, sugar and ambrosia! I only 
sang that I may rejoice. (10) 

2_liJGt| £_UfTOJvh ID02DJ C<5jlf)l , 

Gi GoOl (»ifT 6j«J C J3T , l.p GVJ/T> frilG I fl CU 

C 01LJ UJ &) fTLD GiD f] ill LJ Lp«3Td3j 

O^carffjTgsT rvr*)< 3 *invj jl Cam jtin 
CumL CgGu unLCu JH,u9g5)/tyai 

^enciiLtiLb u^^jld cucvjcvjniTAGn 
cneuaJib LDOTr , 

6$ G33TGuoj! LD ^GTTGufT UP CTiT ^yif Gu. 

This decad of the faultless thousand 
songs by Satakopan of Kurugur 
with lotus fields is addressed to the 
feet of Krishna, sole refuge. Those 
who can sing it will rejoice here 
and rule over Heaven. (11) 

4.4 / The Mother : The Fourth 
Seperation 

Nlannai \ Ahiri \ Misra Chapu 

ij5OT7T<.iD«JirT ^(n^rbg)] ip rrcfiTI, 

Gunmaneat idotsi fcjpji gtojt^ld; 
cfi)«ra%«WT^ Cl^fT^ig^; ft** Gmcvi 
gjda aml_0ih; 

fl.^53 tgb^6?mTt E2_gtt r^n mega f^lciTn^j 

a>i-«bojG33tiflryiGjn crsmcpib i^ionGoji! (non 
C uGfftficaicwru ClU(TTjLmijcb CaiLinrrj^ 

CTGijT G siLCaerr. Cuuj GuanGnuS’Cij? 

O Bangled Ladies, what can I do to the 
lord who made my daughter love-sick. 
She caresses the Earth and says, “This is 
Vamana’s Earth!”, she points to the sky 
and says “That is his Vaikunta”. Her 
heart's grief overflows from her eves; 
“Occan-nucd Lord!”, she sighs. (1) 

C LJ UJ 61 >C!D GH fh CiTifJ. a £3) £110, ;)<, ulSI 

i9rjnG3l -vl' <3i(0yb 0,1 m ; 

O/Jiuiij^i tf£>n (C^rru^ff^CTirna anil u* b 
£InajfjCTi fipna,^ rr<^ crsaic^uh: 
cff^rbLLiib dGffjrfesafn ldc\j* orrnrjj 

n-, rrgcaffTGJn crcsT ^r)! ib ; gtgsi 

Ci^idgi) a-^fffilGo dfliQjLnndn 

CflLu<!^lGin(T)g)i ^rfjlGuiCon■ 
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She folds her bangled hands and says, 
u The lord sleeps in the ocean!". 
She points to the red Sun and says, w 
That is Sridhara’s icon-form". With 
tears welling, she swoons, then 
onlv says, “Narayana!". Ladies! I can 
scarcely understand the things my 
godly fawn docs. (2) 

Oloili Gcueuncn; 

AfrjbOMDfc &{$<& 

<ncn@|Lb; 

Qcufi Q*ncn lOCOfT JbfTQjub 

UJ 11119.0UJG 2 T Qu©ff) 

Q9\it£&!P& <^€3J1CTO)|<9,0 6£>OTCfT)? 

5 | ie fondles the known red fire 
unhurt and savs, "This is AchyutaP. 
She fondles the blowing cold wind 
and says, "Here comes Govinda!”. 
Woe is me, she smells strongly of 
Tulasi flowers, the things mv 
bangled fawn does these days! (3) 

pdiflv &&*"*”* *"*-’4 

^jtfrTI 6UCMl*oiCtf5T; 

(*)«3T'D&£ l * n<OT 

Qjj,0iDiOtu 1 film! ^cjrrrrij <9«\ et) lb; 

©U^tflb anwtfflsu 

^rTfi^n^ cui&ibnen cuit.Tu ^n^jib; 
(ajtfj? cnLOUjcuAcrr Cl<3uj/^nn 

v * ' k- * fTlf ' 6TT ^)^5,Giu. 

She points to the radiant Moon and 
savs, "Gem-hued Lord!”. She looks 
at'the staid mountain and calls, 
“Come, my Lord!". She sees the 
nmirine rain and dances, "Here comes 
Narayana!'’. O, When did he cast such 
a sp ell on my tender one? ( 4 ) 

CAniOtfi c i ,ntf ^ |T HcOifl, 

GlDUJjS^OTT CIOTTgyu); 

Guild §1^ Cuniij, 

^ <0l Act >fh (pcarrc^iib; 

iHjib svi crtT-rii ^j^Guicir; 

IqCtUCTT CluJDO) 
C^fTLDCT 1 CNCUgS! <!J>uj iDrrGuj rrcsn 
mnGu Qtfiu^lcinnD 


She hugs a tender chubby calf and says, 
“Govinda has grazed these!”. She goes 
after a young snake and says, "There 
goes Govinda’s couch!”. Woe is me, — 
I know not where this will end, — 
the spell that the lord has cast on my 
tender daughter! (5) 

#n.^£ir 0LIb <3^4** • 

GArTffSlij^car ^h,ld CTcaTi $jaQthj 
curruj5>^) (^)if€0 ., r r- G^iLTltfu 

iDfiujcucin CTG3Tfpi ctuquj n alo; 
ujrt QcuOTnClOTmuftsn ^rrcnflcu, 

Qcu6otQgJ 31UJ rrgjj crcrrgjiLD; 
Guujj^g (ip«riCo <s,cr>6ug>£)rTjrr)(£) ciott 
C lucraTO^niq. gj^uj iSl&GgJ 

Seeing an acrobat dance on a pot, she 
runs to him saying, “This is Govinda all 
right!". Hearing a stray flute melody, she 
runs out saying, “Here comes Govinda!". 
Seeing the tempting butter of a 
milkmaid she says, “Aho, the butter 
he ate!”. Such is her madness for the 
lord who drank Putana’s breasts. (6) 

£7rf))uj iSla^C^nn^l cTcucvjn 

a_CU(^)lb 0»6WTCiKJTC3T LJGT>I_UL| CTCjlglllb; 

(f>2)j ClacbCcu 4 igi A ^rTGraflib, 

OiTj^iDncu ^ 14 ajin eKairry ^(^xb; 
<b ff (Dl IDCOfT 5>fTCnjfl»J, 

CE>mjGjsTrrcarr mgj) crcsTcyyib; 

G^fSIu-jib CajfDrrgjiih innGujffcar 
^02 j5)€5!Gctt ^l0G<ru. 

Her madness rises, and she says, “All 
this is Krishna’s creation!”. Seeing men 
wearing white mud on their forehead 
she runs to them saying, “The lord’s 
devotees!”. Seeing fragrant Tulasi flowers, 
she says, “This is Na ray ana’s garland!”. 
This precious girl is obsessed with the 
lord, in her madness and out of it. (7) 

E-Csru mcjrTG5T(snrjiS, asioraflcu 
^((Tjtorrcyicu fh aOTiTiCl Ccjt crc^Tejni lo: 
E-(TVj »_SDL 6iJC55TC3JTfhJftCri 

B. cu^ ^cnijjSFjmjat ^icrucr^uj: 
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A0 2_am_g, 0^,6^ g6uo.cn CTojcomb 

0.1_6UCU6OTTGOTTC3T GOiDuSlGcu OCJTffJ)] lb I 
C!Gu0£fi'lgyiii> c^gicfilgyib tf^Gunofr; 

A€fl3TCrai63T ^LpCuAOT cfil 0 LD L| C l_Q. 

Seeing wealthy nobles, she says, “I have 
seen my Tirumal!”. Seeing a shapely 
rainbow she dances saying, “Vamana 
measured the Earth!”. All temples with 
icons are her ocean-hued Krishna’s 
temples. Through fear and fatigue she 
seeks his feet, without a break. (8) 

«90ibiSlu uAcuanrjo. <s,rT«raflcu, 

cfil ujcu gi_ih g? gnnL rtGerr! cTcifT^nb; 
«>0ib Clu0 C)DAfbJ0>cn Ancreflcu 

&>6371 MaiGiJT CTCTf(T}J CJfTjlJ UJpA(^LD; 

Ou0ii t-jcu ^ rfjlontj Oirraraflcu, 

iSlrjrrdn 2 _cncn iSian Clocugyjtb; 

^010 ClufQCY) QucOTTcsaflcncsT iDnGujnciT 

t£>|£u!D<f>b c^ujrruiSlA^GOT^nGcrT. 

Seeing saintly men she says eagerly, 
“Lord who swallowed the 
Universe!”. Seeing dark laden clouds 
she calls, “Krishna!”, and tries to fly. 
Seeing herds of cattle, she says, “The 
lord is'among them!”, and follows. 
My hard-begotten daughter is 
afflicted to tears by the lord. (9) 

Arb'QJ'n urbj$ Cn>n&£l 

[£)Gtt G^no^o, ; 

cflujnA0ib; iDer>tp0,0.6tf3T gjncrtjihu, 

CWusLiffLiuSln Qanffn^cnjd); Qlduj Con^ib; 
Clunjn<5)gxJib c?nsTC3TJTn-* (Sicjrrrrjj Gij<5.id; 
C^u0tDrTGfsn, guct! c»eanfrjj 06 \guu>; 

(OUIGVJ Ql fhn^yGM CTG3T Gl 

ocinCilotuGaicin Gjicvj^filwiGsiCujCctf? 

She swoons, and stares blankly into 
the distance, and sweats. Tears fall 
like rain; she sighs hotly and weakly 
calls “Krishna!”, and “Come, my 
Lord!”. Woe is me, what shall 1 do? 
Alas, my daughter is smitten by a 
maddening love-sickness. (10) 


GVJ <ofil GiT) G3T ^ IT<5i O. (331 GJlH 63"} <131 GlJ tool 

00Otfi.no O t^C^rrucrr 
Qon& c&GTMiJTujncvj ClanGSicyf unt_cu 

<3M,u 9ij^igjjcn gencu ugjgjjib 
i^GucSlcoiOiT ctcni^j ^jbufTrr^en r^cuciflcnL 
cjn gu jj) Qj ld [Tj 63rsfl 

Qg)fTCuc9cne3T crcucun0ih Cl^n^gj cij p 
^fb^^uunGo- 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan is addressed to 
benevolent Krishna. Those who 
learn it as good words will end 
misery, enter Vaikunta, and reign 
worshipped by all. (11) 

4.5 / Svapadesam : The Fifth 
Union 

Vitrirundu \ Kedaram \ Maty am 

c S.0($0'b2iJ CjJJp e_cvj0ii ^asfio.Co.ncu 

Gocucu, cffet( gcu 

<5Mjfb»DC^ L&A0 ^icnjtb ^Lhijornsnear, 

Qcuth ion iSlcnrjjgjncyi , 

Current cncjnCfT) 

Q 3 rr cu iDncDCuftCir 

cjfbfT) Gibrttf)CfO{b0 gcjfi eiOTcn 0cn 0 
GT^iganiD ujGid? 

My lord who tore the horse Kesin’s ja^s 
sits in command over the seven worlds 
in eternal good, and rules patiently* 
He wears on his crown the garland of 
poems that I have sung in joy, praising 
him with folded hands. Now what do 
I lack for seven lives? (1) 


GDIDUl flfiGWTCSffTnOfl IDCYJfT GlOCU ffJIJTlfflJ 

• ctf'irn lonniSlGncJ 7 » 
QoiIlUl G^riCV;#, 0,1 <if 1 1 

Cli i0Ujnt,Tp < 

aliDfittiui Uancvjcuncvj gena in rtGncuo.cn 
v (hbDuUi 
fllcuujuj G/brtUj^G'n ap^^jgjjLD diluitfn 

He bears on his chest the dark-ey e£ j 
lotus-dame L.akshmi He is the lord 0 
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the celestials, he has beautiful large red 
eyes. I have the fortune of singing his 
praise with soft articulated words, 
thereby destroying the strange world’s 
deathly miseries. (2) 

^cvi Jib lGIa ctgucdcu jfjl/fciprtjg, 

/bU) ^<5*2X31 

i_, j1 1, 4 1 [ , c. i , k ’ i , ld cun* acjjtotjtott , cfil gjttCcs jinn 
Clu(f^LDrrcin 2,€3TGncjT 
^cu ^ncuib ncncu*^ 67{b$, 

G LD Cl J LJ Cl U 0 G ff) C5T; 

cfj£L| ^Cl) ^CTTUlb lSI* CTCU«r>CU a,l*^>rV^,cyiC31 
GiDfffilGuj. 

Our Achyuta, — lord of celestials, flower¬ 
eyed lord, bearer of the highest good, — 
resides in the farthest limits of eternal 
joy. I have attained him through songs. 
Praising him without end I too am in the 
farthest limits of eternal joy. (3) 

GidjtSI (fjlcin(pj Cl n ^^ cSIcdctt Cun* 
CiDcuib lSI fjnciT, 

£/TGfjl cSMlb 2_CT'^UJfTC?3T, ^l_CU 

cSm ib ld n crin 

UjfT .giujcurrcu ^c7VfUDfTcncu*cn ®>cs‘iiTMaiu 

Cl u ff) C rn ctf; 

c-TOT ^cfilc^UJ LUIT63T 

CUiLg ^©CDfnGai. 

He rides the Garuda with beautiful wings 
and bears a powerful discus. My lord 
loves and cares for devotees wdio stand 
and worship him. I have sung his 
praise with my tongue and attained 
him. I do not understand the way 
the spirit moves my soul! (4) 

<b 6UCVJ (9^ <^ibmrTcy>c3i, 

^irirjn b 

CT<T>Cff>lT) CTCUOJITij OuiT^^lb fTCDGiIT, 

(TUDin ficJn carr cm ott 
liinrrjm mnertcu u<sn<nnrbgii CJG><P, fb^^LD 
cTiij.^KIarrGTT 

*rr 0 //)!cj* , ipc&ifidTLO ^(^1^1 cfilciTicsT GibfTiL*ffh 
*jflujCcii. 


The lord of celestials, my lord, unfolds 
all meaning. He patiently discloses his 
good ways, and bums to dust all sickness 
and sin, like cinders before a wind. 
Singing his praise with woven words 
of poetry I have attained him. (5) 

arfliu Go>o0i£)cn<9 Ocucrfluj i^iry dflr^lG^, 

Cluffluj C*frcu^j ftLrbiacjrrsasTcjT, cfilGoaiGc^inn 
Clu{n 5 LDITCifT 2) WtC3S43T 

2>_rfl ili O^fTcucurrcu Remainn&ncu*6TT cj *>£1 
2 _cncnu C1un3Gff)it)(g) 
e^rfliugji £_crarCi_n CT63r*0 ^OTirpj Cl.arn.L0ih 
@ufl gtottijuCld? 

Lord of the celestials, he wears a patch 
of white mud over his dark forehead, 
he has large beautiful lake-like eyes. 
I have praised him with fitting words, 
woven into a garland of poems. From 
now on and forever, is there anything 
beyond my reach? (6) 

CTcjTipjib cjjcaTfru 

ibl**nn*(CTCjLfl *C3T 

^Garrfjl f^cirnrjncDcaT, croocun e_cu(<3)LD 

22_CJTU_ LU fTOT Qii>iu.3-)CV 
@C37fi)U) c^)C3T0rrcu iccmip /*n£,£. iSloncaictfr 
Cl^rrcu ld rr emeu* err 

fbCTTrpj (*,L.0tb g 61$ CTiu^lcmb; cTtarrcrr 

<£)<*>£> 

Unto himself without a peer or a superior, 
he bears all the worlds; he stopped the 
rains with a mountain. I have the fortune 
of singing his praise with a garland of 
songs which he fondly wears on his 
crown, what more do I want? (7) 

tijciileTriblcn^ 

^an lj cmGn (Gbnn 
gu ncsrgjgiQj ClLj^LDncmc^, 

*G3Tfl * r T li1C^'i n 

*tf)A(d)«b C1 l j^iniTcmfiaT, ClancumrtcnGUAcn 
Cl a n cu gyj in n jt)| 
«£<C4>tf>0.* GiiCuCeurO(*> uj rrcun i£|*jt 

c5>l*GU QlfTCJT2>G2>? 

Lord ol earthlings and celestials, he is 
sweet to the lotus-lady Lakshmi and to 
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us alike. His feet are borne on a lotus; 
I have sung his praise with poems, now 
who in the wide world can equal me?(8) 

GU/T65Tg)<gjjlb CuaCffTftgjlGrT S.UJu^d) 

lOOToT^usrr^ib lOGtfoiGjafltfiiiJyjg, 
(tigmt ^)cjr>^u^Lb £,cPnr;gvr 
gttjd hott 

S^OTTCU Gthi&g 2,L-Afi^5>UJ6'jCn63T J 

Tirana, Ga,aar,OT, *sfil Qaircuco sucoCsu®® 
^ca^infrrTii &_6 TOtCl_? 

In Heaven and in the worlds above, 
on Earth and in the worlds below, he 
stands without fail. His strong hand 
folds over a coiled conch. He is the 
lord of the celestials, he danced with 
pots. I have sung his praise. Now can 
there ever be one equal to me? (9) 

2_GJ370lb K-lfilipjgjjib AL-fbgjJLD ^"-Jbgjjlb 

'• l-Ib£jub «0G5Tfpjli> 
ClftfTGffUTL C&fTG^^Q^frgl 

iDGffTMX) <£fci_i4 iqib 

c^yDlD^eb gjcrrCg, 2 _g\j0 gtott r£lGBTrr)nc3T 
ffi 611 GIFi Q1 

QJ6MT g)l£hj> gjlfb^> C(bnrDCfOC3T ^iq.lUfTfT.fc^ 

^G3T1_| LOmflCuj. 

He swallowed and brought out, 
measured and lifted the Universe, 
standing apart and enjoying his beautiful 
creation. He lies, stands, and sits over 
it in full majesty. I have sung his praise 
through songs which are like ambrosia 
to devotees. Qo) 

Lonrfl icrrrirjn^j £>6 ott ^hid locmcu C«ur£i 

r~+\ €T3T GITiJT GD Gu 

CilfTffl IDrTfDfTg, Cffiuih ULUD Ouffl£)cU 

rr 0 j<9>it 

<fj>(7lfl in(Tj£)C3T <3L_ GSiflljCfff Cl<5fl6U fJjjjgjj 

^uug)at,nc\j 

Ccufflmn/Tjng, ypiDGvi ^((ijuunw djlcriGTi 

^fTA^GlD. 


This decad of the thousand sweet 
songs, by Karimaran Satakopan oi 
cool-groved Kurugur city, is addressed 
to the lord of incessantly raining 
Venkatam. Those who master it will 
end all despair, by the grace of the 
lady-of-the-unfading-lotus. (11) 

4.6 / The Friend : On Exorcism 
Tirpparai \ Bhairavi \ Adi 

^)iiuun€irifj ujirub GTfbjfhiGFfib 

-5^ i' ^ 

jncu ^sh r^jGVj 2 >^' Cjg&J** 

G^r^CcTTfTtri; 

Cunrruun^j 3,1101 Gtftugjj <$401^ egsvCtnQ 
Goicocfi)#,^ UJniuuCuiT^ 

C^jnLJUfTftGJTaiT^^ ^GUGTr • 

,£) gt> a cn n) G S> ? 

Ladies! We have examined well this 
bright-forehead girl, and diagnosed her 
good malaise; her heart yearns for the 
charioteer, who commanded the army 
in fierce battle, and secured victory 
for the five Pandavas. How now can 
we seek a healer? (1) 

$Gr>30>&annjC M £ Ctbmu; if 

Cl^UJCU^i 

§}otuf)\ i£rr 

^gugH CftL.ft, 

^crj^A^rbrSlorT^cu, ggei Clupifr 

^,'gd ■ 

Alas, you have not understood her 
sickness; a great divinity has possessed 
her, not some mean god for whom 
you dance incongruously. Say clearly 
and sweetly into her ears, “Conch- 
and-discus . She will immediately 
recover, just see! (2) 
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<5.rrcnm£iGrr 

Clsfrcu CI*nGnn0, 

<rrg)!ajngjjib O^njgji Aen^ib 

C i,n err ufildfTj 

iD£j curni gjupmu (ipt4 Lornuu i^ijncifl a»ipcO 
(Sunijp^^lGJTrTGVJ 
<^<SijGcu ^Ciicn a_ £)£) cW0 

LD0O>£J c^(2)Cm. 

Look here, Ladies! Do not go and do 
wild things throwing flesh and toddy. 
Pay no heed to this wierd gypsy’s words 
of advice. Praise the lord who wears 
the Tulasi crown. That alone will 
cure this girl’s malaise. (3) 

iD^jfbfci tfTCSTgu suninO} tph Lomu 

ciiwVjtfTicii Cl<9ficu O<s,rrcrin0 ign 

LD0cnrr>fl 0^(CTj Garrrr^ib 

{hcncsr CTtfyr u 

£30mj0. nsjCcu 2-tfu0 Gjtigib 

Cl LJ^jgjC^jGUOT Culi Cl <9 IT CJ 6VJ ^£1 p3 ^>1 6VJ 

^ifiU^fnu Ourr}j$Grj. 

Listening to some wierd hag’s words, 
you throw' black and red cooked-rice 
balls on the altar, wdiat use? Recite the 
names of the lord who in a trice 
swallowed and made the worlds. You 
whll surely get your daughter back. (4) 

(gJcuajifflTu Oufryib 

«^|CTTp; ^rbC^bri! 

(^cuoncniS <9,' nil 5i(araT^5)iib Qa,ncx)Gu3 

Cl <5611 CD rTLL| LO U UJ IT^SUTGTl J 

fhciicns, nsi AurftfTjj i5t) rjn«rr 

G,6hCttl'i Cii iniqrt. Ay* i y 

^ca’afliLjGifi. 

This frenzied dancing is no way to get 
her back, alas! Her large lotus eyes and 
coral lips whiten in lear. Chant the 
names of the lord who killed the rutted 
elephant, and smear white mud on her 
forehead; her fever will subside. (5) 


gj6?afliL|ifi ClufT^gji i£n ^carrnijs, 

m' , ' IT; .< v 

lS)cwfllU|LD 6£>i£l.£l<sfrff)g^ ^CUGDGU, Qli00lD 

®gi» c^Gucorreu; 

loenflujih f0iT) id mu err a,iDrr ^iq igfp] 

ClafTCTJT * 1 

^Gr/lm (LpiuoSlciT iD<bg)J ^Gvjencu <9ifc'jrru?n 
^Cil <^G33Tf!iJ0<9>CA. 

O Ladies, dancing like ones possessed! 
Know that this will be of no avail. 
Her fever wdll only increase, not 
subside. Apply the dust from the feet 
of devotees. Other than this, there is 
no cure for her spirits. (6) 

^633Ti40A0 ^0 LO0'bg>J ererTfru <£^0 
gift Acn^tA urjrrtLi 

^ errnr^arvs, <^T$1 id C^nctT 0cnaj aau u 0 ld 

2_eramj<9,Gu Qai & s>_<2,0 Au| ii> 

G7G3T LJLU6JI? 

CijCTOTrij^fTftcn mnuju iSlijrTsjfT £,idit C<S}jg,iD 
cucueu ncnrjCuj. 

To cure her spirits, you sacrifice a goat 
and pour toddy, strike your hands 
and shake your shoulders, what use, 
Ladies?, — like watching the donkey’s 
lips twhtch while the grains disappear! 
Listen, go seek the Vedic seers and 
devotees of the lord, now. (7) 

C«D2>ib <n.icOGufTrr0,Gn6TT<s, CtanGTOT^I 

cfil 6731 CcftT HIT Ou0lDrT«jl /00U 

uITS,lb LjcnrflfT,^} ^cudT Git, mu 

O^frcncrTn^ji Cumu 

CT5,ib ijimipiTjgjj Clffujgji, ^<rn -fl(0 

0iG\)rTUJ0, £,nu-i 

^ib ^' 0, £ii ^cwmh^ 

^ipcjrinCui. 

ou mix and pour toddy w ith wasteful 
words and si illuI deeds and dance to 
loud music in a frenzy. Oh, this is 
lowly. With the help of Vedic seers, 
worship the auspicious feet of the 
lord of celestials. That w ill cure this 
girl’s malaise. (g) 
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S>«^ uaj CWcfl, £. * 

<%@u> Cluriiu arierji^lCGuOT- 
£7;pef>u.u iSl JD u M A ( a )t i Couju,; ’ 

I'Zg, UD/fKf^Aj • 

**,«»,*„„* g>ffeii - ^ ’ 
"“"JPiftnSIdr, a-OTcsfl^Ca,' 

I cannot stand and witness your 
heaping hollow praises on some lowly 
god, and wastefulljr dancing to cheap 
music. Praise the feet of Krishna 

Zt “<*discrimination ,h" 

alone is cure for this disease, and 
onic for seven lives to come. (9) 

a-sjraflaai, w s>& SHU, Qs,liJOJU, 

U&nipn&GTT, 

GUGU rrcvi ‘ 

** Oancv,^, &ii Gftnd , 

©«nso&a,ui J 0 u) .siSTcncnigiT 
“"^0^ ‘““'©oiirawsnaj,. ^ 

lft • „ 3 h*jjO"u£I 

OTanraT ' 

O Ladies, do not shake your shoulders 
and vent your passions. This girl will 
respond to no god other than Krishna. 

hv^h l v k j ng °t^ araka ' lord revered 
by the Vedas. This girl will recover 
and dance in ecstatic worship. (10) 

° ft/T 1065^9 cngyjTCjjgxgMA^ 

cioujgj, Grj,mip ^/trsg. 

a, 'iS a ‘”e> Cl&nsu <a«.ip eucwr i0)(?>an te 

fll CflsfTLJCn Q/lfTCVI 
.^LuSifj^cn u^, 

• ^iqu LJfTL cijcueurm B^S,/h ftwb 

This dccad of the faultless thousand, — 
on hysteria, — was sung by the world- 
famous Kurugur city’s Satakopan freed 
of sickness worshippingand dancing 
on seeing the gem-lord. Those who can 
dance and sing these songs will 
overcome depression of spirits. (11) 


4.7 / Svapadesam: The Yoga of 
acknowledging one’s lowliness 

Silamilla \ Des \ Misra Chapu 

^fcuih @cuguna ^I{$ujCg3T(^uu> Glaiijcljl6ff'C3*CuJ |T 
Qi t 

0rTCULD a—6TOTI _ rTLUf (GLITCH QLpt Tg>$ 
rbnijmuGmn! crreyrroj 

ftnGvjfBG^rri^jii) ujftGsr Gr>&>fb < & G ' J 

y^Cu 

C<?>nGVJ ClDGafl dhrTOTT GurTrjTTlu; 

d^rrcircrrTrrGaJ - 

I stand with hands joined over my head 
and call incessantly, “O Lord-who 
swallowed-the-Universe!”, “Icon-oh 
knowledge!”, “Narayana!", and many 
other names; you do not show' yourself 
nor call me unto you. Alas, I am a 
wretched low-born, great indeed are m) 
misdeeds. (l) 

Cl<£hncTTGrr mntpnrT ^cStlj OcuGrrcTub G<^ n ^ 

CfjGrTGnCcoGujrT! ememmi) Cl<s>rTG7Trt_ 
GLMTLDCOTrrCGUrT! CTTGTTT}) 

^grTGLjLb rj^tfST u^Gyjub rr^err ' 

6£>CUlD jg}i-*- nG0 ' 

(fRGTTGTT LDnujrt! a—G7T6iT> gtOTT (fhfTGiW 7 

Qiff>5jl PFiufrCud- 

I stand and call out night and da) > 
“O benevolent Lord!”, “Faultl<? sS ' 
uncontainable-flood-of-joy!”, “O Lord- 
who-measured-the-Eanh!”, and many 

such names. Alas, you do not com e 
Vicious Lord, grant that my eyes rm l > 
see you! (2) 

ltc ^ rt 9> Ctr)«iT<q, gh <rr<g, £> cr*^ 

" . rp 

Cl a lu (OjGstgjtO ^ 1760 ( 

srrfifl GtDGiujJii) Cl*n«fin, ci&ifcnwlftnttirf 1 #^ 
crrcsfTioi 

fltf, ftfilAar, dll Clfh(GTi* i> 0,(^1 - ,6 ^ 

Carro .tj 

i inch 'V cTcatirji 4pi£?r(rji O/inctiCWTUi 

1 in «l)lGu-sip ftnesm j 


498 






















THE REVELATION / Tiruvaimoli 


My Lord! I call, pouring my heart in 

tears, “Lord-who-tooK-the-Eartn- 

in-one-leap!”, “Damodaral”, and many 
such names. Alas, how many 
dark indelible acts I must have done: 
you do not even say, Sinner. , 
when I come to see you. v 3 i 


0>rTCWT £>j £>g>j CT65T A6J3Tt l P0 >LJ ^ U 
jgj (TlD fj 

GfibQuir* CiDcrfl arbftfnu! 

^^cnrruj crr^rrrry crcjtjr^ 

ibfTGOTTii) 

Cuerafl cvinGcymn ftncroiiornli-mj 

^ uu^nGiu . 

“My lord of superior golden hue!”. 
“Excellence whom even the go s 
through penance cannot see. , t us 
and thus, I cry shamelessly here. Ut 
what use? You do not come before m> 
eyes and show your lotus face. A as, 
am a lowly serf indeed. v ' 


^uuC(w! c ^p_go ^PujitCot! 

al-g^goa i— 

£luuCfi*!& 65iG^rTCTifl,chibn63T0th aottuh-* 
Sti 0fhlO*fTGV>? GTOT”U 

GTuClunKD^Li) ftKWTOia £" Cl^fT^® <3^ 
£,6U(T2,$» g*|GUrt(bgjl 

@uQurT|LoGg> euk&L-™ V™!P& ud ' 

C3,n&<<f>«iGG5T. 

My Father, Bearer of the sharp discus. 
Mighty one who churned the ocean. 
Will it ever happen that I see you with 
your four arms? All the time with tears 
— my life drying bit by bit, ®ep 
looking. Lord, come right now to this 

hapless self. (5) 

Grbr»*^ sL.<afT6m63T<ffi *ne&TLJ 
airr^l GtcaTfiU 
igcnsuGrr: jg>n - <afl'i2> 

'^*,<5i6in 1 5,u^6TTi6n 1 Lb ^^60iL|6ni€TF)i£ 

,pe>£ i & €, "& xt> 

&***>&> 


You stand in all beings everyday and 
everywhere, in my body, in my soul 
and in all the things without exception. 

I ponder and ponder, seek and seek, and 
try to see you in my soul. Alas, I have 
only a loose tongue, but no faculty! (6) 

Cg>rf)\ff> UjrTGJT CTGSTgjj 

jSMjgSI ujcnGcn 

f 0 GiDfQfb ^ 5 uj nt^nuj 

OTT m GO LO fT CD611 5 ,gj , 
iSViDjSigjiLb Cl«5)g>jLb rglcsTfT^ ^Lpib 

Gi_icr>£,GmD ^rr^Cl^ni^IrhG^cin 
kflUJb ^)*pnu9«5T AOTjTCfafl ^ldidit! rrjircrt 

2_6316JPG3T<9, AfiSTn 1 ‘ 0&fT6<33iGl_. 

Lord of fragrant Tulasi garland! In the 
depth of my soul, I see you as an icon of 
pure knowledge. Losing myself in 
thought and recovering time and again, 
through birth and death I have held you 
high, and over-comc my despair. (7) 

, CT^ai t^lcsr 

( r 0 u u n 0> r»ii fh GTTC tl> GO 

atSTJT f^SUjlD £'_cncn LJj^Fs Q^nG73l(^ , 

2 _<fbfbgil 

Cl^rrcsaTL GrjrrfbJdfjtjti urrup i 

fT GO 0 5jJ ctt G GT 1 

CifGuVr^jiLpnuSlGin C©>jbGfl,! 

GU5><0 l_ <£1 G\J GVJ nG UJ . 

When I see you 1 shall pour flowers on 
your feet with glee, brought from the 
eight Quarters, praise and praise again. 
And all we devotees will sing and dance 
in joy. O Lord of Tulasi garland, will 
you not come down to this Earth?(8) 

v . <£!Cc\j63t; 6-g>G3tfru ^cuGgvutji ; 

g3thu|GVJGJT Cl GU CO GVJ «£I(,\jGgOGST : 
cu<2fT ^ncofKC^rtrrjjvb li^u 

cl£><2> ^goGgogtt ; 

mi C1I65P Cljb(G^5LD tfifTiftCO 5*-| 0 , QlCVJGilfcJlGSlGlIJtSP 
^lujrrui iniu 

fh\ GXI^GjlGrpor: ,9,rTGff3Tu6i» 

<iAAU<&0JJ ^jCtraiuxncycoGii 
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I have no goodwill, no riches, no 
power over my senses, nor steadfast 
devotion to worship you with flowers; 
I have only a sinful neart. O Sinful me, 
I search, where can I see you, O Lord 
of discus and conch? (9) 


«>£►<*^laircsnCso! cTarnrjj fitripib&J 

uA&ii (Slcb'ru 

un<?SlCujcjrr ArTOTn^lcjri^Ccvjon; 
i£1«Dx?Ji (CT^rTGJT (\prr^^! . Gguo, (^lara^cnciyT 

6T6ST 


&)(h4h {CT)fTG5ndI> <5> Cjiiff A CTT ItG £D <9. GHTT 

25(Lg<TL|CllC6JT. 

Tears welling, feeling low, I roam and 
look around. AJas, I do not see my lord 
of discus-conch coming. With proper 
mind’s eye I shall see and enjoy 
the great icon of pure knowledge, 
light of the Vedas. (10) 


ftfT^cu gcarcrmcu 

<5iGT7TCftT£in gjCSTGnGT 
UifTL ^ (O^^sclh LDrT n)Gfl 

a i C&,ru jcirr Cl<$ncu 

^curr^ c^cffjT gjiBipacrr AiuflrjSj&jctT 

gjligcuu urtiq. Au CJJc\jCurrfT gpCW(£)'&&*£ 
CJQlCllCfJ- 

This decad of the perfect thousand Tamil 
songs, sung by Satakopan of talk 
mansioned Kurugur city, is addressed 
with embracing love to the lotus-eyed 
Krishna. Those who can sing and dance 
to it with love will ascend Heaven. (11) 


4.8 / The Girl’s condition worsens: 
The Fifth Seperation 


The offensive well-armed lord has it 
all arranged, to destroy the clannish 
Asuras by the score. The bull-rider 
Siva, the four-faced Brahma and 
the lotus-dame Lakshmi reign on 
his peerless frame. If he does not 
desire my spotless beauty, we have 
nothing to lose. (1) 

LDOTjfl IDfTCtJMD (5)GT>fT)CH ^'CUCUfT IfiCVilTlDn£>n 
€> SD IT) LDfTITuGST 

LDrT63T<9, cuenG^rrcti r=NL_cu 

saf>& Q>\_ .thGr>{h\LIG&, 
l>o 41 lonesrin iSl cn ip uj rrCm ^ ^ C uj gjt u 
ucsafl Q &> (T Gtfjt I_ 

LDCra^LDHUJCfT SiQHJfTg) LflL Cl«b(0)£*fTG\J 

0cy»rr)cx) ^cuGid. 

The gem-hued lord with mountain¬ 
like arms bears the fierce discus. The 
peerless lotus-dame Lakshmi resides on 
his chest. He has taken me into his 
service fully. If he does not desire my 
frail heart, we have nothing to lose. (2) 

LDL~ (5)CTirT)ffL| ^iJCUCUfT 

UDAOT^niuOadjg*] .. -V, Cuiij^ 

cfill (IpCDCU 0}ff, (gjfTC3tJ 

ui _ /Q» Tjg, utfh 

Cg,n6TT UljLbL^(l1jl..i3T 

QfbQiBffuJcaT ^cuijng, rgeniDuSlonrTco 

(<3)4tf>fT)GV| ^(wClD- 

The great lord who sleeps on the 
hooded bed has mountain-like arms. 
He is the wonder child who drank from 
the breasts of the ogress Putana, —- 
who came disguised as a loving mother. 
If he does not desire my comeliness, 
we have nothing to lose. (3) 


Eralum \ Pttnnagavarali 1 Ekam 

.sji^cnjti, gicyi^Gujn^iiih 

qg\ fry ^ycr^Lb a_-i_Lbijdn l (^cuid (^cuion 

nen 

Ay^ihuuiUJiTA i j«h Q^jfTilL 

inrTfrjncnsjr Acurjtrg, inerafl u>rrejMD (d^6inn)CV| 

^icvjGiD. 


(£)cjr»fTouSicsTfroj (^onq^cti J^cucvjfT 

ljCT)CT ijT<9, (Barren ldi_ljG in gt> tf?* 
Gil 1 fTCS'irnuSlcSTfTCU (IpfJnCVJ r MCT>CaJTC inev 

WWl dtp A, I nijjgj, a <5 »£i£ 

AaniT)uSWnn gjjcuiV crt«, s,a m. 

Atfl Gaucu ^ 

flOTfDuSicsTarr «,«jijrrg, g,crflri rQfri 4 ,£,rTcu 

^cnmcvi jgajCiO* 
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The lord wears a pearl necklace, and 
robes dved red. He carries a milk-pall 
and a grazing staff. He deftly subdued 
^even fierce bulls for the joy of 
embracing the breasts of comely 
IsJappinnai bamboo-slim arms. 
If he does not desire my pink cheeks, 
we have nothing lose. (4) 

gjcrfln ^eoGvna, 

,fitfr» 5 )uflcvj gSIcttui^ £>_r|)£Q 
Aff 0 csrTUJft * k 

2>a«t 

^■p fl iDCUMi giUf™- 1 AlBip (ipmUJOT 

ai_CO 

^^lifl**"** ^r^cSIcjrrrcu 

0cnjoc^ @cuCi£i. 

The lord of exceeding perfection bears 
the fragrant Tulasi crown. For the 
sake of the beautiful sweet-tongued 
Sita in confinement, he burnt the 
fierce demon Ravana’s ocean-girdled 
ciiv. If h e does not desire my mind, 
we have nothing to lose. (5) 

^cucon 

^r^riSl cTcOcufTib «*0£$l iQcnjD 

^fTCSTS,^ 

l+jflu iDfTCFJT fi-0 Cl*rT0nij Cftfrcnncv.' 

i0 cvj ix> Cl<f>>rrcrytL 

/^tf\ Acuijng, ^Elcnri c^crflujncu 

(2)CT>£T)Cl| (gcuCiii. 

So that thinking men in the wide world 
may know, the lord, a great figure of 
knowledge, — expounded the paths of 
truth. He appeared as a clever manikin 
and took the Earth in three strides. 
If he does not desire my youthfulness, 
we have nothing to lose. (6) 

£\ara JgcucufT ^if) 

£lenn ^nsrjflujGJTgj <sn<s>cu iDmiuih 

S^Afj,<9b 

tcijcnff fiwcuihi_jrf!uj«!r, 

tDcaafl r^cu 

eucn<T ti j nujr <9it5inrr<gj cuffl c\j cri gttuj nou 

(j9 ? cr»ff)cn ^cuGvft. 


He burst forth as a fierce lion-form 
exuding immense power, and tore 
apart the radiant wide chest of Hiranva 
with great relish. He bears the 
resplendent discus and conch. If he 
does not desire my jewelled bangles, 
we have nothing to lose. (7) 

CUlfl <jUK">CTTIL lITC\J (^CD(T)61| ^CUCumJ Clu0 

(Lpi^AtfcfTCu Ancy>5 

CTrtl ^ ip cum lja 2_cn^l, ^(»T) r£)cuib ^ipcsT 
gUlurt 

U&jflcq ^(fliu ^Icucjr, iSlrjiQcrr, ^ldijit C&rTcar 

dilifl i_|<fMpn63i Acijong) Cio&cncuujnd) 

0cnjDci| ^)6 vjGid. 

The lord of great fame holds a coiled 
conch. A great booming sound issued 
from it, which destroyed the rebellious 
Kauravas. The three gods hailed it 
saying, the world’s misery has ended. 
If he does not desire my jewelled belt, 
we have nothing to lose. (8) 

ClflAWICUHJfTGVJ 0CT)fT)C^ JgCUCdfT, QiX5G$Gt| 

Ct_irriMD£,ciT L^tp<g, curTcnncan 

1 - 1 LULD 

jhr»*nflarv»fc ^MjSlcocurrflffCuncu, se_eo0 
(Pcucvj rni fb<ai 0 

Giua0 c^Gncs^TcvfTcn acuong, sunhiSl carnai 

The lord who cut asunder the arms of 
the mighty Bana, — father of slender- 
waisted jewel-belted Usha, — lies on a 
serpent-bed, engaged in Yoga to ensure 
the world’s good. II he does not desire 
my body, we have nothing to lose.( 9 ) 

2_Lih6)«yrnG\j 0 Gnir) 6 t| ^gcucun s_uS1it 

iSlrflffjg. inGn 6 \j|>giiewuii) 
^L.iijftfirrGLjrTGu gjewfl ucocun, 

0,tpnii) a_ 

a«-ib i_|£ncu o cr>t_(ipiq.LuC3i tfhean jji 

2 C3T)0 LLj lD 

? t tht | £> cm uifTOTT < 9 ,cunfra, £_uSl rflGjrrrcv) 

0 cniT)CT| <§)cuCir>. 
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With great relish he cut to pieces many 
huge-bodied Asuras by the clan, and 
laid them like lifeless rocks; the mat- 
hair Siva with the torrential Ganga 
reigns in solitude on his right side. 
If he does not desire my life, we 

have nothing to lose. ( 10 ) 

a-uSl^omci) (5>6iT>fT)aj ^cucun 2 _gu(S> cjy> 

2><T5TCjpi GTT r-. f 

5>uSlfr CIcumittQctoxuj g,i_ih 

n a a l C a, (i u cst 

Q^uSln CUncO ^cnflLDrrcncu ^uSlfj^^jcn 

U&gjfTCU 

cuuSlrju) Can iSIidulj 

This decad of the faultless thousand 
songs on the lord of the Universe, by 
Satakopan of Kurugurcity, is addressed 
to the lord who ate curds and butter. 
Those w r ho can sing it will cut asunder 
birth and attain Heaven. (11) 

4.9 / Svapadesam ; Speaking 
to the lord 

Nannadar [ Nadanamakriya | Adi 

'bcraTCJsm^rrn (tpf^jojG^uu, 2>cu 

At, 

™T 3!^"* gu^rr cfilcnenA^ib u 
a_cu0 

acBziemam! al_<aj acnL^nuj! s_ott AyfrC* 
GUtyLD Ulfl* 

:lT : " ,T ' n ^, dmCttjeoonj u(w n ^ 

aninrrCq). 

Strangers laugh and good friends 
weep, over countless miseries the world 
heaps; what ways are these? Lord with 
beautiful eyes who churned the ocean! 
Show me quick the path to your feet, 
°r give me death. (1) 

* n, h fbu>n a. it)(T)nn 

>gw » 1 .'i jujgj) 

-I. tbg)} . <n<nrF6JT 

a * w <®) 


-Sjxarnjj ^ffpCujcir f^rCSTJ^a^l 

<^1 CT) GTOT UJ (TLLJ! ^ LDLD rrCc^T! 
<5<fl_LD rrCjT) <jfil 6Df]53€lS7Tl_rTuJ ^ iq.ClU 6TO65T01 
,^^>1A Cl A new tCl_ 

Kith and kin heap destruction and 
death, cheat each other, fall and 
weep; what ways are these? O Lord 
on serpent couch, I see no way for 
myself. Heed my prayer, find a w r ay 
and call me unto you, quick! (2) 

Cl/?,n€OTT(_nL_GLD, ^cvjib U|«nQicv|ib. £ld<t 
22_(h{T)niT c£l^iS 

cuctot 0 Ljjfbj ie<£ncin 

s>_u9(T ld rruj<2)GV> 

A6OTT0 ^thCq^CTT 22_ UJ (T) GTO <9> 

^l—GUffLlGroTGrom! ^ Lq. C tu cn 61T 1 

UC53tClGu fTCo 2_63T U} 

<5«\.iuu ucijfl(ol<5»n<rnCcTT' 

Gaity, friendship, kith and kin, 
bountiful wealth, flower-tressed women 
and household, — they all depart at 
death. O Lord of ocean-hue, I cannot 
bear this world, w'hat ways are these? 
Do not treat me as in the past; pray call 
me to your sendee, quick! (3) 

kWdr ctsstq] Ou0lD 

G1<5€VJGJJLD CW*Ul-| 

QftrrGTT €765 t^j gjiDih QpGlti>; ^cr>nj tfrtfr* 3 * 
a_6U(2) §}*!&)**'* 
OjgttgttGgu! teGroflojcroTcroin! g> ctt a,ip'V^** h 
Gu(fT) ibuffl' 3, 

G1JGTTGTIGU G<3Uj£j ^Iq GujCTlCJT fi-W?Tg>/ 

^(fTjGTTfTcu cufTfhj^nCuJ- 

Great wealth kindles raging fires ot 
desire, then wraps the world in / 
cover of darkness all around; 
Benevolent gem-hued lord, what wa> rS 
are these? Wean me by your g ra ^ e ‘ 
and gift me your feet. ' U 1 

i£n incun cyj«£)g\j iQit>i igst^i-I 115 
£i uSllTAGn i9n)ut | m |i*i 

OpLjijnco ^,a,iri ji j GtfJT<siS? |lP 
**^(0) ^'gjanCinou Clone r^n^Lo; ( @< 5r ' 61l | 

ffTfflTIGJiT 22 

oiin^i^ G^cyicar i, lUGlrafl^l^GroTGrom , 

U) ffji A 4 *^*^*' 
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In the world that blossomed from 
the deluge waters, all beings suffer the 
pain of birth, death, disease and age, 
and after that, hell; what ways are 
these? Gem-hued Lord, pray do not 
forsake me, take me to you. (5) 

iDjrjj^cfc^ cnfivj uliQ^ 

ClArTOTTjpi a_tfl‘oTurr; 

c^/DuClLin06ffi€n 

ffTG3TG3T 2_6U0 ^LUJEGTIa! 

ftjjcncu iq. uj rrC gsi ! dJl^nfiyiCujfiJKsn 

^iq.CD03 

^'D«g>Cl < 5>(Tcyjii_nuj; ffTCar 

^(ipG^!^. uj06nrrCuj. 

They would forsake, chain, beat, kill 
and eat, without ever realizing the 
truth, what ways are these? O Lord of 
Tulasi crown, my ambrosia! Sinner that 
I am, you changed me and took me into 
service; now call me to your feet. (6) 

<%Cuj! 2 _ fftrT)UGJTGV|lb 

4)1 (fl «Vl OTT Q_| li) 

iSCuj; iOrr)rpj ^GJTflSl & 

63T IT) CD LD U J FTCU 

^JbrrCuj (npUM iSlfDULi iSlsraflCiu 

GTGTin^J kgGT'GV 6p»l£)liJ. 

l9 ®‘‘ GujQ^jfTcrt iqG iucds3t; Cl&frf^jl s> cdald 
3? n l'_ Gl Ggvj . 

When you are yourself the sentient and 
the insentient in this world, existing 
for no reason, other than itself, pray 
c fo not show me a wicked world-scene 
°1 disease, age, birth, death, and miser}', 
^all me, you must! (7) 

<5,rr < iq (g ifjlGuii> !^ n 1 

AHftJ 

sucvm&b cvmp 

uSlesflri ***** *-& 


You show' yourself and vanish. You 
make the world, and wdth it, Earth, 
Water, Fire, Air and Sky. May I cross 
the great sphere, abode of the gods, 
and reach your radiant high-feet. 
O, When will that be! (8) 

(1 (i)\p 0 GnrJ 0ipc\j5>6Tfr; ^OTHDCiur^ii) 
Cl^jfTipfTGUOTffi CWjgjj 
<^ 1 ( 51 $ £; c^CFGi-l ^CTicOTiLumL! AmCiugjii/) 

<94 •*•£>* v5Hff>l viicn; 

CcUllCTiA CTCUGUfTlh GTCfTCDGTT £J_foin 

j^l^OJlqGuj <!MI3ITjgil a_LpC\JA 
a^uLQl ^irfluj ^0CuiqA<9,ciT st\ L-iqCnffTr 
fbrTQT 5 j£iT3tGi CgJT. 

O Lord on serpent couch, you make 
even gods roam without redemption. 

I know this too. Shearing me of my 
desires, you have made me bear your feet 
and roam. I now' see that I am inseparable 
from your precious lotus feet! (9) 

a,cs;n(^l, Ga,u( 5 l a_fbgii, Gmn/bji)] S-fc'jsiQ 
2_ipgiJID COtTiJ<3i(f*)6ftl 
aotjti (geanjiD, Cl^jfflGij <fN<lln* 

^gOg\j no ^fl 0 r^l<^i lj m 
ClgjniqujrTcn r£u_|Gu) 

r£l cu nrf^lfh u 

AtOTi s^ln AfiTOiCli_rTi^lji)G 5 ) 6 aT; ,£4*9 >l rtjG<3,C57 

2 _carr $ 0 «jiqCuj. 

I have experienced the pleasure of 
seeing, hearing, touch, smell and taste, 
and the limited joy of heaven that lies 
beyond the senses. Only you and the 
fair-bangled Lakshmi are permanent. 
My Lord, what a winder that I have 
attained your lotus feet! (10) 

$06)Jiqe3iuj ff,frnGTOtf<r)63T G^^^icrirahj 

UfJ( 6 TjA| CTO 

^£) 0 «JU| C«5»TGU<«Jjj <5i0^1, Cla<ipfhJ00,<Stfl.(75 
sl Cftnu cti 

^l 0 <aiiqGLDCu 2 _GIT(gjifilip ^4,uSlo5)^H?n 
^1 (ffj 6111 q L> li i CiTl L <rfil &t (&) LD l 

6j?6"3IlT)j LfclG«n. 
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This decad of the thousand pure Tamil 
songs, by prosperous Kurugur city’s 
Satakopan, is addressed to the feet of 
effulgent Narayana, Kesava. Sung with 
humility, it will secure the lord’s feet. (11) 

4.10 / Svapadesam : Speaking to 
the world 

Onrwn \ Knntalavarali \ Misra Cbapu 

G^gviuj 2_c\j(^ii) £>_liS1(itjld 

LD(T)«pjtD ujngjLD ^'cucurr 

5,C5tClcTTrrQ G^guit 
2_c\jG<5j rT^! 2 _uSlrr uGni_< 2 jg] ncri. 
(<9)C3rroib Currcu ixjfifafl u>fTi_ib 

fQcstfl) ^i^luiSlrjfTcjrt iD0CnrT)5) 

O^ujcuib jy>n0^1Gij? 

Then, when none of the gods, worlds, 
beings, and aught else existed, he 
made Brahma, — with him the gods, 
worlds and all the beings. He stands 
as Adipiran, in fair Kurugur where 
jewelled houses rise like mountains; then 
what other god do you seek? (1) 

/bniq Clg,UjGj(tpib S-LOGTH-DU^LD 

(yjOTi u«m ^^nerr, 

<@GJ U <^$LJl9nn63T 

ClDsfil a.«yif|3 C^nuSlcu 
U)rrt_ 4 ^uj 

A *42>CT> C3TU 

1 irr| q < 5 ^* 3 lj uijfffila Q^jcwcffcjr&CTi 
ucu s? cu^n; i 

O Men of the world! Then he created 
you and the gods you worship. With 
unending goodness and fame, he resides 
willingly in Kurugur, temple town 
with balconied mansions all around. 
Sing and dance and praise him, 
roaming everywhere. (2) 


Lifjfbg, Cl£>ujcu(ipih, ucu 2 _.gu(<9)L0 
c^eirirjj 2_L.G«n 

<9>er3T(^ii> Q^eTfltu^ilcucurT; 
^ar^iaenncu ^ i_Drjn su otjt r^j (&j lD 

UlJCST ^463Tr^u uGU 2_GU^>ff! 

^cucdcu 

He made all the gods and all the worlds, 
then in a trice swallowed all; then hid, 
issued, traversed, and shifted all. O Men 
of the world! Now speak! Knowing this, 
do you still not understand? Other 
than his form in Kurugur, worshipped 
by the gods, there is no lord. (3) 

"'rjLDcar 

f^rrujAecfT ^guGcjt; ^ijncu 5,GU GLC>n5,Ag3 

A CT3T (^) Q a, ft cjjT (^1 ii>1 <S3T ; 

C5,<g iflir LD^lcn <^UJ 

rTflejrufreu g>n ^qjld uenjDjjkcu <r<GF 
«@ cSI eh uj n * C < 3 , ? 

He is the lord of Siva, Brahma and the 
other gods you speak of. See this fo r 
yourself in Kapala Moksha, the 
redemption of Siva. Now how does it 
help the Linga-worshippers to speak 
ill of the lord, who resides in radiant 
Kurugur city surrounded by walls?(4) 

^lOSTOT^lh *rTfl>£)|il/|tjU) 

<aj«Sljbg»] clings Qaujcffn^^o) mrpfpjtjp 
OibiLcii^iptb ^<£1 
tQcSlfbgi) CltfljvolgpGij 

ft fijp s I 

j£)viirr 6lnrTC5T n ^iv r 'lD ,llJ 

'oU jrruj l^cusncu. Ct 

Look ye, all those who quote the Lin^ 
Purana, Ye Jainas and Bauddh^ 
Instead of arguing endlessly. 0, I‘ 
praise to the lord ^ho stand* 
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Kurugur, where tall ears of paddy sway 
gently in the wind like whisks; he is 
you and all your gods, this is no lie. (5) 

CufNTJjftl tDIT)^J O^UJGJlb Gugtctu 

a_ibcniD ^goGcst 
cicuctf0ii> e£(5 Clufi)(T)ncu 
2_cu0 gcocncu CT€3 tGjt); 

CanjrflcO G^Or^CU 0>iD6\Jib 

«J£UCUCUC3T LDnujlD <S>C33Tlf>«T 
&•&$>& bgu 5 >@i£1Cc7T. 

You who desolately worship lowly 
gods have been relegated to this, 
because if liberation is given to all, there 
will be no world then. This is the sport 
of the clever lord of Kurugur city 
where golden paddy and lotus flowers 
abound; figure this out and run! (6) 

£?* ‘-Jcu lSI/D ui_|iii iSljD/sgj, 

^5)iucuLb 

UfTu ). c^uju uGjaflijjgiJ uG\JuLQ.<3>ncu 
C;5^ agrh u>h 
541 cijncyrcuff qr5)fttSlG5ifT] 

$0*00^ ii 
i_i<rn Cl,9,nm 

M0«ngL)G<fD. 

numerous 

gods, you 
truth; now 
rti, lord of 
Kurugur, whom the celestials in hordes 
stand and worship. The beautiful 
^aruda dances on his banner. (7) 

**'•> GT)tDu']l« T ncvj ^GOTcnGaiA ftcjan. 

lijn-n^fl.craiCi lucjfT ^sucricn 

' r ' iSlljngyii S-OJU.IA QftffCRn^ 

{hfTrjnuiteJmc^ ^iritpGoi; 

O ^fTl9>0 ^CVjff fi,L Lb n gd tp CtfiJcSlgj 

^ xj /h ^u crr 

nSl rjnrii r^ln)* Lorr)^!!)* 

Q <5;luGllXi wiilcrrd)n^lGn. 

Yhen n was Narayana’s grace which 
Protected Markandeya, when he took 


Running tirelessly, taking 
births, worshipping lesser 
have tried so many paths to 
become servants of Adi mu 


refuge in the naked-god Siva. When 
the great Adipiran stands in Kurugur 
city surrounded by stork-white 
Pandanus hedges, what other god 
do you praise? (8) 

cftcmbLjii) < 5 ^ 2 )i tfiDtu^pii) ^icano* ^^liuib 

lOfDQIU) ff,C3TUfTCU 

< 5 NCTTQ>{ty 5irTC3iu_{r)0 r^i(flujerr ^^Iuj 
^U30lb 

cucmhOftnen <2,£33 R_icjic33T <?^uj 

^crTibClArrcn^rTcrr^i^j cncuubifilcarr S-iicnm 
£_U_HU*G*fT633T0 Cu rT 0 {$Gc\J. 

The sL\ expounded doctrines and those 
like them cannot fathom him; thus he 
sits, as Adipiran in Kurugur surrounded 
by beautiful fields. If you seek 
liberation, bear him in your heart.(9) 

£_fQ]£lJgij Clfh C5,6L|lh GTCIJ 

2 _cvjAr^i 5 ,<CTT,ir) axbrryo) ^csTUfTCu 
LDir^^gu oprr^GujnQ epa&i §^>&et)6s mjib 
L§)«TrO«u 6 TiiTfinjnb (QrfjAGeu, 
Gaptffilcu QsffjQr^cO A 0 LhOufT 0 ^^0 
$0*00 * L r e^-fJjguen 
0 $ tu LOnCJJT £-0 Ch,^» 1 uj igfin 0 L.A 

«£»*,cn GaujcjiCjft. 

He contains within his faultless frame 
all gods, all worlds and all else. 
He resides in fertile Kurugur where 
paddy and sugarcane grow tall. He 
came as a manikin, he danced with an 
array of pots. Service to him alone is 
fit and proper. (10) 

^i,cb ClsLugjj .n^fvltj iSWn-GPfcjra Cfjrr; ot. 

OJGT3T 00*C* nin *110 631 

(TjfTCTr *mip lO^ltp iflrrcncvj luruTiSlcjncyr. iniTfDCJT 

flL.tiAdU Ii3l 

CojLCTAujfTGvt g^ncncsT luti- 6 vj ^iLSIg^gjicn 
v , i uucOcvjnn 

A‘Oi>+i I innrh^n idoxd^j 

0 ”>A*.$yC*U. 
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This decad of the faultless thousand 
songs, sung with love by Kurugur city’s 
Maran Satakopan addresses Adipiran, 
lord of discus and Vakula flower- 
garlands. Those who master it will 
have access to the other Vaikunta as 
well, the city of no return. (11) 

5.1 / Svapadesam : The Sixth 
Union 

Kaiyar | Kitrinji | Matyam 

(near 

CTSJTfQj 

Q u^Cuj Cl<grTGu«5)u luj)Cu) 

QidujCiu C\un5Qn)fTipiijC«!>)CjT; 

<5,rruLjrrn A*? 

gjCujrT (5,Cffyi<j53T tSl ijn€3T? ^cn(t)Cujn ^caflu 

Cu rr^yrrrCcu 1 

Uttering, “Holder of bright discus!,” 
My gem-hued lord!”, and many such 
shallow praises, I roamed and danced, 
and attained the truth. Who can 
prevent what fortune favours? 
My Lord, Krishna, if you leave me 
now, will I let you go? (1) 

CunCTTfTuj iDn JVjC^Cgjj! G 7 QP 

OufTCVJCun (OGJsfiCuj 1 
Cg/Jcan! (TTffjtQj cr<nyrCjT) 

*** U^ITCuGj, 

#nC«n 6 \j mb Qij 0 U)nwT idlest <ncin .a 4 i 

; 

cunC&57. inn QquCm 

— wT (atl £J1 Co <*|J . 

I only spoke false words like, “Oh, 
you entered the Marudu trees!”, “My 
Uncut Gem!", My ambrosia, sweet 
as honey!”. Lo. my lord himself has 
become me. The sky and Earth and 

all else are within me! ( 2 ) 


2_GrrcrrTGJT LDfT)p)i S—Crrojn, l^qqCld eflcu mnujib 

Cl <9 rrcu GiSl 

ojcrrgncu LDcraf)cucs3TSOTCG3T! CTOJir^i octtC/p 
2 _ ott CT) err il| ib qi 

AGT7CTT LDC3TTD 2_OTGJTA 

Cl«5irT6jjT^I ^.LLlfbCl^ni^llTjC^CJ 1 
QcijarCTT^gj] ^cncOTs^t^gjntu! ^ 

I uttered in lip-service, — while inside 
was something else, — a few lies like 
“Benevolent Lord, Gem-hued Lord" and 
such words. Shedding my deceiving 
nature, I have seen you, and found 
liberation. O Lord reclining in the ocean, 
now what other refuge do I have? (3) 

CTCn 0,3>fTCTTO)C3T 2_cm.r>crr efjl l ? tfTCJTgll 10 

Qjrr<g,3,rij0,CTT Q 0 ncuc\Slu~| 

cucin A6n<siiCc3TC3i inGfTgjCng, 

f,n o»n^?{b> 

(^is^^cviCcu^ - 

ctc^aot id c\Sl«Tib <Snn)ifbpji t*Tcirrc3ur3 1 '^ 

<s«t (jfil^^cnrTuj 

Though I say words like, “What other 
refuge do I have”, — the rogue that 
I am, — I have not the power to wean 
my soul from the world, nor strengthen 
my heart, nor dry my tears, an 
move closer to you. My Krishna, rid me 
of my dross and call me unto you. v ■ 1 

dbcsrrCT^6)gfTcr>GJT £$ crarCsroi rrn 

fv-jCTiTTtrailu_|ib rr,OTncTOi«£lcvjCc\j£err; fhC9^' 61J ^ 
s i. ibtSlcO & 

Al.uj.li UCU 

SDC37 Aa9(Pjn rr6 ' 

1 iDcnmut cumr*,^ J~iUiT*i_' 

GS>Gu&i&>nu j. >4!P^ ,r 

O Krishna, Lord of celestials, dark-S^ 
ambrosial deliglii! I have reached > 
yet not attained you; between t* s ^ V 
have placed a body, tied me to it seet lIC 
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*'ith strong cords of Karma, plastered 
the wound neatly, and cast me out into 
this deceptive wide world. (5) 

CU6U%fj^«VITlunfiV 06T)lD0>0li 

(ipCiDnrj (ipsnn) ujrrA^D* LjA6u6£>i£luJ<s> 

OanQ'-arQi-rri^^G^jGjn; 
rfjl.Oii) 2 _otil_iij {bncvj (fM ld C^fTcrh CI^ujlu 
curruj Qffdnu ift&rwjA 

<£♦!!> U> ^ipujGVJ 

^lubtDfTcn ^C^tcdcttClli. 

O Dark-hued Lord, you have embraced 
me all over! My strong Karmas of 
repeated miserable births have ceased. 

I nave seen to my satisfaction your 
four radiant arms, your red lips and 
lotus eyes, and the discus of cause-effect 
in your hands. (6) 

lolo rrein ljiS) ijrrcssT ^cuGST &cu 

£,£,»TG3T? UJH63T 

inn urrcfiluu GUfmj <$>/£) car 

GUrtiLiA^LD dh<^3Tic.n; 
®n<3jUUna gjOTLj crffjrj^ «na> 

gjfcinsvjUp^cu igiiGi- 

GIlgujlo inneu ^Ciurn^ibC^Grr; tmx»i.Sl rjfT^jjLCi 
CTtfST ClfJCUfTCcrr. 

The lord of discus, the overlord, - 
^'herc does he belong, who am I? Simply 
calling, “Saviour of the elephant” with 
hands my over head, I have become his 
true lover; he too has become mine. 
However strong the Karma, when his 
grace comes, it shall come, just see!(7) 

Giocurrg, Og,cni italic 

Cujd^Cn&iTjipib 

■Urtcunn Gufb#iJ ^'carfb^cn ,-^iivCiuifn ld£3T0j€37<£t, 
ld go’ 1 ciifl a it; 

Gsgvj fy errorercflu j 0 ld CIij0ld CI^cuculd 

IT,<rir lO A <4, (CTI) LD 

GtocvjrTg, £,itu, ^<niCg 

.tMjMifrCn 

The lord worshipped by celestials and 
monarchs has come this day and 


occupied my lowly heart. Henceforth 
he is my Mother, my Father, my 
children, my wealth, my fish-eyed 
women and all else. (8) 

c^OjrriT ^rr gjj^cssr? trrcjTrQj ^OTCU f£iiA 

(fcneilfTlLI Cl_irTGV l9jDMA4tt ^IJUT? 

ff, rrcm pj <rn r^j Ot 

G^jCli ^fT G<9)nGvj5>Cl5,rr(^lLD $(^0 

a ftj<£lCltnrTn(^l ih 

CTCTTfTyi < ^06TlO<9liJg J j ^Uj. Gu.l Cl €370010 

^GnnGcaT. 

Like a ship caught in stormy ocean 
signalling in distress, I stood 
shivering in the ocean-of-birth and 
called. With exceeding grace and 
divinity, he heard me and came to 
me, with a conch and discus in hand 
and became one with me. (9) 

'SH'Gtin&i ^(gbcm-iijncjn crCTirry ^jeoC^ 

Cli9iITCvLijl2_ (h ITi «£Hl 

<5, rrCe37 ^63T ClsilJg,] €T€3TCTl(J3T 

(jp IT) fT) 6IJ LD fTOTI^^CTTfTCrjT \ 
iii€3T , ^s^ct^ld iqtb cTM.uJt 

<3W,UJ , (5)JT)CTT ^ILI 

<fJ,rr€3T €J€3T(LpLD <S)4,UJ , <3)4)10 ^QTCTTU) 

^rriT cmosi ottG^iJt. 

Seeing that he had a faithful servant in 
me, he came elated. By his own sweet 
grace, he became one with me. The 
dark lord who came as the fish, the 
turtle, the man-lion, the manikin and 
the wild boar, shall come again as Kalki 
too, just see! (10) 

0 >I\n GTj 653T€33TC3T <&€37nQWl9'T' T OT 1 
5i ld<»\j<?,< 2,i rhj<JhG3 1 
fajrr eucn SiLpsafl* (<5)0<W> no o\ i^rruefr 

Cldnc$rG3i 

£n ajc&?c33Tii> ^>«raTa,i£)Lp*CTi 

^uSlnejjfljlCTT Jgiju I l<33^1LO 
<3)^ITGiltj3TC315Tft 5,(rC\J H _€37 IJLJl J (TIT ^ Iq 0 >£l£>U 
Lj061Jfrn C)L*ITCiSlffjG<5i. 
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This decad of the thousand pure Tamil 
songs, by Satakopan of Kurugur 
surrounded by bullock-ploughed fields, 
addresses the dark hued lord of lotus- 
red eyes. Those who sing it shall rise 
and attain his lotus feet. (11) 

5.2 / Svapadcsam : A vision of 
perfect joy 

Polika | Gambhiranata | Adi 

Ounces*! GuncvS)#,! OuiroSltf, 

GurTuSlnbi^j 6u6u 2-uSlrr£ iflutb; 

fr>G^LL|Lb 

UJfTgJ €£>OTfT)JLb 

ClftQii); thcmQi G&rTerinQiflcir; 

<5,l_C\J«J6OTr<JiTJTC5T LDCJ^GlDGO 

IflcftlLIU L-l^rbgJ LJIUq 

2L^$£1jd> 0>OT3TCl_mi). 

Hail! Hail! Hail!, gone is the curse of 
existence. Hell has relented, Yama has 
no work here anymore; even Kali shall 
end, just see! The ocean-hued lord’s 
spirits have descended on Earth in 
hordes. We have seen them singing 
and dancing everywhere. (1) 

A«3rGi„fTih, SjOTStCl mb, <3, gsjtCl rub; 

ujsn <5,GnnGi_nih; 
Clg,rT65gTu>n; GTc(jd?(ff)Lb curr^n; 

. L f0OTiT)j 

Gu«m0 ^it Ojcfar iprrtLiatfin 

iDrrg,GUG5T locfinCtDGVJ 

{.jonir^fTcn t. irciq. rQsjrn^j 

We have seen sights that are sweet to the 
eyes, yes we have, yes we have! 
Come devotees, offer worship, praise and 
shout in joy. The spirits of the Tulasi- 
wreathed Madavan are roaming the 
Earth. They are seen standing, singing 
Pann-s and dancing everywhere. (2) 


«^lrflu_|LO <9>G'S)iL|.3>ib 

C2>Cl>IT0,GTT £rT(ipvb 

QurfUu 

CcjrflsiiTu GGuenerTLO 

<5>ffluj (Lp<^6VJQJCmGyjTG5T CTLDLD(TfflFT 

5»i_GOGueyjt637TOTT u^rhJ^GtT log 

^rfluju M(^)jbgiJ ,g‘Cr»<3 Ljrrvq. 

gjuib ClAJicjyi carrC^'- 

The rolling age of Kali is ending, *h e 
gods have also entered. The golden 
age of Krita is beginning, and joy lS 
flooding the land. The spirits oi 
ocean-hued lord have come singing 
songs. They cramp the Earth a 1 * 
occupy every nook. (-v 

^g‘L-lb VolAfTGTT OLDLU^GD^, GTCoCNJfTLD 
aGricrrcucsr 

5>L-ih <o>i_ gu ucncTflij Clu^iDntin 
$,S3T«±Qj Gin l u l_^ r^i & G 6" 

<$' t @0<bguii> 

&&>\h ugvjliCu uniq. 

Jbujj^jub, UiDjb&jib, (£>«5flg>g>]ib 

/bOLAlb Q-5UJ<?£lG5nn5CJTGGU. 

All the heretic schools of though 
are being cleared like weeds. V , 

spirits of our mighty ocean-reclinin- 

lord are singing many, many songs* " 
lying, sitting, standing, walking, fl} r j n & 
and dancing, they are perform^ 
miraculous plays. 

GT«T 

GDGU(<9)(T)0jOTT Ll^n^^CGTT cZMjlLI 

id rriu^)^caTfTcvi GTPjj(0)ib 
gOUJU) $paT^I ^€U€^cu; 

c^^an 61©tb^n s>_dKT?Co<^ 

22_ UJU|ID Gucsm ^Jcycmcy, Gg,rT6Jffr^ 

Quujit^Qlx, Q^n<.^- 

The lord’s spirits have miraculou 5 ^ 
entered the Earth. They $ liin N 
everywhere, their acts alone occupy 
my vision. Have no doubt, De v ° te *j 5 
if there are Asuras and Rakshj l5 ‘. r 
among you, there is no escape; 
days will end in death. <v 
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Cl^nctirry a_uSl(T fc-Cfgl Oip ilh <r£l<3n,£l 
ucnA, , <5 uu ct <rrcCjGunii 

rQcTTO)! gisil 2— C\J^rtl G\J iMqGUfTCfT 

CijiiSiu vSlorrcar g>iDir Gurrn^nfT: 

u^Tiqiqub gjidrofl 
^tqLLjiii <c»jff€oii) urjiBgjnrn; 
ClsoiTfry Cl<3,n^g>j ^-ujiiji^Grr; Q^ndnien 

The discus-lord’s devotees have come 
to stay, to rid the world of soul¬ 
consuming disease, war, hunger and 
evil. They have spread everywhere, 
singing in mirth and dancing in 
ecstacy. Cease thought, Devotees! 
Go, worship them and be saved. (6) 

5 )l 1 ^ CWcir^ii 

2»_townin 22_uiuj,5iQaiTCT) 
iDfrjj^gijm ^mjCfejmCi. AtfiTirrip n; 

U)rTi7<5)<9i<T5TrGi_ uj<5}j ii ArflCuj; 
ld (TJtld err iry ih Gcii gjoti— n | 

<93 63316331631 ^ttJCUHCU Cl£>UJCULb 

@CUGT)6Vi; 

^nrjjuujpj) CTGviGurro) ^cuGar Qpnfy£) 
LLirruj^ufT^G* ^fT^jiiilCcjT. 

Know that your fond gods can save you 
only through his grace; Markandeya is 
proof. Have no doubt, there is no god 
other than Krishna. All that exists are 
his forms, so worship him alone. (7) 

^njjA^lX! (gfonn) 2_Cff5T6yjT, 

CTCil 2_€U(^)*(2)ii) {h€S\ £prr£,<£) 
t^lrrjj5,^1 errngTT Cl£jUJCur>i><3>6rr 

<$\<b Cl^ujGij rbrruj<5,G5T ^nCcTT; 
irxry^) $(ff) UlfTfTftJ63T^|CUC3T g>63T 
^^fbJ^hCTT urTli} 

CloiffJJULj (6T,fT6Vl<9,<jjy l6l<3i,3, (Tf! 

Cli^ctf^Cl&n^gy © UJU)lfil«3T (gCq. 
He is the lord of gods, himself becoming 
the gods in all the worlds. It is he who 
accepts the offering you make to your 
gods. The spirits of the mole-chested 
lord have filled the Earth singing songs. 
So shed hatred, cultivate love; offer 
worship and liberate yourselves. (8) 


ClD<s£)£> Cl£,rT[l£gy 2_LUlbl6W iglT^CTT; 
GffUjJU U|Gsfl^, 

fbrrcfflcvj O^rtcrjT^ g, 67 TC 3 >G 3 T 

(Ct^hcjtg'SI^ iSlciDipuj rrGic 
LijdJlcO g€^< 5 ,LL|Lb sfilctT&^U) 

&nfbib(ipd> rS^ib LD&S1rt,gjj 
GL£)cfil5>0^fT^pUB ^»(CV Uin^Tjlb 

lj«3><su i£Ia0>i?ii a_.6uC*. 

The world has become filled with 
devotees and holy men who lovingly 
worship Achvuia, unfailing in the 
path of knowledge, with blossomed 
flowers, incense, lamp, Sandal, water 
and Vedic Mantras. Devotees, you 
too join in loving worship, and 
liberate yourselves. (9) 

i/5)a 0> 2_cvj(£,<g,GTT C&niTjjiX) 

ClDGfn^T) < 9,63316371631 
fb^< 5 » iSlrfrrGcmr^ r^uu<g)iib 

@!b^ag>ja> (ipfl,cun& 

O^fT^ai LOfJfT (5)Lpnrh5 5,CTT 

urrj^cn; Q<3>rT633iu»n! 
<^l(T)r^lrjrT(^€0 

< 9 >(?S)u|<ff>l£> 6 £>G 3 Trryii> ^GUfe'JlGVjClU. 

In all the great worlds, all the dense 
hordes of gods, even Siva, Brahma, 
Indra and others stand and worship 
Krishna. Devotees, if you can join 
them in loving worship, there shall 
be nothing of the age of Kali. (10) 

Y2*G3Trr))LD ,9,631 

^iq.ujrTrT*0 ^(^cnQ^iuiuib 

LD6$tJL|l£> <3,1. fl 6£>6tfl HJnuJU iSlrMTCTT 

<93 63316331CJT <9, £31635 631, 

<£h6\Sl GUU.JOU Qajcmi^cffT ( 5 j^,< 9 <rLfiA An/flionrrifirr, 

<3 L_ C<3, fl LJ C31 

6f)oSl I *Aip 1i£>£>] fi^cncirg,^^ 

mn<3. 

Th is decad of the famous thousand 
songs, sung by Karimaran Satakopan 
of Kurugur surrounded by happy 
fields, addressed to the wonder-lord, 
the radiant Krishna, destroyer of Kali, 
will cleanse devotees’ hearts. (11) 
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5.3 / The girl, decides to commit 
Madal: The Sixth Seperntion 

Masaru \ Todi \ Adi 

id™ 

CT6$T Q«9UJUU 6DHUJ 

ld . 

<^2^ SooGTtGn £pfTg>$Cr>llJ 

jjjnutCuj 

urT 5 fT)CV| ffTLU^l .^ 4 $Cl I ^Lpf^gjJ ctc^stt 

njncfjcmuii)? 

'•J* 2£?rj6un ACnOXu C^m^! dcsr 

OfllLJlLjCli)? 

Sister! I sought my ever-radiant 
faultless first-lord, my red-lipped 
spotless mountain-gem. How long ago 
I became impassioned and slipped into 
madness! What harm can the world’s 
slander do now? (1) 

(near Cl0iuu_|ib a^ngeufr <»,cuct»c*< Cg>mj>! 

2 >ibcmx>'? 

GTQn CltfUJUJ CTGSTGnGJn 

HJcnip Clftn5 (Tjtl_ rt^jrj 
(ipcyr Cl/j lulu ina«no) Ct-Dcafl CIlooSIcij 

cnu^l, 

ffTCST Cl^UJUJ CUfTujLh 0j0fbj ACJJTgJniLD ULUUl | 

gffn fljfoffiCfiU . 

Sister! My red-lotus-eyed lord has 
possessed me. I have lost the red in my 
cheeks, my frame has waned, my red lips 
and dark eyes have lost thar colour. Now 
what can the world’s gossip do to us?(2) 

£>S5ltjj>0, 0* ^ £_CiD Q>{h$> 

C LJ UJ ^LpC31 G»J 

fbG&tGufbfh Clacuffunujrrcrr crcsrcnOTi 
rt)l«n{0 Glanstfaii ncffi; 

ClancO ^'Ccucsi; 

CT65T C^nijT! CTCtfT ClfllUlLllb 9X^ IJCVP 
tfiOjsnsuCuj ? 

Sister! The red-lipped lord who sucked 
the life out of Putana’s breasts and 
smote the laden cart with his toot has 


possessed me. Night and day I prate of 
nothing save him. What can the 
world’s gossip do to us? (3) 

26Hijgli n ^ciiCuiGD CT0 ^cucntfaT 

Cloncvi £rr 

mj Q(t>gu (ipcncno^, Clir,^gy}Lj Clu00 

0 5 LU ILjCTI 

Curt ^LDfT &>ng)Qj al gvj L|cnr]Lu GiSlcncncSl^ 

0>fin c^LO(T G LDCofl gjli) C7TH633T631 

Gib ni£! &> 14 w G ■ 

Sister! The dark-cloud lord planted 
seeds of love in my heart. The world’s 
gossip made good manure; my 
Mother’s words poured water over the 
fields. Now my passion swells like the 
sea. Tell me, is our Krishna mean?(4) 

iblU.UJCT'J 0<9>ruq.Uj£jl, Off>m.LU LfinCu , - >t*. t' 

Cl 0,ncsVfi- 

^^.lUCTT, <^f^lci| CtDCafl LDfTLU5>flbC3T; 

OibfTLq.HJ CTCin Clrtj(00lU ^QjcjT CTGSlCfl) 

ctguCgv- 

gjiq. G&ffCrl ^CDl. U5I-5) Ga,m^! 

CT63T ClaLLiti-lGLU? 

O Sister! You have a slender waist, but 
a frail heart! May be the lord is selfish, 
wicked and far away. Maybe he is a 
world-grabber and hard to understand. 
Pity, my wicked heart still longs for 
him alone, what can Mother do? (5) 

<TTOTT 'nloiuuSlcu C1651? oqjii CU53 7 
ClflrTCucSltU CIGJT? 

CI£3T£Sr>CB1 ^ <>1 2_ 100,0 * 

^jAUL 111 Cl & 

^Lp63T6ff1«JT ^IfUJIT (ip 0, CU CJ j C31 CU«33T 

10£P631631 iDufirtl6lJ633TertflG3i , CJ] fT0.Gg,fil 1 

fti cjr> 

Sisters! Whatever Mother may do* 
whatever the world may 
henceforth expea no love trom m<?- 
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I am caught in the drag-net of my gem- 
hued lord Vasudeva, King of Dvaraka, 
the ancient lord of celestials. (6) 

063163)07 JJ,6U 

O(btC»)0d> «VcSlAQ^rTC35T0 
AL.kVucnpfl f i= ^i i ip) U i£\tjncTr 

<2> 63T 63") G3T 

,r},{znG\j <^1^60 cu^cu CgjfTij?! rr -)ld 

AGTOIaCnnCU &63310 
g,£PGuiiS)ci> cuS33Tf^Ji5ifft|U3 ^ub Cl&rrCGu n, 
^n^ujcvjnii ^prinCu? 

The lord who caught me in his dragnet 
and called my good heart unto him, 
reclines in the deep ocean with a discus 
in hand. O Sister! with broad jewelled 
hips! Will we ever see him with our 
eyes, and worship him in the presence 
of these fair ladies? ( 7 ) 

CuuJ 2-0370 ib ufTujtTjgjj 

@CTU_U 

Cantu 0<iuj$i£i qcn cumu tSlcinijgjj 

gjl «))<&<'’' Cl^rrcwoiL cunoju iSlgncnoi 
(bn'GnCl^rrCcvifT 

ujmr) - (»g>rn£! ^orcnoTUjn 

ibfrcrorOsu? 

The lord drank the ogress’ breasts, smote 
the cart, went between the Marudu trees, 
ripped the bird s beak, and killed the 
rutted elephant. He has a pearly smile 
and coral lips. O, When will wt reach 
him and put these ladies to shame? (8) 

r^n^riii-b |0O7fOiL|iD crcifTcncin r^cu 

(\oc$s\ SLtun sunoTgjgjj Cg,6ij LSlnncn 

<3j0707G31 

gu crOi £_6 \j^ G <5, rr <7)j ^evjn 

gijTirjifil 

'AfTCincmACtT (o1«5uj^ij {<3y£lrfliuniij ldi <?u 

asunr^Gio. 


The lord stole my shame and called 
my heart unto him. He resides with 
the celestials in high heaven. By him, 
I swear, let the world heap slander, 
acting unbridled, I shall ride the Palmyra 
stalk and commit the Madal. (9) 

ujfTO) U7LCVJ s^rr^oi <mo 

1 Si an or a_ (ini_ 
idi_co 2>OT3t ^ld gjiipmij udguit CWojiQ 
(*)0GGunii 

^ID LDl— LD <@01$ Ogj^VlC^IT^] dlujC Jj 

^^ujojnjT 

*b n iDi-fbj^nu ui£l fb^0ih 

^onrjA^Goj. 

After wc have ridden the Palmyra stalk 
through every street, — without 
feminine grace, making women speak 
unspeakable slander, while the world 
raves, — we shall wear the Tulasi flowers 
from the discus lord to soothe us. (10) 

*.((>,!»ii fh \_ CU 61103103707 

A037037 iSllJlTOT ,5)63107637 

6&lo>rj<3> Clftncn Cli im^lcv) < '* M n ) ,3oa0 

<9LC<s>mjOT nor or 

f£1ong<9) Ganeb < ^fb5 ,fT ^ <=H,ifilg<!ig||6vr 

<@ u U&gjfifc 
cucueuniiA^ oncu^^ib 
5>L0 2£H 17 GTCVJCUfTii). 

This decad of the replete Andadi of 
thousand songs, by Satakopan of 
fragrant bowered Kurugur, is 
addressed to Krishna, dark as the 
roaring seas. Those who sing it will 
find Vaikunta wherever they live. (11) 

5.4 / The Girl in soliloquy 
Ur ell am \ Boitli \ Ekam 

£>QTft CTffuainLD 0,]^ GTC\JC\jniXl f»)6T7 

fid*)® 1 v$vh. 

(?n ocucumh G#,<£1 u^jf 7 ^,6ti . 

0377 ; 
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arm cnsvjGumb g figyn iv,Lb umbui ^cnramurrcsT 
cunfjfTcnnGV) \ 

ctguCaj! fiucucSlOTcnGtucin’ ^Gii' ftnuunn 
^caflCiu? 

The populace sleeps, the world is 
pitch-darkness, the waters have calmed. 
Night stretches into eternity. The lord 
who swallowed the Earth sleeps on a 
serpent couch. Alas, he does not come. 
Wno can save my sinful soul now?(l) 

&(TUutm ujnrr? &i_cu mcnn 

sfildri (\p\j\ 

LDfT sfilAfTIJiil fJ>IT ftJA) 

l§iM5J1l_fTCVJ J 

CdjrT CU€J3T6TOI6tn GTG3T AGiJIJTfcoal G3}l ID 

eu rrrjnsyifTGu ; 

unGSICujGjr Clfji^aCuD! jSu-|ib urrnn0 

GVI C.n 6VJ G LU . 

A ghastly pall engulfs the Earth, sea and 
sky, stretching into one sinister night. 
My golden hued Krishna does not come, 
alas! O Sinful heart, you too are not 
with me; who can save me now? (2) 

j5bUL|LD UfTfhJ0 H CV)€3>GV>IT 67«JT , O 
fp> LU| ub QufT(L^gj gg&rif)] 

err* _ 2 ) n ; 

dJifTigib ft(^ib ^tencu 

cu rrijncffUTeu; 

iftfTlijlb OJ«r>A ^f^jlCujGJT, SlJCuC&lwiGSTGllJffCfl 

Cluiioi iSlipp^G^)* 

See, you are not with me, O Heart! 
The long night stretches into an 
aeon. My Kakutsiha lord wielding 
the scorching bow does not come. 
Sinner, born as a female, I know not 
how to end my life. (3) 

Gli jgjot i5j)rp£,g)rTii ciiu/fyib Cli j(fT}ih g^uirr 

Ot fT C331 <^>1 G GO {2ST GT tw51 Oj I 

AL.CgncST Gunrjng^ ! ,i^)ib 

tnarci 

acts! Ctuffluj cub Arm gt£)j 

irrjii«nncu; 

ctgkp Clurfliu ^nuunrr ^rr 

GT CJ1 CS) G31G U J ? 


Even the radiant Sun has hidden 
himself, unable to bear the sight of a 
maiden in distress. My black bull, 
the lord wdth large eyes and red lips 
does not come. Alas, who can cure 
my love-sickness? (4) 

rSa,IT (TIG3T GiT) GtfT ^flfTUJ fflj Off? ^ GincyiGSTUI (fTjlb 
C,Q>n§\ uJ(TC)ii) 

ign gtctiGgst! CTOTiannCft f^err 

gjj^jAQJ^jn-cb; 

Ann ^jcirsn Gi^csf! 5,10 AG7UT63Tt€<ruib 

cu n (j fTGjrrrGv); 

Guli G^GTTGDCri LDfTUJfTAjGVJnco GUcClcfilGriGSTGujGitf 
lSIgST <063tG 0. 

Who inquires of me? My Mother and 
my Sakhis sleep through the night, 
never asking what happened. My 
dark-hued Krishna too does not 
come. Wicked me, my name will tell 
tales and not let me die! (3) 


iSlgifT CfFjfTUU Cl<btA)<9lb 

, . 1 id n G\J 1 

(ipeyr i^<jjTrr)j ^ijn a£!i£l agitct qc^nftOJ 

Cip ui ib .® nG ^ 1 

IDGST J^lCiSTIT) 0AArj£»)gj CTtO ID n UJ CD ^ 

GunfjrT<snnfi'J • 

• 3V0 (g<^r ^ffSl Arruunn .fii.n 

An incurable love-sickness torffl CI1 * s 
my soul. An aeon of darkness hang s 
over my sunken eyes. My discus-lord' 
eternal too does not come. Who 0,1 
Earth can save this soul? 1(1 

jnjr 

Anui inn l^i 0j£,i? 

rTjj537T 

G«5;l unevj^j] 

Anb(^h«^ <n,niiJ 

£JlU IJIUM QojGTffT in > ■ ^ 

&u IJJTGu CTuCocblCTiGBlCluQn , 

The sky is densely packed * t % % 
powdered pilch. The long n ' L 
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stretches like an aeon. The lord of 
spotless conch and discus does not 
appear. Yea gods! What shall I do? 
My acts are wicked as fire! (7) 

ClgjiLiGurhj.'fcrTCTT! OG5T ClatuC^eyr? G^rr ggiJCli 
CIlduj Gurr^gii design 

Cl id 6\S) dil & (8) iL; 

(TTi<^«j£,£) 3fh&>y{b{b J 67 ^ AGrar<nrcTfj£jiD 

qj n o n Girrrreu ; 

& && C^gjttooj CIguld 

£>rr<2ri ^|@Cii3. 

Yea gods! A single night stretches 
into seven aeons, hanging over my 
person and thinning my soul. Alas! 
My Krishna-with-discus does not 
come. The cool spring-breeze scorches 
like fire; what shall I do? (8) 

QGUli) tfrL ffltfJ £,IT65T c9J0lD»TC\J, 

^gl(fTjafl6JfT ffjjGOTT Qjcft 

t£*lb 3 -, 0 CIcULuCtUfTeffT ' Ofb(V)lu> C^fT 

G £Tj fT G3TT (T) fTO^n GO J 
&L^rrg> 5,nu>Gnfr-5><5.€;raT Q^cxj^iarjiib 
gu n rj fT cm rr cvj • 

<@ l - ri ^nuunrr wffft? f£lc3Trpj 

2_ (fFj {&)& fettC03 C G3T ! 

Darkness packed wuth fine pitch 
scorches like fire. The beautiful tall 
chariot of the Sun does not appear, ill its. 
The wealthy lord of lotus eyes too does 
not come, alas. Who can cure my heart’s 
malady? Alas, I stand and melt. (9) 

T l4TTf]Qj 2_(fT)«di)GT tG fT)C63T GlJITGVJ, >>1 ^1)1 

(3tj nGtn in 

Cla^jrrrj] g> (fiyCl r^]6jyr fljicifl ^uj< 5 Cl.scu<£lc3Tro 

*fTj(^>GVJ6urrnj 

y^(<>)A^cv/ cir»Guiuii) tSlgndn 

erirrjfrcjT trrcjTfrjj 

«£>65Tnr)i O^fTCuojngj 2J_coC^>n 

Like me, the wide sky too melts pouring 
as fine droplets into the night. The 
world sleeps tight, alas, not once 
saying: The lord w r ho measured the 
Earth then shall not come. (10) 


£!_fT)r^J (<9)611 HOT Cl_IfTCU C LLI ff^Clsujtfj 

Cli_i(a)LDncnc3T 

^JDG?2i ClufTlflcil (dk^jp (£j(0)^8, ns «3l_G(9,rTLJG5T 

CltffTCU 

|^|0LD l.lcrrrrfi^. c^ufljjjg^GTT 

<-i&g>nd) 

@P!b&} Cuiruj G<?gn6unj)| 

CTci rbi G to3iC uj n ? 

This decad of the colourful radiant 
Andadi of thousand songs by Satakopan 
of Kurugur surrounded by excellent 
groves, is addressed to the lord who 
did Yoga like one sleeping; singing this 
will secure Heaven after death. (11) 

5.5 / The Girl on Tirukkurungudi 
Etiganeyo | Bhairavi j Misra Chapu 

<*1 f*jj f?U C 6 JT G UJ IT , c V*j€tfT<iO i fcji (i) fT^MTGIT ’ 

CTGflGSiGgr i^rr? 

rrzCiu&Gn G&rTcui] iu^iq 

r^ioiSlemuu fr,frc3T <5 >oojTi _tSlfisi 

^fbJ^GGJTn^lib Gfb^GujfTglii) 

ftfTiX>a>fIA *Otr»^G€ITft0li> 

Cl <9 r%j a <njfl cli mu ^csTfT^lGcTmGlLb 

Q^GO^lcarrrDgji gtgst Qit^^^Gio. 

After seeing the beautiful lord at 
Tirukkurungudi, my heart yearns for 
his conch and his discus, his lotus eyes, 
and his peerless coral lips. How now. 
Ladies, that you blame me? (1) 

CTGJT OnFj(6Tj<fle7TFT6Vj &fTC3ijfiT 

CT63T&nC3T Qp Gjfl UJ ItCib ; 

Cl£,CTT fT,(731 >n. 

fF,U>tS1C31UJ (T,nC3T <9>6J3TI iSl C3T 
iSIcJTgJJ . 06TOTL6\J(ipLD 

LDaniSIcvj (ff) ld rQj GY| i-b 

Lncn gpi fTjfitfarr^, CgjfUCfljLi) 

suiTjgii crrr^j(<9)ii) f£l<»Ti5l®Gm. 

Look through my heart’s eyes; do not 
blame me. After I saw the lord in Palm- 
groved Tirukkurungudi, his sacred 


k. 
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thread, ear ornaments, mole-chest, 
beautiful jewels and four arms appear 
before me everywhere. (?) 


aar^j 

(Ipcafl^piTj 

IDfTL^ 

rbihiSl«nuj i^nsji &dsji_San 

Qcucn(f)\ cfilAgyii Qih cun^ih, 

fflejrn)] C^fTwrrf))* AtjjicwjiGTT ignu^n; 
Qfb(CT) 5 .cn| 6 tT) l i) (£(bj«,nCcu. 

Mother, you blame me saying, “She 
stands, she falters, she swoons”. Ever 
since I saw the lord in talbmansioned 
Tirukkurungudi, his victorious bow, 
mace, dagger, discus and conch appear 
before me everywhere, never leaving 
my eyes and heart. (3) 


£>nta, (Qcucvn ^Waicaai (gii^crr ctc3t^j 
<5H6irrGnc3Tuj(2)ij) rr; 

Gftcir O^rrcTT Carton* 

jbiDiSlcDuj £,nan &,gt2ti_ 
toncjTCNja, ^pnujii 

OufTcir (ipuiiniij njiqev|iii 
Ljrr r^(2) G^fTaniTjjii) uil0ii), JbfTgilii) 
urrcfilCujOTT • i«a^cii 

Mother, you blame me for the tears 
that swell in my eyes endlessly. After 
I saw the lord at nectar-groved 
Tirukkurungudi, his beautiful garland 
of Tulasi flowers, his golden crown, 
his face, his silken threads and belt 
haunt my wretched self. (4) 


\ »• onrjju.jih ciCTTrrjj 
^1C3T C31G5J UJ (5^ ij) 

<"><*.(♦>jrjfli)(4F)iq 
fbiXxSl&Duj r^nrein lSIcjt 

"lgina<5, tZonfyo) Cl0,ncjin©ni__ guit ll| ld 

l KfFjGiMTiJ^^LD 

fb&<h ftmncnqA Agyjr ^ uh LiftcfilCiucin 
!£<xn uSl tii Cti/CutinCcij. 


Mother, you blame me saying, She 
stands and stares, she swoons”. An er 
I saw the lord of great fame i n 
Tirukkurungudi, his glowing coV \ 
lips, his long eyebrows, . 
his perfect lotus eyes have possessed 
my wretched soul! 


ClDC^JLD QJ«7T ui^l Ojii) (6FjU|.A(<?) 

^CTTcncjT <^ncOTT<9iO<s.ni_nc rr I 
CstTc^cu ^jp gjCSfirt 

r^ibiSlcmu r^ircjr 

Ca,ncu i^cn ClarTiq (\p<5,^LD g 3 (nnGTi(J& 

(gis^nggjith acafl cnnu _|lo 
§CVJ GlXlCjfl LL| ID fTjfT<OT(^j C^rr^li) 

ctgft Ory^^th rglerwDjb^G 11 ^ 6 ^' 

After I saw the lord of cool-gr°^ 
Tirukkurungudi, his beautiful slende 
nose, his lotus eyes, his coral lipSi 11,5 
blue frame, and his four shoulders, h** ve 
filled my heart. My mother lets no one 
see me saying, “She will bring furl he 
blame to our fair name!” v** 


T)«r>jD|i>(b cues! ujf) {bub (<9jt*te AfllA 
^GjrcDGar <3,fTG3JT0 ) O<5,ru_rr6T T ; 




Cb ldlSI cr >uj jTjfTdnr AG»f!t_«!9<ff T 
fQcnrrjffj^, C<9fT$ Cl«jGTTcnii) 

Qurtcin 

crrcii g) gTTf!cn ' 

Cfbufil c^rhJCn,* 22__cnC^. 


After I saw the lord of great fame * 
Tirukkurungudi, his beautiful g°h‘ e ‘, 
form of exceeding radiance has fi* e 
my heart. He appears every wi**-, 
wielding a discus in his beautiful har* ‘ 
My mother says, “She is a great scou*^ 
on our fair house-hold”. v' 


«DALL|GTT rp,OTT (i* ’ i y 

^cjrcd^cjTuj^ii) 

< " nin Q*ncn mni 

*bi£n3c3^uj iVjncjT agwtl *9*3" 
Cl^iiJuj g,mo«n<jA 0,<sfin{g^iii). 

4 • »T) ff)| CS> i u_|i£j CU(qGL)LO Jj 

(gen 

LincfflGiiitfjn (ipejr 
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Ladies, you blame me saying, “She buries 
her face in her hands, she swoons”. Ever 
since I saw the lord in Tirukkurungudi 
surrounded by tall houses, his red 
lotus eyes, hips, slender waist, face, 
long dark tresses, and broad shoulders 
a ppear before my sinful self. (8) 

(iPon OTrnr)rriij crcarnr^j C^m^ionfWMCTFjib 

' •" '•} influx 4 4 0 % 

rbibiSlcniij 5)fTC3T 
f^GTf (Ip 14 «S^UJ 

a_cuui_| ^cu < 5 nanpflAcv*£>j 5 >dfT 

UfTGU <^4,^0 CUCbgjJ ff7! ^ rr 

ClfTj(gj« 3 LQ Altitun Carr. 

Ladies! Sisters! You blame me saying, 
“You are a disgrace”. After I saw the lord 
°f Tirukkurungudi, — sweet as milk and 
sugar, — surrounded by strongly built 
houses, his tall crown and his countless 
jewels never leave my heart. ( 9 ) 

cpn 0,n<2 >cu6tt ^cuctt ctcStqj 
dnenem 0,tTC33rACls>fTi_rTCTT; 

Cw <$ 

5 ,lSI cn uj £ nan acjitl iSlcji 
Gg,aiff (£ipnraiA«n anACIanLpa 
G^rr^l Cl«icwcn a dfl gv cirGen 
fpn £_(3 CTC51 Clff) 0 A 6 TT C7(L^LD; 

^ v |y mother lets no one see me, saying, 
She is growing amorous day by day”. 
After seeing the lord of abiding fame 
ln Tirukkurungudi, a radiant form of 
flooding effulgence, appears in my 
heart worshipped by hordes of celestials, 
hard for anyone’s understanding.^0) 

^rfluj i 5 )oiT«ancai -mf 

^4»^<r-Aui6<r>CTTGiij ^c\j rnnSl 
r locufT j^rriq a>da as 

fluCftnudn CU nfiSfiOT 
Clanch ug,g^ib 

lbj(£)tq ^5)G3TGmcu 

^i6)u»A AfT)^j aicucvjira «n«jilcMTGun ^ijf> 

5>i eC (CTjncvj^jgjjcnGfin. 


This dccad of the thousand well-known 
songs, by fair Kurugur’s Satakopan 
on the lord of Tirukkurungudi, the 
incompre hensible discus-bearer, is 
sung with flowers. Those who sing it 
with understanding will unite with 
Vishnu while on Earth. (11) 

5.6 / The Mother: The Seventh 
Union 


Kadal | Yadukulakamboji \ Misra 
Chapit 

<9>lcv) (GT,rrcuib ClaiLiC^gMih tunCon crdrTgjiib; 
< 9 iL_cu (CTjncum ^Gojc^jii) turrCcn cTgingr)Hb: 
Ai_cu (CTjncuii) Clai(TCj3rGi_gjnb turrCcrr erdrg)iih; 
al-GU (0 fT6VJii ^oraiGL_gniii> lurrCcn gTcjr gji ib; 
al_cu (C^rtoub e_«raTGt_^iLb lunGcn ctot^jid; 
ai_cu (f^ncu^gjj rr^dn glutei cjrnAQAnGc\)fr9 

S.LCU 0fTOJ2)<^ITA(£j J^CTtCli CT63T 

CWcoguGsicir - 

Al_CVJ (CT>rT(,Y)g>£)| CTC3T LOA6TI ■> 

My daughter roams the Earth reciting: 
“I made this Earth; I am the Earth and 
the ocean; it was I who took the Earth; 
it was I who lifted the Earth; it was 
I who swallowed the Earth”. Has the 
lord of the Earth and ocean possessed 
her? O People of the Earth, how can 
I make you understand? (1) 

GICUGDGO ^C\jC< 31 CTOTT£5)Jir); 
<3>fT)(£)U> aguc$ ^CcugCNiri LunCan CTCTijguii); 
0>©(<9)l£> Acucfil ClgiuCcu gfl iib uirtGon <ncii@iub; 

srT'(A,u> s * m 6 \ ^rruCt igjiib ujnCcn tf 7 < 3 Tg}jii); 
A©(^)iD AGusSla anri(ipu) luhCctt <n<ajTgpih; 
Air^ib ag\jg£ 1 «rrrr)AClAnGaifT? 

Aro^ii ^g«ncu ctcjt 

Q.3»TC\J<^|GaC31 - 
acug£) (man wAcn An«ra74>l63Tnr>G<nj9 

My daughter recites, “I am beyond the 
boundaries of knowledge, I am 
that knowledge, I generate that 
knowledge”. Has the knowledge - lord 
descended on her? O Knowledgeable 
people, what can I say? (2) 
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&nri5T<£lc3Tn) i£lsuib fficvicunih ujnCesrciar^ib; 
^fTGrur^cjrrn c^ftihL] CTCucorub uj^Gctt 

6T62fT g|) LD J 

AfTcnr^cjrff) Qcini) $ CTCuOjfTib ujrrCcTT 

CT«rg)l LD ; 

An^T^feinro ArifT >CDJ CTCOcomi ujitCott 

61 631 gTil lb J 

^rrcnfr^cjifi) <9 .i_gu oojcumb LLinCjir crcargyiD; 
(ftncrn^lGTrTT) AL_OJQJOT3TC33IcjT G^ftCtanCcun? 
^ns«r«ji^<sfT/r) 2_cu£j4>$n0>(<S) otar 

rT6t)6^)i • Ai>oi * 

<$®jTrn ctost Arrrfl GMh QsiuS^pCoi'? 

The things my possessed daughter does! 
She says, “All the Earth is me! All the 
sky is me, all the fire is me, all the air is 
me, all the ocean is me!”- Has the all- 
seeing lord entered her? O Witnesses of 
the world, what shall 1 say? ( 3 ) 


Gsiu£lcng) <£1$ CTsucurub ujnCcn ub; 

CtaujGimoT r 9 dnn}G 9 T« 9 ,(CTi>ib oorgpjib; 

CltfLUtfjj (ipciT ^rogj^GViib LuriCor CUfr£p|U>; 
Cl^tueiD^u tJUJ53T 2_fjorCug)|LD ujfrCcsn 


CT63T6S}I LD ; 

G<5iu<aifTfT<9.«r>€TT<«T Q<«mjCcijg)Hb ujuGott 

CTGJlg))LD ; 

Osujllj 5,U)CUiF,5>Gr3T6ffTT63T <SJfT)5>Q*nC€UH? 
G< 5 lulu s_.6u<M>JJfra>(0) ,@63>eu 

0*ncu£yiC«>wH - 

QrtjlU fljniu <|§)CTT (J)fI63T d£)fT 

The things my red-lipped daughter says! 
“All that is being done is me; all that 
remains undone is me; all that has been 
done is also me. I enjoy the fruit of all 
action; motivation too is me”. Has the 
lotus-eyed lord possessed her? O Fair 
people of the world, what can I say? ( 4 ) 


^iQiburnDCu, iDfiircn <5,n0><£lGLnCiD63T ujnCcuT 

CT<?n@)jih; 

^l0lblJ(ILDCU IDGfllCU GT^)i^C>2)Csn gI63Tgnub) 

<$>l0ibun ldgu Cl^ncjnCfoGon 

6T G3T fiT)| ib; 

^IfDib Arruq gpGu<srig<ft 

Cl CS»T fT^J LD ■ 


j^IrrjibunxDCvj &>i_c\j acsil (bC^Ccn ctg^c^iid; 
^IfT^tbufTft ai_eu6DCMTC«TdT GjiriftClAnCcor? 
$rr)ibung> ^nd>(0^ ctgst 

Gla fTCugyiC&caT - 

^InjtburTgjj ffTein ^(^ldactt ctiu<£163tGgu? 

My daughter say's, “Unfailingly I rule over 
the Earth! Then showing my might, 
unfailingly 1 lifted the mountain, killed 
the Asuras, and protected the five! The 
ocean too was churned by me!”. Has the 
ocean-hucd lord taken her? O Severe 
people of the world, what can I say? (5) 

QllLI lDGDGU GJjjj^lCoTGTT UJctGgJT 
6i63T£3)l ld ; 

£)cr Asfr Clg<T)Gnn g)i Lb ujrrCoT 001 0)1 10; 

<5iGjLfjjj CLDLUjg>Gcj,^r)iib turrCor 
Gicrrgjjib; 

@«r «=W, ^ngjG^gijjLb ojnGcsT eroT g^i ib 

( @ C3T n SjcriGucij^iiD LunGcCT <rr<^rr^pi ld; 

j$)cr0j GgjCiifi ^oiGucticji cvif^gj gjtDAGAnGojn? 
^';cn Gcdgo *£131 rfjcvjoljno,^ .£>63i©i ctcst 
G^rrcucyiGAtfir ' 

Gqjcu Aesaisrefl ctctt macn s^roiDGmCeu'? 

My Vel-eyed daughter prates, “I am 
the chief of the cowherd-clan. Tt was 
I who grazed the calves, it was I who 
lifted the mountain, it was I who 
protected the cows, it was I who killed 
the seven bulls!”. Has the lord of 
celestials possessed her? O Severe 
people, what can I say? (6) 

2_rrjrorrrTAGTT ctcjta^ J^cuencvj ujn^ib 

a esr«f)j ib I 

2-0)10 cicucurr^ib 

CTff3TCT)ILb J 

Q a uj G cu £jru ub ujitCot 

61 631 £>QJ LO i 

2_rr)rr) n(T<?>tirtGn ^ i|)l uGu ld ui rrC^ 

616310)1 LD ; 

a_ rorT)n'rTii>iffrF ? <5,^ ^ -ri)Gip^jih ujirGo 7 

LDFIUJOT GDljjgjI 

ctot G^ncboS^ff 0<9nc\j^)|GL>i^ nijr1c?rP 

S>_fDlQ] £Tw9163)| 6311 U Cl »631& n 

U * 0 A* 4 .) 41 ' 
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The things my fond daughter prates! 
“I have no friends”, she says, then, “All 
here are my friends”, and, “It is T who 
make bonds. It is I who break bonds; 
even the bond between friends is me”. 
Has the peerless lord possessed her? O 
Friendly people of the world, what can I 
say? ( 7 ) 

2_6FWJ*<f)OTTIp (ip<ftft67iJ1 lSItJITOTT LU tGotI 

STOTT LD J 

S>_ cm fj *<£16510 *063VfnPftCFT u-IhGoti OTOTTGpib; 
s uj nC2«OT GTOTigyyib; 
SUG<T>IJ* <£163X0 GaTTOTT UjnCOTT 

OTOTi; ih ; 

£>. <^nfJ^i>>ClcTTnfj ^LpCS^l J (fT^LD LU rrC.OTT CTOTTOTQj tX) J 
£> CTI r| * *1 OTTfQ (££«£! CUfiJJ€iTOTOTST65T 

6jnT)*0*nCc\JfT? 

e_«n0A<ftcsirr) era: 

Qanc(j^)jC<&i6ST - 

S ) _ CD QOTT{T) OTOT1 C*fTtAGTT *£>kT3T 

G * (1 iq * 0 * ( 

The things my tender sapling says! 
“Speak ye of the Lhrec-eyed lord? He is 
me; the four-headed lord is me, the 
celestials too are me. The lord of 
celestials is me; the sages too are but 
me”. Has the cloud-hucd lord taken 
her? O Talkative people of the world, 
what can I say? (S) 

Q*rT|q.UJ UJITjJtlltD ^GuGotT GTOTTGjTyLD ; 

CliJJjfTlq. UJ g 5)<TT)WT ^Cojgytb UjnC*OTT 

GT OTI OT^| if) ; 

0*rru^ ui c&cncJT Qtf ujGgu^jlq u_i rrCOTT 

GTOTTOT^j lb ; 

Cl A n iq Lu dilca^OTT ^(TljGu^ild tunCem 

ctottcth ib; 

Cl^niqLunciT CI<3<dGidGot[ 

GTOT16g}| LD * 

0*rTiq.lU L|GTT 2 _OTJl_ TUGUOTT 6J0*d*nCGUrT? 
Q*rriqiij 2_CU<3>5^fTA(^l @CT)GU CTOTl 

OaneO^yjCAGST - 

Q*niqGujOTT Q*rriq f 7 ** 1 LD*crn 

C*ncu Uu^Cctt 1 ? 

My tender daughter wickedly prates, 
“I have no wickedness of any kind’, 


then, W I am the wickedness of deeds, 
I am the redeemer of wickedness, I am 
the doer of wicked deeds, I am the 
destroyer of wicked Lanka”. Has the 
Garuda-riding lord gotten her? O Wicked 
people of the world, what can I say? (9) 

G<5>(TOjlD 0*0617 * Gi l ID ujoCott 

6TOTT67}] ID : 

G*fT6uib C^)6u I>iT*(tpib ujoCott gtott jgrjiib 
Cftocuib Cinn**(ipLb luttCott (rrcji^jib; 

C*rT6\Jib Clftnen 2 _uSlltatcn>ui ujoGott 

CTcrrtr; ib; 

G*rTC\jib Cl*run 5jOTfl(ip*,G\j ilioGott 

6T63T6QJ ib; 

C*n6Ulb OftflCTT GUOT3TOTTTOTT 

G3.® ft 0 * oG gvi n? 

C*rrcmb 0*rr6n e_c ctott 

0,9 nCUG^|CftOT7 - 

CftfTGUlb <£l*ip C*nOT>§, C.TOTT *fLtT};ffi$^.|ftG*? 

My beautiful coiffured daughter raves, 
“Beautiful heaven is me. The ugly hell 
too is me; the effulgent liberation is me; 
the beautiful souls are all me. the beautiful 
first-cause too is me”. Has the cloud- 
hued lord taken her? O Beautiful people 
of the world, what can I say? (10) 

fltfl-J hfi)GJ ID cun LDCT31 

u> l n*> (nP ^ ft ib 

(*)CU ^uirr O*rr^ip0gj]*0ih G*gtt<tuott 

ft fiJT (itP £oT 

Gl)rrLLJ03> CiJ(l£4? 016*7 0«7i 657, iDOTTgh] 
00*svrrj <9l_C*m j GJT 00C0GO6U O^HUgil 
t^ljLLJIb*, <l>lfi)lp LDflOTIGU ^U-9a^gj]Cn 

^JeyiGuiijLD g>n ug>gj|ib Gueoamrr £>_gu<£1s\j 

6J(T)gj| Ou0lb CljGUGUgj^finiilg, ^0IOfTGi) 

, *vi icj. u 1 n iT*OT76n li ij/il** Gir,nfbi0na*GGn . 

This dec ad of the garland of thousand 
choicest Tamil songs by Satakopan 
of fertile Valudi-Pandya kingdom 
Kurugur addresses the lord who is the 
consort of Sri, Bhu, and Nila. Those 
who can sing it will serve his devotees 
with great wealth. (11) 
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5.7 / Svapadesam : On 
Srivaramangala-nagar 

Notra | Saveri | Adi 

C«bn€5Ti_j ^Gcucrr; r^jOToi 
^Ccuott; (*M^£yjib £_tine ,hot gS1i_0 

^ gjt jpi ib 

c$yD{D J «^IJGfilc7T ^GiDOToT 

^ LDLDfrGcrr! 

G<?fDflrjJ5} 5)fTicGtng Q^r^Qr^oj s«"{TJIu)cyjn 
aliftSu gtDrbj*€U(BAfr 

0,(^2) ajTj^niu 2 _ott<5,(£j Jilfin-s, ^cuCguctt 

O Lord who resides in fertile 
Srivaramangala-nagar where red lotus 
and paddy abound, I have not done 
penances, I have no subtle intelligence, 
yet no more can I bear to be separated 
from you even for a moment. Am I 
one too many for you there? (1) 

^rhi0<T)CiT)CJT <^|GuGg\j<?ji; @r»u(£)nr)GjD^T 
C 3 *|G'uGcvj£JT; S_6JT£r>OTT<9> £brri ^y|n i) ^currd^cu 
Grbtpffi jShl tr^tTGin 

crnii^rnGro^yijj ^igvjCcugst; ^curbisna, Q^ojrr) 
^ibiarrCcfr! 

^Ir^j^cn Cdii LTiSrcfl lDiti. U) 

4)riaj'ju>f*iAt6vj£,d>n c_cr»3) 
aa&iij&tfhnvu flni)lGiugQn9,(£| ^(npCTTtiCuj. 

O Lord who destroyed Lanka, I am 
neither here nor there. Fallen in the desire 
to see you, I stand nowhere. O lord of 
discus and conch residing in 
Srivaramangala-nagar, — where the 
moon caresses tall mansions, — pray 
grace this forlorn self. (2) 

<**«*,**"'j i |GflC,l/l>niq a&Aqi' ioth. cunesir^m 1 (TIGS' 

p<£)gO GllCyaT63^T^ , 

Qi jn^cn cdncjnGffTvj Qurf(iT)Crin&/£) 

,5^tq.6inii> ft uj! 

Qo3(ifjCn Qo,ncn rr-,n gwtldg?TiQ p gugoguguii ucurt 
cunip ^1(f(njriajnbja.G\jfTj«»ria>(^| 

r^itf)\<Zutdn s<n<!Jjibti3nGfr)- 


O Dark-hued Lord of Vaikunta ' V1 

the discus and a Garuda-banner, Y° 

made a person of this insignu lC f ^ 
self, and took me into your serv* c 

O Lord of Srivaramangala-nag** 

where many learned Vedic seers Liv e,) 
have graced me from there, I know n 
how to repay you! ' 


LDrg^j Gan usnu. LDrbJ-^ v ; 

gsuiTafgj^jjtli, LDniLiuGurTn lI&jJT 

tgrry Claujg) CTtT>g,ruu! ^gvjld ^c^ 1 - ( 

^ liifl nG^ 31 ■ 

Gg>rru 0fTS5rg,5,iT Gcug) CGL>eTi<d? &*1P a3 
S\ <?6 U IJ ld (hi &> GU tt) * fr 

Gjrf? S^fb^0'b5>nuj!22_&JTG^S3T STrdl(2> . 

s^suG^ • 

O Lord who lifted the Earth! Then >° 
fought a battle for the five Pandav^ 
against the Kauravas and reduced the O 
to ashes; You have come to reside ^ 
Srivaramangala-nagar amid learned see 
who perform Vedic sacnfices incessant)» 
I only call to join you there. ' ' 


finriufl)* CiiouUjS) gtott &><gy v ' 

Cl^GuGij^jgjjGn ^iLimmu , 

CP^gjGUfbJAGn Cl5LLIlLjLil A>(TT) GlCG# 

GtftuiS GcuGTrdiliufT gtiguuj2>G-5)Gu rr S* n -' 

£1 rfcu 5 UD fbJ As 2 & ** 

OT)«9> Gg>rrip ft 17 ^ 1113 

^gi^Gl-G^' 

O Dark-hued Lord who enters i^^ 
every bit and parcel, and perfor ^ 
many magical acts, is it possible for & 
to call you? O Lord of Srivaramang^j.^ 
nagar where godly men perform 
sacrifices, you are accessible to wors ‘r 
I have seen this too. ' 


CTiJJTLD 'MIL*. (tycUlD CTGiP 

<h6OTTG^nn' G763irr)|tD CICTTGTGT* 7 . 
GlinOT ^(TujaCoti! IDCjrfl UJrtGfijflft'S’ 5 ' 5 ’ 1 ' ^ 
... lorrinQ,!* rn^lcvi - 

GT>5j(»l5>njp S- 631 ''' 

6unG3TLDnLD€<rjG\jGuj <$<u) Gajffen 
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O, Dark effulgent Vaikunta lord who 
came as a boar! My Father, my Krishna, 
ever my Master of the great-heavenly- 
hill Vanamamalai worshipped by the folk 
of Srivaramangala-nagar amid sweet 
mango groves! Pray come to me, that 
I too may worship you! (6) 

€1J 5bA0«fl crdn Clrf>0<5r Cl^nd^TL. 

GUfTOTTCU(T Q&rr^nsC^)! a_GU0<5)0 

(iP2>angrfb 2>nuj cjjjp ffi_cv>0ih 

GTfSTL _ITLLJ! 

^«3<bClg>ai^cuiun Gqj£ Goj^gSI &pn0 
<;fl rfcu g LD * cu (ft * ^ 

c!NIb<2>io < @c'u 

O Lord of celestials, through grace, 
you have entered my heart. O Lord 
of eternal glory, First-cause of the 
Universe, Father, Mother, Swallower- 
of-the-seven-worlds, O Resident of 
Srivaramangala-nagar, where godly 
men perform Vedic sacrifice endlessly, 
pray do not forsake me! (7) 

lO rruj cuco 

Csrorftcu 
c£ip &> $ o> OT3U- a uj 

u^,cu lutaafl 

gi i n otxdGGT gjrj^ni) 
L|6^crflsST Glifliu 
iSlGTTiL^nGi.jt! 

These wicked illusion-casting senses 
that you gave will forsake me one day, 

I know them well. Even you have 
forsaken me and dumped me into a 
quagmire, just see! O Resident ot 
Srivaramangala-nagar where tall 
mansions shine, Lord who ripped the 
bird’s beak, you are hard to reach.(8) 


L |GTTCtTI CTT GUfTLLI iSsTTf^^rTLLI! iD^gj 

GunuSlcjmULI CT0giJ GJlp ^L. ITffjg, GTGS1 
ACtrcrr ld rrujg^jGcsT! ^^Crj! 

ClacncrflujrTrT^^j ^ncsuncDn^AGiT cucu-svjfifr ld<?S1 
£} ffcuriLDfbj^A 

2-CTl ^01^5) CTtPj^n-Uj! <3)0CTTfHU 

a_LUl^|LD(T0] CTOTT«,G<3,. 

O Lord who ripped the bird’s beak, 
entered the Marudu trees, and killed 
the seven bulls, my wicked wonder- 
lord of gem-hue radiance! Many clear- 
minded seers, well- versed in the Vedas, 
live in cool Srivaramangala-nagar. My 
Lord living in their midst! Pray show 
me the path to liberation. (9) 

CTvyr<*0 rgl<^T ijngjCiu dijcyjT 

; 2^g3t< 5,0 c^rrcff^iD 

ionrr}j £,n<jsi Gjxaifry ^Gcueji; u_| id 

a_GtfrC<jj 

Gdjpi CldafTcri a^ibqtb C1 u0cd 

Q<5rr,0fF,g)|iri rnC\Sl ^llfGUQLDfbJC^* 

2>nrrjj gjjipfTiu (ipi^ujnuj! CI&ojgu 

<T,nujd>CG3i! 

Lord celestial, wearing a cool fragrant 
Tulasi wreath! Resident of cool 
Srivaramangala-nagar where 
sugarcane and paddy grow tall! You 
have given me your feet as my sole 
refuge and path. I have nothing to give 
in return, — my soul too is yours! (10) 

Cl<5)Oj<5ii ir^nujd,^ (^mjOTfcir, 

(fMi q. jgO>«Pl. 8 «»V» 
(oldjfruj Cld.nffn Qum^leu it* 

flL G^fTLJ G31 

ijior^icin^, Giom u$A|i 

I ltn Gljcv.>c\jrrn stjnCcsinjTd,^ 

^(tpG*. 
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This decad of the thousand on the lord 
of Srivaramangala-nagar, by Satakopan 
of Kurugur surrounded by groves of 
happy flowers, addresses the feet of 
Deivanayaka, Narayana, Trivikrama. 
Those who can sing it will forever be 
sweet as ambrosia to the celestials. (11) 

5.8 / Svapadcsam : On 
Tirukkudandai 

Aravamude \ Kalyani \ Adi 

^iqCujCTT U_ LG ulD 

nCuj 

oh c^(T Q^ITjClfTjCXJ AGDffl efofcii) 

Oo[\Q h,cr>£, 

CJIT ^rr Canojih <£l HbrrLU ! 

0> £0$lC l_G5T, C"T LD ID IfC GtfT! 

Insatiable ambrosia! First lord! My body 
melts in love for you. You make me weep 
and toss like restless water. I see your 
resplendent form in Tirukkudandai, 
reclining amid fertile waters, fanned by 
whisks of golden paddy. (1) 

CTiiinfrCon! ctott OcucrrRnctT QpiTg>££) 

CTOTTOTMi&r ^cttgu rrCfijr! 
ctiL l on £_0Gt|ii> GcusyyrQ id ^yijfDiTco 

^ffufiLu! crjLp Co CjGrn! 
0«5ii ldh SjldguJj (*\oy: 

incu(ff)iD 

<^ld inn mcuir^iAaaT ffuGTni^dnfr)irCT^n! 

C763T ffjrrCSl Cl^lLCftCGJT! 

My Lord, my Ruler, my pure Icon, 
my beautiful black Bull! You take any 
form at will. You recline amid 
Tirukkudandai waters filled with 
large lotuses, your dreamy eyes liken 
those flowers! O What can I do?(2) 

CTcSn jftndr QaujG&cyr? mnCn ^ 

cicjiCtDOT cicsT Otfuj^GjnfDnaj? 
a_C5Tanncv) ^cuGUfTcsj njn-cnjfjncyjin 

6^ac»rn^nb v^^fri C<aj«ttnCi dn; 


ftdrT 

c^HLq-Ciucirr CD nipfrnen 

Oacu fftitcn CTfj> ffjncrx? 2 _ott &nan 

CildJCUA flafrCefeWI. 

What can I do? What are you doing to 
me? Who else can protect me? O Lord 
reclining in Kudandai surrounded 
by stone walls, I seek no redress with 
anyone save you; pray see that I lead 
the remaining days of my life holding 
on to your feet. (3) 

ClacuA ^nejsr^rTjLjirn 

Gdftjg/jin <£n^^)iuniu! 
q gui'ji | ;^GunG«i! CTGucurr 22 _cyj ^ub 

s>_c^)i_iu (ypn{h$ 

fbcu.3,0) neb lEI&dnnrr (& > \^ct>Gng > e, 

22_C5TCD6J1A ftnfc33lufTC3T fF,fT«T 
<2NCUUI_J Grv,ir^>^l 

G^rr^GuGcJT. 

O Lord of glory exceeding the grasp 
of ever-learning seers! Infinite Lord, 
your frame contains all the worlds. O 
Lord reclining in Kudandai surrounded 
by men of exceeding goodness! 
Desirous of seeing you, I look at the 
sky disturbed, then weep and pray. (4) 

^ ^cucsijQajn^GUGTTj.j^^in a fh fTOTarudn: 

UfTlg 

Cb:. 1 ; SijCuGfiltfsicjTUjncu Lja,Aii) CfTjfTSx^l 
fbnauftft &£)(*,/ 

O^j^Lg ujpeJTA (2^i <i)GD5,a, if,5,nuj! 

G^fb^iTLDcj^no, ^vCiTTGTnnfT- 
GftfUtfxnjGcsTCinciyf &—Got g^nerr G^^rfjLb 

GU sn <9, C UJ ip <5, OT3T L n iu ■ 

I weep and pray, I dance and sing, and 
praise you forever. I look away and hang 
my head in shame for my deeds. O Lorus- 
eyed lord reclining in fertile Kudandai 
fields, pray show this repentent sell 
the way to your lotus feet. (5) 
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CiTST l—I7UJ STSIT 0 Q fT C\J <3T C\J cfi) SD CSTGTtUJ 
; 2-CfT ^lq.C^0LD 
0ii)G^ gi/rrjrra^i^] gxflrr^gj 

CTSDSIT ffjfTCTT ( @0LI LIG3T? 

ciimp Cl<&ncu n&ipnh i—ri>^jmij 1 

GiirrCcrrmT GanuarTGciT! 
njfT^dn ^sit^Clu! ^(opC# 1 ^rflcflcjr 

uhjGsji! ^jrflcjG0! 

O Lord of celestials reclining in 
Kudandai surrounded by men of 
everlasting glory! O Music of the Yal- 
harp! Ambrosial delight, fruit-of- 
knowledge! O King-of-lions! Rid me of 
my Karinas, and tind a way, you must. 
1 long to reach you, how long must I 
remain here filling a bottomless pit? (6) 

^irflcjCrn' <rr«n <£ui) Cluncn *i_Crj! 

Cl<5f^J«5>SI5T i5)0 (ip<£)Ccu! 
stiDGlu uCoffn* (&)£xrCrr)! t^rrei G^rrcn 

cift>£,irili! *_«*!£, ^0Ccn 
iSlrfl lu n 1 ^^lqSDld cTsjrrsnsjT<5, OfijfTcnrTi mu! 

0i_fbsn^,^ ) ^l0inrTCco! 
.OjiflGujsiT; <@C3^ *i_sjr diijcnmb ends^ 

•ssjrinm *sncnujfTGaj. 

O King-of-lions, golden radiance, red¬ 
eyed cloud-hued lord! O Dazzling 
coral-mountain, my lord of four arms, 
lord in Kudandai! Through your grace, 
you made me your bonded serf. Now' 
give me your protection and rid me of 
my birth. No more I can bear this. (7) 

A<S3TGTT<njmu gjicarruiii; n^j . [vuiirruu j 

AC«r>6TT«5>€3ffT LD00J ^CcutfST; 
eucncn Gumu G^lPlj u«ni_iumii! 0 i_rb 6 TD 5 jA 
mnLomun! 

Picntjn £Li cuii) CTgjfrc^Tgj, ^d5) 

CumiiCurT^ 

^cncmunjft V-Gfl &ndh € ? 0,^^,j ^ui-g^ju 
C LJfT S> g&eno igGuj. 

O Great w'onder-lord reclining in 
Kudandai armed with a sharp discus, 
whether you end my despair or not, 
you are my sole refuge. When my body 


languishes and this life comes to an 
end, grant that I may hold on to your 
feet relentlessly. ^ 

@Gn<5«&S,£j CTorcncn 

'.^/ib^ujuDnCOTr! 

^LDfjtT ^tJDcuGurr 

Q U 0 Qpa&gl 

efilGVJ G&StlO LDfT LDGSjflftGTT 

Go0ii) il0«.0i_0 ? cn 5 , 

• T -*; - o uocuft .4.1 t ' 

<fMTfo3oi QifTijrrGuj. 

O Lord sweetly binding me to your 
feet! O King of the motionless gods! O 
Lord reclining in Kudandai amid 
sparkling gems! O Great first-cause! 
O Lord praised by all the worlds! Pray 
come, that I may see you. (9) 

CTjrrijn ( ^06urrJj eu0ih ctcjt to Hum 

umiuiT fipH5,$ujfTuj! 

<£H,0 n ^{ip^niij! ^u^Gujcst ^cfil 

t^ftGtD .«^5)^luufTuj! 
^fjfr GfilcridTdTiGTT ^rj CTGST^nCJT 
^anurnij! 

fi>.4SgfT S_G3T*0 ^(STT Ull@li (SHlqCuiOT 
^cyrcaub 2_ip<roGojGe3TrT? 

O Formless Lord that takes wonderful 
forms at wdll! Insatiable ambrosia, 
Delight of my heart, resident of 
Kudandai! You are my protector, ending 
all my endless Karntas. Having become 
your servant, must I still suffer? (10) 

s_ipancu crciJTiSlcirr Gljlu< 4^1 cmc\j < i i v 

c^crjRDcn nSI rr 22_craTt_neji 
^MpGuaen ^jcncuGuj jtjeim ^ju o> 

Odfcnsoijli 00**, ha G<5,IT|.J63T 

0Lpc6)G»T LDGlSlui^T QdnTtafTG3T 

<£H, u ^9g>gii6rr 

tmpcncvj £o CTJCucunn arrioiT 

i£inG3T e^uj GfT,rTAdfluj nj^Gfl. 

Tins decad of the thousand songs, 
sweeter than flute melody, is sung by 
Kumgur Satakopan who found rehige 
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at the feet of Krishna, — who drank the 
ogress’s breasts and dried her life to the 
bones. Those who can sing it flawlessly 
will be adored by fawn-eved dames. (11) 

5.9 / The Girl: The Seventh 
Seperation / On Tiruvallaval 

Manei | Ritigoula | Adi 

LD(TCCT sjiij Crp,rT<5»(5) GFjcuetfiT! 

Gncua>£yjii> GiS)4in<arrGiiJ65T CIldc^Iuj 
currcST ^rr Guerin 

LDgjj uocuc$<£n<3> 

Ob*** <5w/r G^rrcncu^cTT 

^(jTjCijtfucviajrTup s^GnjmuLb 
G^ncjracrig ^iqGiudn <$414 

ciOTTnr^j Qff,nCcurr? 

O Fawn-eyed friends, this wretched self 
wanes day by day. The lord resides in 
Tiruvallaval, where Areca trees touch 
the sky, in nectared fragrance-wafting 
jasmine gardens and honey-dripping 
fruit orchards. Alas! When will this 
devotee-self reach the lord’s feet? (1) 

ffTSjifr}] Clarrco CgjfTii)]ti)fT<g,rTGn! 

i^n ifccS)/hP)i ffTC5T Clauj^Gijn? 
Quncar qsirrffnCTT 

Mgji nuu&cfl iBgji 
Cl&earjrjcu ldgotid 5>ud(l£)ld 

^0|t3ljC\jCu6UfTlp 
t 0 cfofT) iSlqndn c^iqi£i^j ^i^Cujnii 

O Sakhis, why do you torment me 
thus? The lora stands in Tiruvallaval 
where the soft breeze wafts the 
fragrance of fresh golden Punnai, 
Magil and Madavi flowers. Alas! When 
will we carry the dust of his feet on 
our heads? (2) 

iDajfi^^LpGfiit! 

<ft]UjrjrTil»iiG"iGJu,-3T QtUoSluj 
Cgu< 3) €piG\Sl 

• JIJCTI CUfti ^Ic^n Ci incu (ipijjfliifl. , 
Lcm0 2 ? tunn^gii ^ldu gsjiA 

^£>^ ib o^Girai ^(^GuCijCUOirrip 
(£(G cnmitoiT) i^lfjnear ^hipcu 

^ncjwrf'^hh^l^ficvi •* 


O Flower-coiffured Sakhis! Woe is me, 

I have become thin. The lord resides 
in cool Tiruvallaval amid fragrant 
smoke that rises from the Vedic altar, 
where Saman chants rise like the 
roaring sea. Alas! When will I see his 
feet without interruption? (3) 

r9<9<£j6yjib C^ni^lL&T^nOTr! 

<rrioeni£) tboSljbgji ctgjt CUtu^Cijrr? 

f^CTT <^0P(2)LD 

ucogi_|U> ojncnip<D)^Lb, 

lli0& ,^633^1 LDrTL_rbJ0,GTT 

^OyjTC^UD fi>653T ^((TjGuCUCUQJfTlp 

2 >< 3 ^ <jjn ^etr> ottttCldgu 

(bLDl.S) fJfTOTTgil JbCV (JjGvGlC. 

O Sakhis! Why do you hurt me thus 
endlessly? The lord who reclines on 
a hooded snake stands in Tiruvallaval 
amid tall mansions nestling in the 
bowers of Betel and Areca, jackfruit, 
coconut and plantain. His well-being 
alone is our good. (4) 

jjjGV) it,c\j£} Gg3^lPLS^^>1^rG^ , 

c^2)5)OT n Cdicndilu 
63Ml)<b QaITCCTT^ 2__ujn G'SIctjt 

tocnrQA^th ^)^6ucu(?DGDnjp 

5,G3T<PJT»J ffHlb Ai-lq A^STC^GST, 

<9>g^kp>u/ jgcjr ^(jpfccb 5,Gjrr«r>^> 
GTG3T ff>GVJlh ClAfTGn <£}. I _ 6<T >(] 

crcjrrn^jQflfjncu £HncT3Tu^dG^i 

O Good-natured Sakhis! The smoke 
from the good Vedic seers’ sacrifices 
clouds the sky in Tiruvallaval. Our 
lord, — that sweet ambrosia, that 
fruit, that sugar-candy, — has stolen 
my well-being. Alas! When will mV 
eyes see his radiant form? (5) 

fl,nc3aii jpji ^ tf* 1 ) " v r !DJWA n C cv* n 

sfil6T><3 Jt(jujG 3T 0, <ptf! ffu n uj lD*- 
1 1 ntssi ci ig39Tiq (oloiSin^^l 

C<9 6775 ^flcDOTl <^>^1(0) LDrj 

Q^tipni] 0 , n Gincvi jp flj, .iic.'jCV< w * t JP 
vnnenn {^fT)cn C 0 ifT<»>,n'i tStfjncfn 

ujojn^, mr>ctr »ij 1 1 1 #w1 ’ ‘ 
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O Berr)’-lipped Sakhis! The lord who came 
as a beautiful manikin resides in fertile 
T i ru vail aval, where trees grow tall in dense 
groves blowing fresh breeze and bees 
make music like harp-strings. Alas! When 
will this unfortunate self see his 
blossomed lotus-feet? (6) 

ufT^f^iAcir Cldcu ti/i ClgjfapA 

- utr&nffu 

2 _uJfr ^rrmcDij, Q8 fluff.if 
rrAcrr Gurrch (ip<Si(ipLb, 

GJJbgtJLD $06tlCtlGUOJmp 
JbnftCTT (CTjncviih 

Jbih 61 arren r^rTCTrO^jrTn^iGLii? 

Good Sakhis! The lord, our master who 
swallowed the Universe, resides in 
Tiruvallaval, where water-lily and lotus 
grow tall in large water tanks, and reach 
the radiant eyes and faces of the 
W'omen-folk. Alas! When will I worship 
His feet with flowers everyday? (7) 

JbncTTO^mrjiLC 6fjQ ^CTTnfJlCuj 

®- Pll <s>0ibL|Lb 

E_rr]i Gsn 

<Juwcu ^-» v i t . 2,cnn 
s2_cnnr)^6aT|p iSlqncifT 

f£lc\j6 gjfTGfiliLi AipGcv? 

O Radiant-forehead Sakhis! The lord who 
strode the Earth resides in Tiruvailav.il 
amid marshy fields abounding in flowers 
where sugarcane sways sweetly and 
golden paddy ripens filling the Quarters. 
Alas, when will I worship his feet every¬ 
day without end? (8) 

^ipOj cuenen L^fiuu ujmi) 

an (^lrhjO<‘hfTGc'.) r ’ , 7 

(2>JLpG^J CTCTIG31 Uift^th Cl<afTGaT,ffj 

C»OfTwJ1Gyu.|(7TT CfrCS'l <£W0'S*' 1 
UQ^pGffiO) tfurfl t-qiGir5T(j^A6TT 

I JlT^in <^l(fbiljCV)CuG)UTlp 

Alp©SlGini LOoSl 5AAIIU 

ull G^TTO.' 


The lord of abiding grace wielding a 
spinning discus resides in Tiruvallaval 
amid cool groves, where young bumble¬ 
bees drink nectar and hum like the flute 
and the Yal-harp. When 
will I worship his form and wear my 
slipped bangles again? (9) 

Qg>atfo ^(n^err i^cu or Lunev 

Cl<9fTG\J<5> •'WtQf^lQ^rTGo CoifTi^li^iTanGTr! 
<^(T>)CTT LDCtfSTGfiTiiLh Gfc)gJT?G ?Tm i) 

Q$mp fpcrir) $0rF>A<jii) 
£>GV <S*0«n ^uSlgcurr 

fbOJCJT GJJbgjJLD ^l06UCVCVJGNmp 
£>CU <^0aT JblO Ou0lDfTG5T 

UjrrrjrTujGrjTGST jfjinflrb} aGcit? 

O Sakhis! Our lord is praised high 
by many thousands of devotees. The 
Earth and Heaven know the abiding 
grace of Narayana residing in the good 
city of Tiruvallaval. When will it 
be our fortune to chant his names 
with love? (10) 

fbmfiftjAcn ^uSlriih 2- CDt.ui 

!bii) Qu0i£>rr6jT ^iin.GiDCU 

Caimi ClAnen 

slCahuot 52 _<sn(J2>£> 

^uSIo^jgijciT ^0^0* 

Cdimi) Qaitg»i ibAnCiocu 

ClflLJuiGunn 6l<J)JbG<J> 

This decad of the thousand songs, on 
peaceful Tiruvallaval sung by Kumgur 
Satakopan with knowledge and 
understanding, addresses the lord of 
thousand names. Those who can sing it 
will excel in this world. (11) 
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5.10 / Svapadesam : Speakine 
to the lord 
(The second seance) 
Pirandavarum \ Sahana | Adi 

s*dsoi «uonW d ,9 SO)lil> Q ulfllu umiAii 

cn*Oaiijg,i, gcuni^a, 

•«£Q OUJS)l Cunoi 

O LDnuJIbJft^GTFjib 

£DU> acnQ MA0 CTCjTgj ^cSlcrmj 

£D/b 5 ) cunciT «JM_Gij! <TTc?Tn)iCWe\j 

CgrrgLig,iGGu? 

^-nders of your birth, your 
childhood, and your exploits in the 
great Bharata war, showing vour 
strength to the five Pandavas, — these 
haunt my heart again and again and 
consume my soul. O Effulgent lord, 
most high, when will I join you? (1) 

t»»ior> 4 .i ajnAaanaujrf, ^ umut^ii, 
uiftuj um«fil«n OT ajnaj aaijb^ib 

gtfGOGv CuaiT (^LpGVilTn (iFjIJcmClJ iSlcinOTJTp)^, 

l * '1 I CTGCTGOTCUrTCuGjrr ^GOCu; 

ernrcnsn Qtnuan* an^sfilA (?) u); 

OPgil sneuuj (ipojcucuir! o_^hco^vi crcsnnji 
S)cn 6VJ u Q u UU 6U Gcst? 

Your killing the bulls for Nappinnai’s 
.ind, ripping the jaws of the monstrous 
horse, your Rasa-play with sweet 
coiffured Gopis, — these are hard to 
describe as thus and thus. Your many 
acts thin me. O First-cause of the 
Universe, when will I join you? (2) 

auu,u^ ' i* Cuui rjpcn*, a ora,, 

iSIcnsnena, C ft ,ir,!Dy ll r > Ci a5.fr „ir@ ftp* 
oujuj uff.aiD fip>G 5 Tfr)nc\j Qijuu^ rfjlot *j 

Gs6u0y(y)ib 

° ^ >UJ S ~^ ST CurTfT f!bGinO)iq6Ti ^circxtcr C^rrcu 
^ftncncil, £ s_ cSft^niowiij,^ AC 331 /hCn l£li U)GU0, 
^uujGqi f0ema>i 4 ii l oifbgji ctott Qs>(CT>«n* 


Your radiance as an infant sucking 
Putana’s poisoned breasts, youi 
valour as a child destroying the cart 
with you lotus-feet, then your 
standing in fear with tears in your 
eyes, — when your mother cook th e 
stick on hearing that vou std e 
butter, — these melt my heart.(3) 

<9,cricTT Ccut^cri^,®, Cl^ncrsT^ Cantu 

2_CnCTTLD Cu0,li) O*UJ$t_0, 2 _uStn 

2 i jaujr*ij5)^ 

QcufrnsTT i.h# <3Gm_ lung^nii fQiesiGjfl cn i 
^ &1J 'D l <^ CVHTCjruD Gfilcnfbi* 
s_cncnii) £1_6 tt ^cy,i_(ijgj ctcst 2_u51cn(J 

s_craTC£pjCu>* 

1 he mat-haired Siva entering stealthil) 
into the cities of Asuras disguised, striking 
terror in their hearts, destroying them b) 
the score, then entering into your pers orl 
indisunguLshably, — these enter my he** 1 ’ 
melt and drink soul! (4) 

2_OT3T6OTT CljfTtSTQjn , ft 

£>_<WT, 

CllCWTOrai lOfTCU CU^IJCTJUJ *102,0! p 

&na>&g} lD 

iDCTin^cTOT (Lpen uc^l.4^ sr_otjt0, 

* L i a, a , qj casing, ujnui^ 

(PPCWT^pwsGftfrpih, ctott 

^ lD ty?C£) i£1c3tG<P’ 

Your wonderful acts, of gulping th* 
food-offerings kept for Indra, th<-’ n 
holding aloft the mountain to slop tk e 
angry rains, your creating the world s ’ 
then swallowing and bringing tin’ 111 
out, your measuring the Earth v^ Lir 
marrying Dame-Eanh, — .11 these m^ 1 
my heart like wax in fire. (5) 
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(r^rrn^j ^con <^UJ, <^b lLI 1 ‘ ’ 

LO IT UJ Kj &> GTT 

rQcarrr^l rf^TrQj ' : ^-‘ S37eTlc ^ rt 

iTrnij fm cjtlD jglcntfST^lfflUGSt*? ijfTb£iGujn)(2) 
c^GSTiru s_cnrjujmij, 2 _cuaib 2_«3n_ 

e^crar <!M-Cij! 

Countless are your visible and invisible 
wondrous deeds! O Lord, in standing, 
in sitting, and in reclining postures ! 
I tbink and think, yet cannot 
ever comprehend you. O Radiant one 
who swallowed the Earth, show* this 
sinner a way. (6) 

«5>cfffT ,3.1 CljrrQ L @(TT)(GTF)lDrTUJ $^2) 

5L_ cnncninGuiirC) ^crrcruDuiauj gtcst 

A.6T71 Q^fT*rTrT«JJCr3^ai £> (TtC3T63)CJT<5 

Cl 3 UJ £1 43T fT) Gfl 

crcfar Cl^rrcn /f)&tfng,u*CYT an£,<£l ; 

cttcT3t c^rfluj Lnncrjfl^^Gic! ctot <3,cj37Al_^)5 
A)cfji Q<5i(tcrrcn tfj>(irj(y,ncrr ^i^rFjcnrruj, 2—car 
-£1(5 r-^Ccvi. 

I faint at the thought of the things 
you do to me, — standing as radiance 
amid darkness and truth amid untruth. 
My Gem-hued Lord! Grace your 
presence just one day, that I may drink 
deeply with my eyes, and fill myself 
with your form. (7) 

£1(H} 2l_ <£L Cl AfTLII 

QafTjgjntmsnijCincvj 

i lCTU__53^Lt_ 

•!h in rbi &i iCTij ld | 

Clljn(rtj ^CVj 22— 631 ftv'l ff^rTUJAlD c^ltTT)Gil 
C*i'-(«)inC^)ftrixiib, ciojTCltTj^aih flcyiiry Cln^A^ 
ASUTTGJRjffr: ocn C1<9 ujG<SiG3t 
tq CluGgjt? 


Whenever I hear about your beautiful 
reclining form, about the red lotus-navel 
with Brahma seated on it, about your 
entering the wombs in your great acts 
of creation, and your peerless domain 
over all, my heart melts and tears flood 
my eyes. O What can I do? (8) 

s\ iqctftu £pOT«niT) $!)$£, c^rS»C^ 

f^lcjTfpj CK'JP ft'-gU 1 * 1 LDdTr^^jLD cfilG73T€gg)jIX) 
(ip iq uj FT a ^iqiurcu Qp neraTL_ 

(Ip A £\ UJ (ip ib 

QibmqiijLnfrgi <£<£r>cu Gai-^ibC^rTriQjin, ctg3t 
i£1cjt £>cjt*G< 5, 0>&»a<bgi] 2_^ih; 
ClffifTLq.UJ CUCUfffilcyiCJTCujGST £2_S3TGtf)G31 

CT«inn)jQ«9>ncij *n.(i)l«jC ®9 

Whenever I hear of how you begged 
for three strides of land then grew and 
took the Earth and sky and ocean in 
two strides and how you achieved your 
ends, my heart melts for you alone. 
O This wicked Karmic self, when 
will 1 ever join you? (9) 

Stfvtq. Cgjcuii 

2_ GSUTCrai, <5)1 <!», JJ CD g 
cuGtftficmfbi aGch Claiijgj] GiidKir 

l|A(5) CTCJT £jl X^dllwS'iUj 2_0A^1 
2_GTOUq. 1 ’ 1 £1CJTfT) ! f£l<SfT 2,G5TCT>Gd1 

•bfr^LO cuc&rcfiniD Clarrcucurruj. iy,sa. 

tfr»tf5i5liunG(^!5T! 

The way you joined in the churning 
of the ocean for ambrosia, the tricks 
you played to help the gods leaving 
out the A suras, — these enter my 
heart and melt my soul. O Lord on 
the poisonous snake-couch, tell me 
how I may seek you. (i q) 
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£"<£> <3*a*=rrTvflcr* rjjii) iS)rjrrc5T arjCasr Sftm 

ff>LD0,0 CTC3T(TJJ (T>fT6TI Qftfrr^jub 

crj« ^r^Gn^iijOTnuj^ Q^s^rts suCAfTuc^ 

uarripOT 

g^nirjfQ ^uSIa^gjcn 

g,rr u^gjii cueOcurm 

LDHA GTiGULD^LpClJ CTUJgjjCUn 

oncuAfiyiCio. 

This decad of the Aadadi of thousand 
songs by Kurugur Satakopan, 
worshipping everyday with single mind 
the feet of the serpent-couch lord as 
sole refuge, — those who can sing it will 
enjoy high Vaikunta forever. ( 11 ) 

6.1 / The Girl, sending a message 
through the birds / On Tiruvan- 
Vandur 

Vaikal | Bagesri | Adi 

encuftcu i_y£j cuiijgj Cloilild 

(&) (fV >&\ GST& ftcn j 

• tat - GWcn sa_ujrr $(ry^e^ftJOTT0r 

anft)iL| id 

Cl^,ncT7 osi&qqq crcjr AGsflGumuij 
0 u^inn&nerT^ 

*nSi£.4n <9^ i jlSI , Cltfrrcuc&r- cfilca^cnujrrLLu^Ciuc^ 
thng) C3JT CCP- ID C UJ . 

O Flocking egrets picking worms in my 
flowery marshes! My berry-lipped lord 
with discus in hand, resides in beautiful 
prosperous Tiruvan-Vandur, where 
paddy grows tall. Go tell him with folded 
hands my sad tale of love. ( 1 ) 

<?»rTO)Cv> Qiocst Quern Cujfr0 *> , &r Cidi^d 

Ccufl) Cojcncfil ^oSl (tpi£rhi(tf)tD *.GW 

& ((h Cl I GOT CD Gff3T 0 0 

fb n <b®n ^ncuih cicucun lL £>_ cswu jpjiii 

Gil J/fTjtDnOT)63T<5> &GSSt(^ 
in«5,ih uuv.Ja.R"^^ i iGraflifin- ^ipGujcsi 

${T)ClD. 


O Dark egret searching for worms, 
with your love-bird companion! Our lord 
who swallowed all the worlds resides 
in cool Tiruvan-Vandur, resonant 
with Vcdic chants. Go fall at his feet, 
and tell him of my lowly plight. (-) 

$n)fhj&en <5*0 Gl«9uj«9>cn ££e(9 

2_lpCu l_J0TClflC3Tf^jAfT6«! 

rflfD/bfij Clscucuub /f) l r%^vexflcv&*i& 

1 cn JILULD 

A0^»(g) <HA5 *C3fi«jftlLu 

Gu(TC)LDrTCinGST<9> 0,63*10 
(5~ G^iijL^gjj i_j<anjfluSn - ^iq-Cu-icn 

O Flocking feathered friends, picking 
in the fields! The berry-lipped lord 
with a spinning discus lives in Tiruvan- 
Vandur with enormous wealth. Go 
worship him with reverence, and tell 
him of my woes. (3) 

<©*-" GufTftiD (TpLp<£l 

um_ ^MGjrofTfbj^ncn! 

cfil^CO <@CVJ G«j2j ££>c 61 (ipy)nii(2)Lb 0,63*1 
^9 (f>) «U GTJT CU €S3T (3^ 
Ai_c 6)65J Gl06aflu6lfjrT<TJt 0 ,GraiC 33 T«y> 63 T 

G(5,0iDnc^cu^» 0,e**i0 

SL.i cuih caVFjf^gj CTC3T0I 

2d_ CJOJT fTg, gjj tfi) G G51 • 

O Swan-pair, forever enjoying a dip 
together! The ancient lord of celestials, 
my ocean-hued Krishna resides in 
Tiruvan-Vandur amid echoes of Vedic 
chants. Pray tell him that a maiden 
pines for him. ( 4 ) 

C-CiTJTfr^j&cG fiSLC \J ■-crsrA^ ^ | 

GuUi^LD LQ \ ^CJTonfV^/Ttfn 1 

#C 4<yb 

* y& 5,(^1 foipnuj ^ lq 

Gi i(f^ir)rTGr>CTr«> 
usnnns,^ cn^uSlannnuj 

Gi 1(10(01 fiC**- 
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O Swan pair, you know how to make 
peace after a quarrel. My lord wearing 
a Tulasi garland on his crown resides 
in Tiruvan-Vandur where conches fill 
the dunes. Go see him with folded 
hands and pray for me also. (5) 

CunrT)f^i ujntfjT ,^§)9!bC$cn f u|CJT<snc3rCLDGu 
2_GDfT) (^uSlcuAnGrr! 

G^n^r^cvi Gi/rrcncn gjjGn^ib ^Jl0GiJ6tf3T6U63JT0rr 

2_enn)it|ih 

«^inrjn Clu(fTjiDfTcr>CTTA 
A 6: rat Q 

ld rfp0LD O a rTC33Ti_^r>)ffT?n 63HD luCu 

^^©•CTSTCmGLD . 

O Punnai-dwelling Koels, I beg of you, 
please! The lord of gods with a discus 
in his radiant hand resides in Tiruvan- 
Vandur where fish jump in watered 
fields. Go ask him for a reply, and rid 
me of my swoon. ( 5 ) 

c^f*pcuci*«nti& OtfCTTrry i_|<9> f A ctcjta^ 

2_ CD(7 5JCT37 ^ctflCuj! 

Ccucnwg) fi^euGmguamQii 

GU 633T G371 LD Cl^fLUUJ GUfTUJ , d 3 LLJuj <9,6331 

Cl aluujgda , Q^LUtuftrrco, 

c^CDL_ UJfTCTTlD 

$(2)Jbg>0> actjtGl.. 

O Beautiful parrot, go this once, then 
speak your good words! Flower groves 
and red shores surround Tiruvan-Vandur. 
The lord has a dark hue, red lips, lotus 
eyes and lotus feet. Discus and conch are 
his identification marks. (7) 

A<.ooi0, *p>C3ig)i a_«n»ruimu 

+? ar ^^cvalu , 

0)fnp€Vj, uwClip, i^otgjxsjt, a. j 

j£l(r»)OU C33T<DJG3*T0fT 

♦ ^mDcyKjAAGror, Qu^rTj igcn 

*b n ^ J {b'~fbC&>n<?n , 
*l*){2> tDn 1Cunco j£)^Gioofl 

<^Uq. AOTIGhGuj. 


O Beautiful Puvai bird, speak to my 
lord and come back to me! He lives in 
Vandur filled w'ith Punnai, Serundi, 
Nalal, Kurukkatti and Magil flowers. 
He has large lotus eyes and four 
mighty arms, and a dark cloud-hue. 
He w'ears a tall radiant crown. ( 8 ) 

^yuifrcn ^CUflClDCU ^CD5LU|UD 

^G3TC3Tfb)ft fTOT! 

djIt^CDCU ^>GSlA(<ff)LD ^l(fT)GU633TGUG33T01T 

2_GDfDLLJli> 

Aiqui iDfTujGST <9,G3TCT)63TA A£S9T(33TC31C3T, 

Cl£)0tDfTCD6\JA AGSijT^, 

Q <9)0 14 UJ eD6Vl<rSlG3163TCujC3T ^1(T)UD <96 \.{T)jl 61 GTf 
Gcu rni Cl 81 (TGifdiGi__ 

O Dainty swans dallying over flowers! 
My lord resides in Tiruvan-Vandur 
where conches herald the day. My 
Krishna, the ancient lord is swift. Pray 
talk to him alone, worship his feet and 
tell him of my plight. (9) 

CeUfnjOArT633T0 S2_lDGDLD UJtTGST @0<£>Go>63T; 

Clsurf)) cuG33Ti4G3TfbJAn6tr; 
Gg>rru £mj uldcsiu cuLunGPOAg, $(i^J633tcij633T0n 
CDfTjTy ^cO Gunn ^IJAA63T LQ^lCTT 

ClflipgJJ 2_AJbg> 

CJJJtl G<9GU<9i63TmTA0 GTCJTCDGSTu^CD 2_6TT6TT 
CT63TlSl fiJT&Ciff. 

O Fragrant bees, I pray you, because 
you are different! Tiruvan-Vandur is 
on the Northern banks of the Pampa 
river. The lord who burnt to dust 
the high-walled Lanka resides there. 
Pray tell him I too exist. ( 10 ) 

l/>)63T QArTGTI C<9H LjrfllTjflGU (<9yr>01 .'’H.U/ 

(<n-,rTc\j ld Oa ncstrTi 

QI63T Acnffucjn <^|cq CuDCV) 

nLjGin O & fT (mSI £551 

UCT3T CW<$! ^uSla^gjj6TT §}CSU!U U^LD 

^1 CU C33T61J G3310ITA 

63T*<a 1 a it ctt lutc.cvj Gucuconn ld a fijrn 

JilcSTcaflcDl UJCIIITaGa. 
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This decad of the thousand songs 
by Kurugur Satakopan on the lord 
who came and took the Earth will win 
the hearts of damsels. (H) 

6.2 / The Girl, in a fancied 
meeting with the lord 

Minnidai | Behag | Rupakam 

i£)cit u>i_aj(tira,en 

,*,Qcni) (yicjTq ijjiTcj, 

U>63T 2?—GT>1_ L^OjriiCTiA 

iDrujciiCcrr! 

2^i37^)|g5iL_tu 

eSHgJ Cl<5,nCij3T0 Q^u'jClJgjj CTC8T? 

cncngjic^LUJ ujhfcch d> gyj ib 

Gun^j fTjLD l5! 

O Lord who destroyed the fortress of 
Lanka! Thin-waisted damsels will 
worship your grace, I fear what may 
follow. I know your tricks, what can 
you do with them now? Sire, return 
my bat and ball and leave! ( 1 ) 

Gun (&) £>ihi5! 2_ciff £>nio6?r>ot_|Ginrj 

uq ib, QociiQirruj (ip rpj cu gyj ib 
Oujuj 

CjijfTjbC.fpnCiD ninth? 
C^fTCDA ton tmiS)c\jrrrra>cft rfjlcjr ^^pcir (* r 0cwmr 

0^75$ t^>CiT)5 9DQCTip, 

^AffTT Gu rT<5,6f))u(^l5> (£jtpCU fc'ingjl 

Gi 

Go Sire! Your lotus eyes and coral 
smile hurt and make us faint. Alas, 
this is the fruit of our penance! Lovely 
young damsels, strutting like peacocks 
will worship your grace. Go send 
your cows that-a-ways, and play your 
ilute by them. ( 2 ) 


CunuSl^ii^,) i£Iott LicniG^GiJih £(fikuq0R 

2_GT>rj, £>lhl5! t£)c3T OfMtJUJ 

euniu ^tyv <K«flat*h ^.cwTAjg^ih 

rbn-cn; 

Ceiiu ( g}0Lb AuihC/jjrTSTflffSTrnT^^ $0^(5^ 
Ou^iGUfTfr crajrrCldfcfTco? 

u*» ^V 0 i> «ul_ ii>A Qcji 0 iof , « Trt ^* v ‘ 4 


Go away, Sire! And tell your stories to 
innocent ones. Your coral lips and lotus 
eyes arc a curse to us. Wonder who 

that damsel with bamboo-slender 

arms will be, to win the fortune of 
your grace today! (5) 


<£t,o9djT f£>cn ^CDCvj, WJtJ) £L_Cu0lb ZL-C&(y 
<~MG 3 TfT^j eg ^L_ 252 >fiaj; a_C 5 T iDnoifbi*^ 

Cioeincu cuncarcij 0 a) ^^uiaii; ^ Tv * > 

urjCtf? 

CgijoSIcjt Gr^tT iii ACCTtcraflcjTrrn c9ctnc :TTUjn 0 
(^ipGcu r£)etiTrr)i 

AfToSI Cm LJJ <9i<9> ClJ CU C\J FT LU ! CTlDCTTuD (?) 

AipGjrjGcu • 

Then you swallowed the worlds and 
slept; your wonders even gods do not, - 
- so how can we?, — understand! You 
know how to graze your cows where 
Vel-eyed damsels play sand-castles. Then 
do not bother us, I pray! (*0 


<9>ipCfT)C\j £>ihiS! 2f_<rjT GDdfc&cmr) 

f»jCTT0 j£)c*r pA>6>0 

iQ&O) Cl^rrtfu ucnmirfiL 1 R.CJTA 0 
6£><ann)j 2L_673TfT2^dJC > 'WT f*,fl63Tj 
iDipn^j GgjCfft Oii>njj)lu.irTn0,cn <^0*^ 

Ln«Tih sunn, r£)ir)& && 

0iPCU ^cy»OjQujiT(5ui ^crflCuirrQ 1 ^ 

0ip("<3iGc^- 

O Sire, do not lie! Men and gods 
know your deceits. Lord of radiant 
discus, let me teach you something- 
Exuberant sweet-tongued damsels 
will always worship your grace- 
Pray do not play with our dumb 
mynahs and parrots. (5) 
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(Ajip.'k) GJfhifhCTT (2)^LD«rn(S5TCldftrt6JiJT0 

C< 9 >nuSl«rr cruft Ojiijgjj, Acniftib g^cucftcu; 

Uip<£l UJfTlb ^^uCunib ufjCiO 

^^Cn^CTT? 

c^ip^luifTrT ^QJ I>_CUAlD QpCTTnjJA^LD 

C^Gfilcnift g>(A)6urm ucurr £_cnrr; 
AipAib soCnjcu n,ibi5! SL-tf3T<5j(£5iii ^ghcttOa 
aohdCld. 

No use pretending to repent, pray do 
not play with our dolls. We are familiar 
with these favours, we do not deserve 
them. There are many fair damsels 
worthy of queenship. Sire, do not 
ascend our fold, this is childishness, 
unbecoming of you. (6) 

A G3Tl.fi (D ,_2i| CJfTfpJ ffTnll^CTT GftAuHcU LJ UCnCVI 

urfjluu^i; ai_cu (CTjnffuii r_earnedi_ 

i^CTuncvjn! QfTjiqlunuu! &_ggTACA 6 yub i9cthj) 

i 9 cnijpCuj; 

ojottidClo Cl< 9 ncuc\Sl, CTibcyun T. 

cfAo%«TTUiff(^^; f^4^l Cftll^cb CTC3T ggiftlDrTtT 
ufTQjtb citfijTo^Tnrr; i^j rr<rjT^j g, iq 

iSIsottaGa. 

O Perfect lord who took the Earth 
and Ocean, pray do not snatch our 
dolls, you tell us lies and play with 
us. A fault is a fault even by you. 
If my brothers hear of this one day, 
they will take the rod and spare you 
not for justice or for mercy, (7) 

lSUotia^P ili non 6 iiigdo mnai^ih iSlcrupuimDcij 

Ci Ci J^uirrgjgji tfprr 

«qnA{#| Cgffu f) ClciifiTtCTTA fhfyn (c^nc^ 

t.V l?ji A/4.1 cmbcruri with Gg,nj£!mnn 
tffi1<ar^cmnfTL liGi in^jiblcan ffron«Ti*jGuniVv(.I? 3 acr'in 
f^cucncrr^^fTcvi erdrr GancbcunA 
C_ AOJIT&OjCn? 

O Lord of radiant knowledge and 
countless glories, making all things 
so different, yet like one! When 
friends call and I go, you stop and dry 


us. Alas, what will the unfriendly 
ones not say? (8) 

c_AGn6ijujnc\j Cl0,0,aib &_crr a_0«£l £_ejr 

AHiftc^Og, gii_tb ACffjn Gfil^lAbtflcjn 

cucncuu uQuuncsi c^i^SSj^uj c_ott 
$ 0 cinq, uj neb; 

<bACi| ClffiLi^lcincvj; CTTbJAcn^fb^fttjd iLunb^g) 

r41n}j C<grinryLb actotQ j£1g3T 

(y)A ^)*ip(ip2u<iijcb Cl<9iu£j 

f^GaTf^lwiCuGlL'. 

To melt our heart with love and trap 
us in your lotus-snare, you trod on 
the sand-castles we made and 
took the food we had laid out. You 
did not merely stand and watch, 
with your radiant smile. Alas! We 
are not fortunate. (9) 

rflcjinjj (ipiq.i 6 ltf 5 Wi'i! < @0U5 } GAfrn 

Ancu AcjicnftuL 

OffuffirTifil (£ctt iD^cim! Gfilu.ion (G^nGuib (ipeip 

^cnnjj ^cb t^ujir (AjCuacd^, d?(5l e-ujuja 
G<2jfT£5Ti51uj A0,lftncrefl,£bA<$ Al-ft! 

fQcsr jig,63rr<n3Tncij n,oSlGcu u^Gcumb CTcjnnjjih 
^lUS.'flCujnCift. 

O Lord of radiant crown, wielder of 
the axe that destroyed kings! O Lord 
who made the Universe, O Lord of 
radiant hue! Today you have come and 
uplifted the cowherd-clan. Alas we 
cowherd-girls are pained! (10) 

,*>i,i^4l **,<£) u . (Talentin.inet* ,VM<frg)j 

ClaiWJTOoraTUj OtnnAcnjjiqtfii ^rr,n) 

tSMUuvrsn gjtfSicnciJT 00An. it 5 

3 lG& nufti 

CJ^SlliJ Atbllp lD(TC?>i»V) 'UjAT)4.^i|ch ^fiDCUlLjlb 

&* .(JJfirvi* Oujn(jJ)ib 

n-inAAcrsTGJiiuru £_f!nfjLjL iflrrA0 ^cufcffico 

5»tfii0nCcu. 
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Tli is decad of the thousand songs I 
sung with music by Kurugur Satakopan 
on the lord who stole butter and 
was punished by the cowherd-mother, 
— those who master it will be freed 
of poverty. (n) 

6.3 / Svapadesam: On 
Tiru-vinnagar 

Nalkuravum \ Todi \ Adi 

ClftjcuuGna>ujii) fbiic|ib cfili ,1^1X1, 

LJ GVJ QJ C 3 T < 9 i U J lb Ufjjbg) Gu(njUDrT<OT ffTGJKIin&JT 

6U n gd err 

GaGVJCTIli LO6XJ0 0tq.g) ^(T^GfilorSTCJiJIAfT^, 

Si (j j 31 0 l_ 0 err, 

I see the lord everywhere; he appears 
in many ways, as poverty and plenty, 
as heaven and hell, as bitter feud 
and friendship, as poison and medicine. 
He is my master living with affluent 
people in Tiru-vinnagar. (1) 

0>GfaTi_ ^GSTutb gdcaruih ACu6»a,i*A^i^i& 

5>cnni_(ipib £F) 6 ^ 5 TGT)LDiijib 0,tpg^jib 
4 tar(»j) ^ArtLiT)^ GL^^tcni^jT, 

cr<srrc<r)Gjr ^^CTTcuncjT t&s rr 

C! I/>,<.« a* />,i c.0 »ir 1 1 jGaTcvj 

fhCU i^iaCi]. 

As pleasure and pain, as confusion and 
clear thought, as punishment and 
forgiveness, as light and shade, — the 
lord my master is hard to understand. 
He resides in Tiru-vinnagar, 
surrounded by clear waters. (2) 


3j0.O(tpib fTjnQ^tcr^LD {C^nartLpib p-pL^iptb - 

rQftn ^cu n 

£\&r} LDni_fhj<9>cn r 

C snfato Snndfl 
ulAn QAncn ^cucvjrrco 

njncu<TA(^ib 

As cities and villages, as knowledge and 
ignorance, as the brilliant orbs and 
darkness, as Earth and the wide sky, - 
- the lord resides in Tiru-vinnagar, 
surrounded by mansions. Other than 
his grace, we have no refuge. (3) 

i_j6rnOT5flujib urroj lO iSlrflttj <^63*2)1 

iver* a 1 ^uj 

CTGJ3TC3-3Tlb c^UJ IDJDLJM , S>„ OTIT^LD 

^LU ^CUCVJ^FT^ILI 
•' C37TOT37 LOaL. rhJ^,GTt A,t$> $ (rtjdjUjiP <9>n 

GsfTibS tSlrffTGarr 

s>6MTC73TGrT ivcft^^Gcn 

crvw>>6ijCtr>. 

As good and bad Karmas, as union and 
separation, as memory' and amnesia, as 
reality and illusion, — he is these and he 
is not. Krishna, the lord of Tiru-vinnagar, 
is surrounded by mansions. Other than him 
there is no doer, witness ye all! (4) 

6na>2)GiJLD GaibcniD, A^emn Qcu^GmrMuib 
Ouhu Clumu ^cneDu> r 

1 npCTMDLqib 

0<!7UJ<!b <».*> ,o£l eh 

G^it jjjA iSlnncft 

Q» HDA Arr«4 /j>OT5iu*n Gi Gg>ti| 2_cn i 

(npei^cv)C^H. 

The doer is the colours fair and red* 
black and white, truth and falsehood* 
youth and age, the new' and the old* 
The lord is in Tiru-vinnagar, fortified 
by walls. See, he laid out this garden' 
world and all the good in it. (3) 
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£/>Cl|a>«>rV*£»)li> ^LLJ, <5)4,01, 2-*CjL| 

«3yij. (Lpoflcu 

y^efilcvi GTJfTljp UD<5.6TT <fO,UJ , g,<TU6T)C^J <$1,01, 

Ma»y? uifl StMJ 

CgjGijff Cincfilfl) ClgjfT|igi£i ^l(r^€6l6WTC33T<5>rr 
C<snii)5) iSlrjrrcjT 

unefilGujcSn ldCSt g,C(v £_CDnp*£) gst«D 

uO0«9*i-Gg. 

As these three worlds and not them, as 
peace and anger, as the lotus-dame, and 
the wretched-dame, as praise and terrible 
blame, — the lord of Tiru-vinnagar is 
worshipped by the gods. He is a radiant 
lotus-form that lives in my heart. (6) 

uriib <£M_ir e_L_ii>u| u$g,<5, 

2_I_LDl—l cMjtii, 

<9 ’0'bgjJ , D GgjrrGirTif)ttL|Li> &nA0)Cijr»ii*ert 

Q<9UJ<ffcIL0 , G'fjIcTOTCuOTTfm 

/fl i} r»ii Ci cti n cu gu sarifbj ld a I (^jcfilfeMicTirr^n 
G«5(Tjj,g, iSlfJrtCTT 
Giji7ibCt£j>nCTLjnjf5ib, : ^WGijrwu, < ^c\j6<r>CuiurrajiT<!^if)Lb 
cucrarjGtooi. 

A body of exceeding radiance, a body 
full of filth, hiding now and coming 
then, faithful and deceiving, — he 
resides in Vinnagar worshipped by 
the gods. Other than his lotus feet, 
we have no refuge. (7) 

cu«T 0IJCT3T ^MjrT<^0 Q«nh 

rbfD(iptfJ 

QG81 ffiJG&fl a-fiUAlfl CTlClJ^gjli) 

<an ffu uj rrg^i lii 

Q^gbt flrjcnn ^£)<ar>.9<?.(0)5> $0Gfi)OT3T6raTAn 
Garri^a, tSIarrcan 

ct£3t aqeftfl (nssrcDCLn 

ctcit cSmuljGctt, 

The permanent refuge of the gods, the 
ghastly death of Asuras, protecting all 
the worlds below his feet and yet not 
thus, — the lord of Tiru-vinnagar, 
refuge ol the Southern Quarter, is 
my refuge. O My Father, My Lord, 
My Krishna, My Master! (8) 


CT£3T e^jUi-JSST CTC3TA(cf) ^LU, <2M,UJ 

G3G31W)G3TU Cl UfbjpGUGTT f 

Ql_lfTG5T ^LJU63T LDGv^fi ^lUUGST, 

^UUGJT, GTCjfT AlUUgniLD ^UJ, 
i_filG3Tcrru QufiGjjr cD£q)gtt ^ip 

4>1(ff)Cf5lcni{;ojl<9jIT GsiTjif^g, ^UL-lGST 
G^uunrr ^uuerr fb^^uren c^err 

gjtren (£lipCcu. 

My lord and father is my mother and 
my foster-mother. The golden father, 
the gem-hued father, the pearly 
father, my father, — he resides in 
Tiru-vinnakar with golden walls 
around. Peerless lord, he gave me the 
shade of his golden feet. (9) 

f^ipffu OcutuuSlcu <£)n)j6JHfl Clu( it-)O') in, 0rrucmn 
Clrt30*mniL|ib 

iftlpCUGUGST fQUG3T, <2M,UJ ^GiHGli 

c^CUCUgUlb LLJ , 

impsncu njrnii u»cnn(^ Giinip 

mcarrgpi iSlijncsn 

ihipGU^Gn ^|G3Tf5l ID IT) G rn HIT ACSTCTTA Gff31 

^guid; AncbniflcifTAGin. 

As shade and sunlight, as small and 
big, as long and short, as walking and 
standing, as other things and yet not 
any of them, — the lord resides in 
Tiru-vinnagar with sweetly humming 
bees. His feet alone protect us all. 
O, Seethe truth in this! (10) 

<f&n<^ih)GJT<s>cn, a_cu<£n! ffTOTrrrjj a>G3jT(Lps,uCu 

iSllfillTlj^ 

^ITGII ^CJIGSSTILIOT j5,G3TCnG3TA 

0 L G A rTUG31 Q^ncjtCTT 

Lj^jgjjib GucuGuniT 
C<3,rrtrjT(jOTT (.-rcurQiib 

<5k,<A>n (^rjGijrNfcCGTT. 

This decad of the thousand songs 
by Kurugur Saiakopan addresses the 
lord of 1 iru-vinnagar who grew before 
our eyes when he came begging as a 
lad and said “Behold, O Bali". Those 
who can sing it with mastery will 
become Gurus to the gods. (II) 
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6.4 / Svapadesam : The Eighth 
Union 

Kuravai \ Navarasakanada | Adi 

^luAflujCringl C&rrsg.jpjii) 
(^GjrjODLD G^esTn^ib Gjg^uu^jLb 
£mj Qunujgj)* rbn^ii) ^itlu i^^jib 
2-iluL- LDfT)piri UftJ 
c^ncSlcO UGtTCrflu LSlrjfTOtT fljCST LDfTLU 
Gfi'&nG5T<3,GyiGnGuJ g\j IT) jf)l 
g'fjGLiib jbejr UdfcGyju) 2><^n^cuii) 

( 7 T 63 TC 5 T (^iCnfT) CT&JT« 9 >G< 9 >? 

Night and day I have sung the 
wonderful exploits of my lord Krishna, 
"7 his blending with the Gopis in Rasa! 
his lifting the mount, his dancing on the 
hooded snake, and many, many more. 
Now what do I lack? (]) 

C^iudj fai&woo 2£5<£l®rrum, rQ^gCmiu^^jib 

(ol£f,6jjT6ir>l_ <^><S53T ftGJJI 
QJ/T^u L4,rbj (^ipcvj lSIott^gtt C^ncTT^cn 

lL LD(f)^JLD UfiU 

mniu4 G<s>rreuu i9nrT<£r ^cjt QfluuGn.'F, 

fill €aiirxsyi ub 
Cf^iuffjGfljlTy Bx j£)jbfl> CufTgj - 
ersu SLGUAlb rgl^Grj? 

My Krishna went grazing his cows, 
playing sweet melodies on his flute; 
he locked himself in the embrace of 
the well-coiffured Nappinnai. My 
heart melts when I recall these and 
many wonders of his. My time is 
spent lovingly, now who in the world 
can match me? ( 2 ) 

ft,Un Qgo ^cvjcvjcanrjs Qar^^yh, rgcfmj 
GifjujQfbgiib 
^£J,rr LDn ^crfln)! ^sneu 

C u ncu gd einci| iL iSlrr)6mi) 

L^n Clinch Can«£lu 6)ijn^T 0^\hene, 
f'‘ 17,1 ‘ ^ MCuiiu^ ffTOTTn^jii 

cncnfhoo oficuauQ, ubC«D65i Gratr&Q 
GTon jgatfl Gn^fTOj^jCsu? 


The lord killed the heavy wrestlers, 
and the mountain-like rut-elephant. 
I recall the stories of his grazing 
cows in the forest, and v/eep to hear 
the exploits of my effulgent gem. 
My time is spent enjoyably, now what 
on Earth can hurt me? (3) 


Gj^noj, ©_fiGcv;fT(hl ^rr ihth 

< 5 rrcuu ufTGu 2 _c3TTi_o,ilq, ssnrr <5<5 >l-lD 
,@£><0 anLqujgjjLb 

G^j 6 u& G^nsuu iSltjnetfT qcst Q^uj^n^ 
ldcttid 0Gn[pftig]l 

CinnjA «fj,fTGof^jAGtT t^G^rgji - 1 

ctgtt C<su«f.nQlGuGgj / ? 

Oh, How r he wept when Yasoda tied 
him to the mortar! He drank from the 
poisoned breasts of Putana and drie°* 
her to the bones. He destroyed the cart 
with his foot. My heart melts to think 
of him. My days are spent lovingly^ n °^ 
what on Earth do I need? 


Ccucwuj.2) Cg>euft ffuibgjj uSl 

.^(fPjCTTCijfTUJ , 

• I,**© ^lOTT^j IJCUIDII, ^ l,(Ta ' 

£>ri ^wA^euib if&AT 

^nsOTL.cu ^OTTffjl CViGTinrf^gjj <» 

CU^SLD Q<5UJ5)gJLb 
rrcsar(^ ifcirein ^cuirjipuOunjC©^ 

ffT«TCTT ^a,Gj a_(TfrG^ f 

He was born in answer to the g 0< ^ 
prayers, as the child of Devaki. Th tJ | 
he left her weeping in the darkness 0 
the night, and entered Nanda’s h° nl ^ 
He grew up incognito and perform 0 
many miracles, then killed Kamsa. I h* 1 
the fortune of singing his praise, 
who in the world is my enemy? N 
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&>gvj Cl<5>fr<rn L$ffni£>2>gini 

<nnjj«,GfT Cl^ipfOgjiGMib, 

a~iurr Cl^.fTctT Csnenooe* 

£_LUL U)©2)JU3 UGU 

cM^cu Gl^ncrr ctjcuiuld torrujcji, 

^U 1 I55T {tyGST LDfTUJI^](5)CgTr. 
i iac\j ^grru uijsuu Qlj fpC^r )ctt -ctgstA^ 
ciGSTcn loesiu utfluCu? 

Ripping die beak of the Baka-bird, 
killing the seven bulls, destroying the 
l all Kurundu trees, — night and day 
J am blest to sing these and other 
bonders that my lord performed, 
when he came and strode the wide 
Earth. I have no despair. (6) 

LDCTTu urfluCurrjJl uDfroflu 

O fTj^l uSl GU 5>fTC3T 

£b^T<9>(£) Cgugot^ ^ ^fTyShClArrcnT^i g,fT«n && 1 

*lC5Tg> gjjipmij (t^DLq UDfTCiDCVJ LDfTHLJCST C763T 
^ULJ«3fI lOfTUJOij^GcfT 

^CTJCSTA^lij 0^0^ sloilCoj^t 

tunri <£ls>n (P^n i£leu£)U<>>? 

Out of compassion he took birth in 
this filthy world of mortals. Taking 
the forms he chose to, he gave vent to 
bis anger. My lord and father wears a 
crown of Tulasi flowers. My heart 
remembers him in wonder; who in the 
world can equal me? (7) 

‘B«Tr^)cv)5 ) Qffl,fT(^ cunesrctluii'n .i (£)gf>0 Ou^lo 
CuflrrrfliGff CUujgij 

fT6tfJT65T ^uSllJlb CgjfTGTT LD 

SL- L.LJ1 IO0©J^ LJC\J 

'CfTcsafl ,'^iu rQcuib OArraijiL LOrrujear cigst 
^uljQT fydn tDniufii5>Gcrr 
s_«ni Cujcst -encsi&(&) 

CT<3TG3T ^Gu/fc.&ib 2,-fi^nCi *? 

The Earth and sky were wonder-struck 
to witness the great War. He then cut 
asunder the thousand arms of the mighty 
Eana. He came as a manikin and rook 


the Earth, by walking three good steps. 
My heart can see them all; now what 
can trouble me? (8) 

At_cu, ejip incDffu, o_cu{<9) cj|Lgii) 
4»i£)uj& Ai_ruu, 

2_cvj«5>i5i5j G5jItO<!Mt( 7^ Gseaijn iDrrti](iptL 
£_.Lui_ iDfb^iJib u eo 

GUQJ&GMh $L.6>GT>thB 

^ Gin CD 2_CT)t_ IDfTOJG^JGTOTGWlCnGJT 
iDGVJA0ii r^n £2_6mi_Gujfl)(5) tDfrrr^j E^GnC^n- 
^ib ns€ijirrG3uflG5T ifjlcnaGuj? 

The wonder of his crossing the seven 
turbid oceans and the seven tall 
mountains, driving over the end of 
the seven worlds, these and many other 
acts of the lord of discus-conch, — 
whoever speaks to me about these, 
can be he my enemy? (9) 

tnciranfilcinaiJ Ou^ld urrrub Gj?it 

tmrr#, ujir Qu^ib Gumr 

uOT3T«3fl (DfTujdliftCn Cl<gLug)] G^cncncnuju 
u fTijp ljL_ Glj rruj 

d5k33Ti/i)<;)')<9£> & 637 ^ninGiD L|A Gmcfiluj 

&ar &(TGTT 

i^cJUTCSufl fbrrcsT dJtinnf^ftuQufljGrncar: - 
c^IT lS1/T)(T fbfUU*GfJ? 

To rid the burden ot the world, he 
waged a mighty war, and showed his 
wonder-form, routing and killing armies. 
He then left and entered his own 
dear resort in the sky. Through 
worshipping his feet alone, I have found 
a master without a peer. (10) 

(^muACsi «7jf 

(ipjlQ CJjjp £_CU(£,lh &S3T 

ClirmjALD I \fh GDGudyg)} 2_l6kplTigj] 

c9J,tu ^OJGVJgjiii) cSUjii 

CiftxSffljGJT ^iq ffiohcanil 9fln«A ha 

5L G<* |Ti.JGS» Cl«fTOTC« 
g^uj ^,u51g<2,g>j u^noj li^it ^guit 
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This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan on the feet of 
Kesava, lord of the seven worlds, who 
lifted them and strode them, became 
them and not them, — those who 
can sing and dance to it will become 
blameless devotees. ( 11 ) 


6.5 / The Friend / On Tulaivilli- 
Mangalam 

Titvalin \ Karnataka Devagandbari | 
Rupaka 


$)cucir ion iD«rcfl mrn_ib 

Q§,rTeff)COG5lcuG\SlLDrblftGVJLtl 
.i'Ciicricn fa ^sjrc^GjTLBrr! 2 _lD< 5 ,^ 

@ 6 U 6 <r>cvj; cfil(^i£lCff3Tn- 

dJjQjcn GpjOTjr o r^i^j d £T<annpjLC 

5>i_LD aotji <T7cjjt nr^j ld 

QCuencn iocurr& <3j«53T5,cn igir logua 

r£)at(r^ 


O Ladies, pray leave this girl alone, you 
have no love anymore. Her dark lotus 
eyes brim with tears, haltingly she 
murmurs, “Beautiful conch and discus”, 
“Large lotus eyes” and “Spotless jewel 
mansions rise in Tulaivilli-Mangalam".( 1 ) 


(£)(lpfT)Jli> tycno cfltpcu C^XfSlg, 
Q^nc<ri6ycfi^60C\SllDrij5)GV)l£> 

O &> FT C55t L J &, 

CIidctt QiurTt|jlujrcnGTT fa 2— 

^li£lnCl*nGif3ii ncucp^bgjj <Slfb(<9)ib; mjbjjjj @sijGn 
Cg><?ii antan crcaTCn) 

&>Gf&shGfl i£n lDGnj^ 

. &> 6fl")0 lljClu. 

You took this sweet and soft-spoken 
girl to Tulaivilli-Mangalam, — gay 
with festival sounds, — then 
abandoned her without a heart. She lies 
like one possessed, her lips form 
“Devadevapiran”, her eyes well with 
tears, she tails and then melts, alas! ( 2 ) 


0 ,CTnrj dsjrrcn Gnuib Qufti^lcu g)GJ3T 

Q^rTcnojcblcvjcvjlici^iaiCvjiii 0«5ifTC33T^ 1 &£} 
2-OTig Cl^fTGn ^gst d lditx^I uj ncncrT i£,n 

£>&*•) Cls,ncrr QucnciiGjgjj^j 
it«vj ib gjnsSI 

Qcj GiDiij^jgjgjjCu) |9| 

CllTj^li &CJ3T ign IDGUflj < 0 <bt 2 >Cu>- 


You took this sweetly chirping g ir ^ l0 , 
Tulaivilli-Mangalam, fillea with coo 1 
green bowers, then left her heartlessl) ■ 
She now stands with tear-filled e }' e5 


and only mutters incoherently aboi^ 
grazing cows, measuring the Earth a^° 
reclining on waters. (*' 


f^P3(0)LO jijaG5TlDCnq)GIlfTC5JTn GLIfUjp 

Q^jfTCDGutf&GuG^LDniiAGvjLb 6> &T *“ . 

t&tfjS'X Gpanrryih ^n) 2 _ 0 nGTT; iDC&? 

5jG 55T||?IT @G1IGT7 ^ <75TGf)G!n (1! 

Afj)(^)UD AC\J6fil CTCUGUfTlb A(TF-)!^J 

ClJ GTkTf COTT 651 , &> fcOJi £551 lSI fj [7 £5T CtO*<*P 

Gpnr )&ib G^cnnjjiij @guoti; s_ < 3 , (*,£*] 

S_6T1 LD^llpITjgii {i9^6TiyMj^GLD- 

See, after going to Tulaivilli-Mang^f 11 ’ 
— where Vedic seers throng, s '\ 
has lost her self-control and beco* 11 ' 
possessed. “Dark hued lord’\ s,u 
keeps on calling, — with rising )°Y' j, 
then pleased beyond measure, 5 . 
falls into a sv/oon. 


(^cnipixjlb GljnGTT G7GDyDC^uJ,4j 

Q^nOT®jfffilcuc\ r jUDniiACVitb Odhricw^^^. 

ClAfTGti C<nrT$a O a r^noiCPO# Jh 
‘^ 0 "® ?„t.id a,fTL iq.^’ n 

m&nip Cii jujO|(tgvj V,M 

^|G5TfTjJ Qfijni 6iT*iOu i fTiTj^bJ ^ ^ 

(^jcj'upujlb ^GUTfej-iCJTiOft! 

O Ladies, you took this soft ra^^J 
girl to Tulaivilli-Mangalam andsh^p 

her the lord of lotus eyes and |u* 
stealing radiance. From then ° n, ^c’ 
is in this mood, losr in though*- - t ii 
looks in that direction and bows, .^ 
tears falling like rain. 
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G^fTjOrbGV) Cl ffjh*b n LDcn0 

GUfTtuA^LD fiC&l Glu 170/5,611 ClJLftCni] 

GijGKrr d5)(T«r>cufffi1cuc6)mf^j5iCvjii) 
CffonA^CiDcv <5*fc Qen* ^cucurrcu, n>^j 
Qf>ffA(2) ^gcucn; cncuacu fbfTcrid^nnjju) 
gu rruj 3> Cl 0 ,n gt 6 uff 00 >(ipii) LDGraflojCjnncKncji 

n, (tldC» i0 ^dncDoriEn! 

The wealthy Tulaivilli-Mangalam lies on 
the Northern banks of cool Porunal, 
where sugarcane, paddy and lotus 
grow tall all around. Since that fateful 
day, this girl looks that-a-ways night 
and day and only mutters the names of 
the gem-hued lord. (6) 

^Q)| GifTGDCniS'fT* ^**U-^* IDH IDuSl C\J <TI (Tjjtc fTGJT 
^qictt 3-1 lbcn ld 0 , GnacuoSiththi 

giGJTGTi gij nnjgjCiri#) uj ld C<5i il^jfTjrrrfr 

Cl^rTniCucfilcSjc^Sli^nij^cuib ocyrnjj ^cucuncu; 
^ip siren ld C» n ro 'D <jfcl<£lC>l<9>nCcvjn? (ip<j£lcu 
GuGJjTCT^Krr ld rrujib Cl^nCcun? ^igdgsi 
$ 055^^10 (@GVjGU 
CD Dll) ^ . 

O Ladies, this peacock-fair fawn has 
slipped out of your hands. She cannot 
hear anything save “Tulaivilli- 
Mangalam”. His symbols and his names 
alone are on her lips, unfailingly. Alas! 
Is this the fruit of her past Karinas, or 
the Mnya-iricks of the lord? (7) 

$0£>£j C(ru2>(ipti> Ceuotefilu^ib 

$0 LDD lDAcrfl0li) SirTtbLDoSljj^ 
curup QuD0(y3CVj gul ftcnq 
O) GtftfT Cl (h ff C»T)6 u<ji’ 5I GO ©$1 113 fhj 0, GV) ID 
<9«0(b -'A AcaWMsfl ,$i£> ^nen 

C1g,m £& '5) ffjnenCI^Djryti) 

v > * v ‘ •% ^Tcfilfb^CcvjiTffGsi! 

GDCJTgjj cic^tOit) bQj 

The lord lives in plenty on the Nonhem 
banks on Porunal. in prosperous 
Tulaivilli-Mangalam, amid Vedic 
chanters and Lakshmi-like ladies. Since 


the day this dark-eyed fawn 
worshipped him there, everyday she 
says “Aravindalochana” patiently, then 
falls and weeps. (§) 

jsirtftrO^nrrjjii) cunajClGiiifg 
ftcrsrcm r n n*,cn ^s^culdh 
ld[ jnij a^gt^ld ^ij ri»0ii> AIGHA 

iDGraflculbgiGHrCfiun CTCJirpi <14in itgu ; 

£pjrinuSiib GUDiij iSlcnij)0,rrdfT ft_cr>fn 

C) 5 ,n«ncu 6 fi 1 c\j&SlLD(bJ<hcuLb ctgjtqj 
< 9 >ijrij<AGn dcvuiSlg) Q^nii^LD feeing, 

<Di 0 (|T) 5 ) 63 T lSl«STCDColCuj. 

Ever since this girl learnt the town’s 
name, she weeps and speaks disjointed]}*. 
“O, Manivanna!”, she calls, with a 
cry that would melt a tree. “The lord 
who ripped the horse's jaws lives in 
Tulaivilli-Mangalam”, she says, then 
joins her hands in silent prayer. (9) 

iSlGDcricnOftrTct) i£lcu udd idacti CIadcu. 

$0 ID 0,611 Cl 0,1160 , lSl 0 J|j ^l L_L_ D 6 n? 

C 763 TG 3 T LDDLLubQ 0 ,rrCcvjn! £^GU GT 7 C 1 fJ)QlDnci) 
ffl 4 . 0 )G 0 iff 63 T 0 I 0 <n GL|ID ITCO J 
(ipciicjfl ciijbgu ^ciicin r^carfi^j <@0fbgi] 

2 _cD 0 tmi Q^jncncosfileuoSlLDKj 0 , 6 uib 
ClffCTTGjflujDisu 6ii6irarrhJ0Lb; ^cii gc^n/i, 
^fFjlTjfTlD LD C*0,L_LJ^j] (41 IT,GiflgC* III, 

What a miraculous birth she has taken! 
She calls “O Lord! you came to live 
permanently, standing and silting in 
Tulaivilli-Mangalam”. She bows her 
head and only yearns to hear the name 
of that town. Is she Nappinnai, or 
Bhu-devi or Lakshmi? I wonder! (10) 

<41<T,G~Ji<ftiungyub ClanGucvJn^yjib Clflujcn^huSlcjm^iLb 
(Io,6ij lSIodcdgsiCiu 
gmij (ncjTjTjj ii,5) GliCTOT 

000tf\fT6UD 0i C0,m igsi 
v*Tt, r,v ^uSlrj0,gjGn ^6iDcu 

L 10 }DG 31 c\J 661 C\)o6lLDDiJ0,CU^,GJ 10,0 O^DGaTGai 
C 10 ip LJ i iftgJLD GU CL) Gun IT ^ iq CTuD 

Cl 0 lUGljniT O 0 U)G^yj 0 > C 5 Il 
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This decad of Tamil songs on the lord 
of Tulaivilli-Mangalam, from the pure 
thousand by Kurugur Satakopan, 
who attained the lord as his father and 
mother in thought, word and deed, will 
secure a life of service to the lord, for 
those can who sing it. (11) 

6.6 / The Mother / The Eighth 
Separation 

Malukku | Temmangn 

iDirsyjA^ ^cn2>g> ifisraTfTenjp^ 

<£cua> A0 i£lu_irTiujh(<3) 

C^rTGUfij G 0 fbgjrrincinijft SiCjjTCSJTiT)^ crcff 

^eon 

OfbjGtf,. 

My fair coiffured daughter has lost her 
bangles, — to the groom of beautiful 
red lotus eyes, who came as a manikin 
and measured the Earth, the lord of 
dark cloud hue. ( 1 ) 

orhug, efilcu, cuneti, 0>Gjrai0 &ih&>yb> cn&ujjb^ 

Q o r^j<5,(31^61) rruj^ G 0 uj uj 2>ruDGDrj0, 

4>0iii GiTttl IT) (fry 

G^fir^j^ ^cofi gjOTJn gjupntij 

(iptq U1 (T^]0,0 (7TG3T 

idh1j6^/r gj'ipfbg>g)J IDHCTUU i£lrr)Cic. 

My beautiful daughter has lost the pink in 
her cheeks, — to the conch-bow-dagger* 
mace-discus wielder, lord of red lotus 
eyes and coral lips, who wears honey¬ 
dripping Tulasi flowers on his crown. (2) 

^tntb 0»rflurnOT))010 Jp c\>0 «? 

<£lrrjiB 4il«?nn sunujfl 0iGTlCuGtfT ^6110(0^ 

0i0|ri*<^ili 00.01^0, Gff-ifhu 1 Gij £f)|0,0 

gjfffjii) **. e>0bsv» . i5Cl . 

My well-coiffured daughter has lost her 
grace, — to the dark-hued lord, the 
trickster who swallowed the worlds 
with his small mouth, to the one who 
bears a spinning discus in hand. (3) 


iS 0 2 _sn* 5>advy>A«3^crsTu '->cr>i 

mn0 2_tsni_ GiD gtiL uib jSwenftjtfj ifiG7yin<sn00 

0^00 ?_CDl LDGTTG3rfTi5»(<>)03 gjfigiJ GtfGU 

0LDi90i 0 CTf 5 T 

urr0 2 _cnL <£*Cu 0 iPj ucraiCu. 

My wide-hipped daughter has lost her 
manners, — to the lord who created the 
powerful Brahma, to the bachelor- 
groom who measured the wide Earth, 
to the one who went as a messenger 
for the ruling kings. (4) 

UGSSTLj S2_Gff)l_ Cqj 0,LD LJUJ^g) Ug@]0i0 
LDGS5T LjGiDO CDGUUJlb G1J rjl7Aj|)0 

,\n^sv _fsr r . Ljcrratfl <mb Ovn< cron 

ucjjiqaic3i §}$>¥>&&} AjbCu. 

My well-coiffured daughter has lost 
her mind, — to the lord who gave the 
good Vedas, to the one who came as a 
boar and lifted the Earth, to the lord 
who sleeps on clear waters. (5) 

ajouaa ri ^cji n ? G\j u«?u G^ncri 
Clufisn fh\_. r> 0 > gS^siritjiiT <5 j£5jt 

(vpn 

2>OJ U 6 U 0jOU)GTirr 5)fTC*T LDGVJIT0, GTCTT 

g51gvj q0GU<5»G0>niq CgiiNbjngii GidujGuj. 

My tender daughter with bow-like 
eyebrows has lost her body, — to the lord 
of Kalpa-tree-like arms, who wears a 
beautitul crown of radiant gold; his hands 
are like freshly blossomed lotuses. (6) 

Clu)u j .^Hiiin ugvj aguoi 

«.tn t 1 ^(jchleyi ucnofluSlGi)ing}i 0,0 

t^) 0 iG uj n(ijl ftntu Gaujuj .sbGjvrGjrcT 
LS'( 3 nCTji 0.0 

g?d^>)Ujg\> onCiiJ. 

Mv fair daughter has lost her ornament$, 
— to the lord who wears many good 
ornaments and reclines on a hooded 
couch, to Krishna, whose hands am 
teei are red. 0 7 ) 
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0rmj0> 00£>5>u> 5 >l£)uj00 

tnmufi 5 ai id 2 —id cjniincfiff) 

Cug^uj u lSI srani ulu urrcu 2 _gtot 

iSlfjrrg))^,^ CTOTT 

CUfTdJ^ ld^ctotCu. 

My fra grant-tressed daughter has lost 
her beauty, -- to the lord who singly 
uprooted the Kurundu trees, to the 
groom who smote the laden cart, 
to the child who drank the ogress’s 
milk and killed her. (8) 

iDIT6731M ^JCSDlD fTGUejjgj fiTlD LDITUJ& 

00)(STTn50 

<!>l_iTS5 0G3T|J^J Q^J(6Tj^l_(7 

{hctGjsi Qu0ii O^mrj/D^jgxJ ^lo 

fbli)lSl<9>0 CTGffT 

i-ijCrsn (ol idgst tip(*r>cu C^y,FTflDfog^i 

Cluff $fcGu. 

Mv soft-breasted jewel-girl has lost her 
radiance, — to the lord who came as 
beautiful groom, the Kakutstha lord 
who looks a perlect hero, and rises tall 
like a dark radiant mountain. (9) 

OumpM >ti£> 5>^r 

100 Cluff(2> C^nGTT 2_CT»L LDfTujU 

iS1grr<s)ja0 

rQrpuGTi ufio S2^0<sumu j , --/: iDnujiD0 
4fcfY)t_4 a_on«-ujnC<4 I AiLGl. 

Mv intelligent daughter has lost her all, 
— to the beautiful lall-crown-Tulasi- 
blossoin-lord whose wondrous arms 
matched the wrestlers, who stands in 
all the things that are. (10) 

0,CQ 6Upcu Gjncncvj fbcu Cair^i.£bi_<njnCTOT«,r><arT 
fis. <Tu£)ci> Q^jCTT tT0 Sl CffjfTuGffT 

Cltjnco 

<3>il0 ^uSloejjAJ GuatcoirurT 

Au trojilcu gi ifiGsrciift Ci ina»iii a mCrr. 


This beautiful radiant decad of 
the thousand by beautiful radiant 
Kurugur’s Satakopan on the beautiful 
radiant Venkatam lord gives beautiful 
radiant celestials’ joy. (11) 

6.7 / The mother laments her 
girl’s disappearance / 

On Tirukkolur 

Unnum Soru \ Cbakravakam \ Adi 

SL-Grar^ryjiib G^mr^ u^gii £n ^GSTgjiii) 

0GU1^1 <SiDOJ U_| LD GTGUCUfub 
AfaodTfiSJtfctfi 61LC OlJ(ITjlDn63T 6T6SSTITII (nfiJlClT) 

A hJ0> St 6n fT ID 6U 
ID 6ifJT feil jfl 6y)l CTT ^2^ Gu £T$T ^?rr6U CTlTLD 

ifl^i^GuGirr seiit q9ottgS1 
^)«raT6i3ub GT63i ^emofTOT q^ib 2£nn 

With tears in her eyes my tender 
fawn would say: “My food, drink and the 
Betel I chew, are all my Krishna". 

I am sure she has found her way 
to Tirukkolur, enquiring about his town 
of fame and fortune on Earth. (1) 

2er0iDjJT>fi(^iiicu0i(tpiD {b^^^uGunGu 
,;£M6U6pi<«r>L LLI 

Clj 0U5 ^nTTft^ClD l9v2>fb(D A£H-| GllfT631 
C.20 LD rhCU GUGfllD CfflT Utp63T§i 

*) 0j <D] C &> it it S* 

GufT0iii Clancu v_a>gii?n ClAnmCiuGSi 
Qaniq 

Throwing her grace to the winds, — like 
lierself, making the town and country 
prate his names and symbols, —my tender 
fawn must have reached Tirukkolur 
of fertile fields. Alas, hapless me! Tell 
me, O Mynahs! Will she return? (2) 

IJjCDGII, G3HjrbJ<£i6lfl&GTT, l_i£>gj) gjflOng,. LJ,LD 
1 | ll lq_GU<A>GTT 

UlfT6316\JUJlb ^0LDmTLi ^l0tT)ITlDrilACGTT sfil. 

CT63T 

UfTCTIGU CljITIU StGSM ULpOTT,?, 

<0 a n (JG1V, n At c<!?. 

CftfTCTlGlJ OinitJ gjJiqtJl.l, LDGnLpA 
«,655llJl6If3Tn(hl GlQt 0^ltJll|lD0.5.ITt.G\'n? 
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Her mynahs, her parrots, her ball, 
her toys, and flower boxes were all 
‘the lord’ for her, — she used to call 
them by his names. Alas! My doll is 
now in fertile Tirukkolur itself. With 
raining eyes and twitching lips, what 
would she be doing? (3) 

ctgjtuit G< 9 >rrCeurT? 

ifilAACTrcir CT63Tun05>nG6un 
GUniijuOu«3T0AGTI, ^UlGU Gtflfl 

2 ?_GTTCTTfTjTTpLD CTTSuCcu! 

G <9 GV> QJ ID LDCO^ <3HCudl 

f), 0 ft 0 ^ fT (GTTj IT &> G * 
CllOGU Ojjuflil/* gjGTHDnGTT 

Gldc&cttGot! 

What now? Will the wags in the 
neighbourhood call this an act of 
shamelessness or of high conduct? Alas, 
my tender fawn decided to leave for 
Tirrukkolur swinging her hips, where 
the lord lives with abundant wealth! (4) 

Glog^I, OT'jfbr^g,! Gfilcncnujni.cyjngnGn 

ctgst ^ 2 ^ 

; G(_»niu ^ 0 tDfT©u 

y, ^ujCu Qun^g^iih A* 

G/fcmiSlgyjii) *j 1 

SLGtT . GirbjrbiCcifi ©_«>A 0 ibQAncvi 

QdflC £>? 

My little goddess gave up her toys and 
faded day by day. Now she is with her 
beloved lord in Tirukkolur amid flower 
gardens, water tanks and in his temple. I 
wonder how she enjoys herself today! (5) 

cion-*,(<«>} 2 _-tfjcamgji fSHAcinn) ^'cnirmcji 

Gi jnuj 

Qgjrin ^iGvj^jdi ^CDcrmj 

^l(fr :i a ) GAn^nAG/9. 
! 0 l5«nrni Acm $ 0 u)n&j 4 j ( *va 

QacucutTijjib 

i^k-Biijrji GiniVjujLD Uibfijifi A6TOT<9iGTT( icfi\ 
• ncu AiGgh . 


My little fawn is of no use to me 
anymore. She has left me and gone to 
Tirukkolur where her lord stands as a 
Tilaka to the South. Would she be 
standing in a swoon, — with tears in her 
eyes, — waiting to see her lord’s 
auspicious red eyes and lips? (6) 

LD6U0 />,GjinCleOTin(p cmmucu S-fbfD 

tDG3Tfi)$ GJTGTTrUU , 

^cvj^jld 5)67i u^cyjli Gntfu <rr67rn}j 
«^CT>ipAfcl CufTUJ 

Q^cugijld ldqu«£1 ^Cj63» 

$ 0 (h G 3, n QCIIj li A G &> 
bgd ctt^j^jGott i_|0thG<!hn6Vj 

With overflowing tears and longing 
heart, night and day she would call, 
“Ancient Lord!” Now she has gone 
to Tirukkolur where her lord lives 
amid riches. Alas, I wonder how she 
would have reached, with trailing steps 
and a shrivelled frame! (7) 

G^Jbib 5JG37T ^OTH.GlDOj GTWfcCrmj 

Gr^rm^i Qrh/T£igjl 
G153 ^cn gtt n lu5,€77igtot jj&n 

ClgcugyiLpGaincu? 
fpcircn iDCuoncn ClArr^^Gen 

$ (f^aG g, rr<iGTTj (iftG* 
GjTj^^GSicnnuj CTibcrun && 

AtrrflcnAGuJ? 

Resting her hands on her waist, drag¬ 
ging herself painfully, did she walk with 
a seething heart and brimming eyes to 
reach the lord of the lotus-dame in 
Tirukkolur? Alas, my daughter has for¬ 
saken me for her Love! (8) 

ftrrffluiib JbCViCOOTTAcrt * t. -,K 6TGS 1 

iriftwnuj f0ui inch; Gicbcvjmi) £U ** 

Gurnu, 

C5(f) ucu uifl ^'omuLjab 

$ (n-j ih G & n (Gtt) it 

GrFyNemgj rv,, n^Qyncv 6T<b6TMo G^xangjjti 

ff,i 671 cz\ &, GU C Cfl 1 
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All the good things she had, she would 
save for her Krishna. Now casting 
all aside, she has left home, and walked 
all the way to Tirukkolur, with people 
showering slander. Alas! She had no 
thought for us. (9) 

r^IcnGJTa^CcucTT, Q^ujGyr^ ausii 

^Gmorunrr Cuau j 

2_eu(^)Lb uj 

<£M fj fif)) <h &> C w 8 631 €31GET 
G&i_fTCTT; G<9rt 

ITflJl^fTACA 

lo 63i€3i a (&) surreal ui^lu _|lo f^l«ncJTuj(Tcn 

QaGUGVJ 631Oj£b<9)<«0lCcn. 

O Gods! I cannot understand how my 
tender fawn could leave and go on her 
own, all the way to Tirukkolur. She 
would never for a moment leave her 
Aravindalochana. Alas, she never 
thought of the slander she has brought 
on the household! ( 10 ) 

criGu&yG) ion fS^turrib L0<3)j(<9y3>€3i63TCuj 

Guni£)cvj (A,up 

5i.G*au<OT Cl^rrGSTOT 
ugigjj Virgil <^6UC3T CtffT 

$ ( n-) a G a fT (Git, rri, C a 

S\8>2>\b 631€U<5id>l 2_«nfTijurTlT <$Aip OufTGTr 
2_GV>^) ^GTtGUITGa. 

This decad ol the thousand songs bv 
bowered Kurugur’s Satakopan on 
Madhusudana, Vaittamanidi, lord of 
Tirrukkolur, will secure the rule of golden 
Earth for those who can master it. (H) 

6.8 / The Girl, sending messages 
through the birds 

Ponnulaku \ Kuririji \ Misra Chapu 

Qu 11631 

t^GUGuVl ^GlfCfjn 

(v,c\i r*iCu lj • 

<,fi) 63'631 uj rK iq CuiGn f^rlCTI 


(ipGST 2_C\jAfhJA6TT CTGVJGUfTLD 

U 6 Jll_<jj>£ (Lp<^GU 6 UGiJ 31<»331€3T A63«iT637163T , 
CT63T fJjCULO QaTOTBIL- fJfTwIT 

A63TA(A) GTfiJT ffjl GTS CVJ 631LQ £2. _€d J IJ th GA - 

O Good birds flocking together! 
May you rule the golden heaven and 
the Earth. This hapless lover beseeches 
you, my Krishna made the worlds 
and stole my well being. Pray go and 
tell him of my plight. ( 1 ) 

631LD IQ ft 6 U n<STT Qlj30lh A633T 

lf)fb)Cin<MDITlT £ip*>i>H | (TT<£JT 
QfF)UJ <^lX>n £§631 

unClcun 0 GindjGfjn 

631A c^JLDIT 0AA9&&I 6T63T 

ASsfltUmijU Clu(TT)lOrT631G3TA A633T0 
CllDUJ AfT^CU Cl 3 (TGVJ C$ A 

6 lfl A fT 6TT! 6f> iq. 6lJ (6 Gj{Jj . 

O My parrots, before Vel-eyed damsels 
I swear, I will give you sweet butter- 
filled pudding with my hands. Pray 
seek my discus-bearing lord oi berry 
lips. Tell him of my love and come 
back to me quickly. ( 2 ) 

6 £>m.QJIbgi) GT63T (S^pSuClDfiV 

V c ID IT lOGVMT 2<sjr^Cga, 
A>1 (4 U i GTJGiOT UJ. 63T rbJ A fT 6 TT! 

£2_63lL gOC^JfTAll^ i , 
n 1 ion Gg>rit_j 

LJ63TL i£(T)j GTLpdi Clarhjj) L^griGSi 

U 1 A 633T jlj|Gn€llLb 

sP_«nnL gill U)fci sunuj A 6 n ClAnG33iGi_. 

O Gregarious bees, go drink the nectar 
from the Tulasi flowers worn by the lord, 

— he steered the chariot tor the 
Pandavas against the great army in war, 

— come back quickly and blow his 
iragrance over my coiffure flowers.(3) 

iFjfl lOftl <*1 1 n UJ A 6T7 Cl AH633T0 

61HT-,g,l Glo3T CipcOcSlCUAGirClflCVI ^lURSlAflSn! 

O, S- 613163313 GaCVjfliSl cv., 

sfl IC3163lC» I LI 631631L . CTl*. jnUjCWlg*) ^3,63131 
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in n LDgj curm gjy»niu 

(ipiq. CUfTOTlClirr Ca»fTCT)CJT<!>i ■fttfOolO/ 
u jmb ^gjjCsurT $AAQjim)i 

CTC3TGJ7 CcDCTOT^lb fljCfjTlerf, 

O Bumble-bees! Take note, if you wish 
to sip the nectar from my Mullai flowers, 
go seek the lord who played false and 
deserted me. He wears the fragrant 
Tulasi on his crown. Tell him, this is no 
way to treat a lover. (4) 

ff>jnu0>L_(<9) ujfTcn- e_GnrjifcCa>fi3T 

QJlbL^CTT lurrOfT cucnrra,db dklcrf'AnCTT! 
Clcrnb 0 ><sraT i.jcn 

cSl^ncjiCiucriGffT tfiGDihb£> 

Q/jrbi^cryr 0>(f>3(ip^e7>c\j0 

Otfiijuj cd mu b 0 >rr)uo><jbtfr>£> 

0 <Dgjt rrjn<£l^yjib 

ACT3T0 ^gjjCcDfT Ih&i/hG Dnjjl? GT<?5 Tl61Cc9T. 

O Parrots, 1 brought you up; now let 
me teach you something. The lord 
came riding on his Garuda and stole 
my wicked heart. He has red eyes and 
lips, a dark hue and rises like a Kalpa 
tree. Go seek him wherever he is, then 
say to him, “This is the proper way”. (5) 

CT65T uSltf5TC^J f^JTCvj IDfTfTCDCjl 

<fc((T)LD Qi_i 0 LDnejfr <n«n 
(bctn LDGSTcp i^cn ^ipcviGmcvj 

£,<nw gjjLpituj rv,i othQ !f,c\jdMT63i; 

‘tQo />lc3T(5,Gn Cl CHIT)] fc.iDCTHD UJflGiJT 

A^jiSlujnancD^)^) lonjproib Q-ofTcuc^l 
C'a coition a, gt? ^cfilcnGjrCujapr 

oicnn^^, L^cantua.GcTr! 

O Little mynahs, this wicked self 
brought you up. My radiant-chested 
dark lord Krishna will not deny you the 
Tulasi on his radiant lotus feet. Go to 
him and speak the words 1 taught, 
repeating them all the way. (6) 


i^or>cu0*CTr Gurrcu rSflxk&wrt, 

i^OTari—fftbc^jAcn Cuncyjib «5>ri3T<S3^ T ® rT 
u-incncDu^ib tunCD0tb i£lcstnQ 

LDnUJCJT , CGST l9ofTC3T 

lOfTcncii <^dcvi Qjrnij iSlcnn^ 

55(23 <TTC3T Lf>niT>JQlb CWcug 6) 
uncncDfliCti! ^nA^irxf^Gij, 

cGleaTC^iufltliqCiijcin i ■iwpCUu'? 

O My pet dolls! Would you not go to 
Madusudana, — who ripped the horse s 
jaws, — deliver my message, and end 
my sorry plight? My lord is dark like 
the Puvai flower, he has eyes like 
lotus petals, he is the discus-lord who 
stands as everyone and everything. (7) 

UtT0jr)6l| CTUJ^I 

cfilc^cyrCujcjr croncaT cnrbGcDGJfT; 

CltfiicrrcjjTcnA 

(b n6 ^ 

lDfT<0i <2^0}] 5®^ 0*1 rf <ipiq 

currsncDn G^nwi(0,^0 
G3* t^rrytb g^ibcjMB ^jcucuncu 

iDn^jGitna,^ ^cucn Curing,] mfgCjj). 

O Perfect-wi nged white egret, 
pray help me! How many ages must 
I suffer thus, bereft of my love? Go see 
the heedless lord of spotless hue 
and radiant crown, and say, “This 
maiden sees no one save you”. ( 8 ) 

GuITgj&j LOffiQftj £>n bO i <STT (h (JtJl 

cfilcDCtSTLLim— tqG uj c?n n^ndn cjjctwtjj ^Ccucs*! 

$ cirn]CiDCu £■ aicfil 

G^i^ib H^rr ^Jcarru^ncn! 

(h rrrr^) <90^ inn (ip^cvj Guncu 

A€^gottc3t chlcffyiOTaiCDn GAncviOT^ fliCtfin© 
CDniT^cyiOjAGTt Q^acsaiQ 

CJ>«]uSn gttcii^cvj ciii^d^(r^n-,C5)- 

O Flock of geese searching for worms 
in the water! Hapless me, other than 
him, I have no protector. Go see the 
monsoon-cloud Krishna, lord 
celestials. Come back to me and 
repeat his words incessantly. ( 9 ) 
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LDGTijflj C^CUgilLD ffTCUCUfflD 

6 £>«rp)jU> , 

^cun Cidcu <sycr>tf ujib ^fisrcsTrSiAnA! 

6T631 <£10 LDrTIT«JIT50 CT 63T CD CTT 

^cijTCTTffunf^j 5,nc73Ti£l63T CTC3T<r)j 

^_cb^(]u?it tD^innibfDnii aCcrr. 

O Beautiful swans, nestling amid 
lotus flowers in the water, — you, 
your bright spouses and all your kin, - 
- go see my Lakshmi-chested lord in 
his chambers and tell him, “This 
maiden is this and this”, then come 
back and tell me what he says. (10) 

ion rt)<T)ihsthGn ^uj 

iD2u<£,ft iSlnnor ^i^Cmcu 
ftnrbmfbjCtancri 4 ( u> Clum|)lc\j (<9^ip 

ha fli Cftm-idr Cl^rrc^cn 

C^ftfbmf^^cn (72,0] cn 

^cmGiiu.|ib g>0u4£|ib QjcOcvmn 
£2 CtfQf^cjT ,9,6*31 rj^jCWT 106331611 CufTtfu 

2 _0*rr(9n)uiT (gfjnCiu. 

This dccad of the thousand revelations 
of fragrant-groved Kurugur’s 
Satakopan on the feet of Madhusudana, 
with choicest words, will make the heart 
melt like fine sand in water. (11) 

6.9 / Svapadesam: Speaking to the 
lord 

Nirai \ Navaroj \ Rupakam 

£n (9<w«n ^oj.a; ^nG\) 

Gl) (4631 ^UJ, 

>f'it ai aa.€H <^,uj, 

ilcucui ^ujcai 

(i C*l«M«nr 6 j tb$o> 

Cl fh fT iq C Li1631 i ) fTC\> 

Qjrifymu ^02>n<« 'Dotagg^rth cfilcOTr^pub 
lo£UpC«kJ. 


O Lord, you became the radiant 
orbs, Siva and Brahma, Earth, Water, 
Fire, Wind and Sky. Will you not come 
to this wicked self one day, with your 
conch and discus in hand, and let 
Heaven and Earth rejoice? (1) 

u)GtniTOT)jLb djlGrar^jii iD<£)tj) 0 > 0 (T)cn ^iu, 

CliCULD ^fTtllq 

01631163?}]ID cfildrer^plLQ Cl^>fT633TL_ IDTTUJ 

^ LDLDnCcTl! 

ff,CJJTCSljfl £2_GDG3T fhn 6 TT *633l(^l 22—Albftl 
in £> 0 >fli 

r^crSTTGSjrfl 6 p 0 (i 3 (lCTT 0 rTG\J 0 g 1 fiGL (Tj L- CU dCli J. 

O Wonder-lord who took the Earth 
and Sky! You came as Vamnna, and 
showed your power on Earth. Pray walk 
this Earth again one day. Come, let me 
touch and see you, and dance in joy.(2) 

( 6 T 1 ncu 0 g J nCi_ *)i-(bgino (9 Gain}] id 

/£)l ib 0 iiD 

-'jrrtfju u 6 vj j^nen E-ALDC&fTfT}] ;e_iiSlnA 6 ii 
ArruunCffjr! 

G<^'tcvj 2 , ^0 inn iD^Ccnn^ c_63t6]n63Ta 
-Sen. i rrCa, 

ancju uco fliffcn ^l^Cuicst ^cSt^hd 

0«TtnC^lG631 IT? 

O Lord who protects all through 
every age, we see you walking, 
standing, sitting and lying. O Lord 
with beautiful lotus-dame Lakshmi, how 
many days must I live in seperation?(3) 

fl><sniT(j>gjjii o/y>\ ,*n<hnn 

tt.-L.cvj G«j 0 n 

a,f7C ^ 

Cl U0lDnC63l! 

L^niDCBT, isTlffijCn, ^(ji^(J63T, 

6filtf3i)lCS3TAj (1 (A,tp 
cfilciTt&jh ^((Tj^ncrr «9,riC33T GUimniLi cfilGTOnSCfl,. 

You twisted, mangled and destroyed 
the Asuras, you smote a devil-can with 
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your foot. At least appear in the sky 
one day, surrounded by Brahma, 
Siva, Indra and all the gods. (4) 

d? Gratify ^0uuniL! ifloncuGincu rpjjjumu! 

<9)l_cu CorruumL! 

LDCmi^gjI E_ipfiucunuj! 

iLcnjrniTjgjj 2_<anjDcuniu! 
CTCT5T iSgil ^ILldutr) l ^ ^COTTL gj^fTLLl! 

CTcngjj ^cfil 

a-CTT ifjgj ^14 Anil^nCfij 

crfl u u itC uj rr ? 

O Lord, you sit in the sky, stand on the 
hill, sleep in the ocean, walk on 
the plains. You are present in all these, 
hidden. O Lord existing in countless 
other worlds as well. Blended in me, will 
you still hide yourself from me? (5) 

umij ffjjrr juq > u 1 <£ypu uijoticij 

i£)cuii> CTffucurTib 

^>niij ^i^ujncru CTSucurr sc.oj^ih eu»h5> 
iDnCujncjt! a_csTonc3tA flincraruncsi 

crcncjnnjfucT^iri 

$Ctun0 a_i_c3iGan Gidi^GiITuj a_GVJ3jicvj 
^IrflCcijCcsTrT? 

With one step you strode the Earth and 
Ocean. With one step you spread and took 
the worlds above. O Lord, how many 
days must I yearn to see you? Alas! I melt 
like wax in fire and roam the Earth.(6) 

CVJ<41cij ^Irflujth A01D £Cufl,lf) <S>4,UJ 

gjori e_uS)(iTjib ^omuj! 

• I'D fljgjj 

*lcu OunoSlrb# $an a 

^(r^GcuGuia 1 

^Oj^c\j Cl. irroS)^^ 

^(HjcnnGui. 

You are the Karmic souls roaming the 
Earth. You are the soul of the world 
itself. You are the formless ten spheres 
and the spirit beyond. Pray grace this 
tiny self of infinite ignorance. (7) 


2- uSln 

0<aj£§! Clfl,rTCTl CflfT$ 

Orj,0iI>nC<w! 

^nSlCl^ujgij crc5T6inc3Tu i_t£>£i$c0 S 6 ® 163715 
QA^OunCuj" 

iSl^ «j)C5Tjy ^f^ujn 

cn ^ A ^ 

O Soul of the mortals, pray grace this 
ignorant self. My fragrant icon-lord ot 
infinite radiance! Will you still keep away 
and kill me with your tricks? Alas, kno^ * 
ing nothing else, my soul is afflicted!(S) 


. 1*4k_n 1 criAfliA , gpcun 

urrefilCiuGncsru ucu <f, 0>fnliq.u 

u0uurrGaJn? 

5>nefil CDgij u j ub G<9,rr«rari_ g>i_ii> 

g, n lo art i) 6* u * 
Cl<9,ncn(ffr ^lo d,ncvj ub ^cnGFib 

£> 2 )j • 

My soul is afflicted by pleasures that the 
senses heap, would you still destroy nie 
with distractions? Has the time not contf 
for me to be united to your lotus-feet, ~~ 
that grew and strode the Earth? ( 9 ) 


(^JTyftfT, l&CTT(T, CKaPCJT 

Oi_i(re)d.n, ^cnctj^cu ^cJTuii) 

C^rnb^n^yJ^ 

LDffjj (9,ncu ^CTIr^l LDftGujrTGBi O 

fl.fTcvj 0 >cng, E_ rr^jCtcn ^ jiG^rr* 

G^rfluSK.* 1 1 


My Lord! For many endless ag* s 


that neither shrink nor stretch, if I were 
to attain the infinite pleasures of ih* 
Self, — Alas! on reflection, — will th* lt 


ever match even a short white 
service to you without returns? ( 1 - 
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OgjfflgjCUj j£)cDGFrfl)Cu CTGnncmcvj 

©__ rfluj QftHdiifl I fI GftrTGWi_fT Gift fT63X37 1 _ GST 

<9i_Cftnucji 

CWgstgjt ^uSlrj^bgjjcit t£»ij 

ugjgjiti 

g ifl UJ Gift fTGSSTt-ff • 2— C\J<9iLD 

2_Gff3Ti_rTjj)Cft. 

This decad of the thousand revelations 
of devotee’s devotee’s devotee Satakopan 
on the lord beyond sight, thought 
and feeling will secure the feet of the 
lord who swallowed the Earth. (11) 

6.10 / Svapadesam : To the lord of 
Vcnkatam 

Ulakamunda | Sankarabharanam \ Adi 

SL-cuAtb fi-CTJiL 0u(3CuiTujfT! 

t-fiuui | &<W $ ^ibicnCcn! 

rQcoCK|LO fti_n 

Q 17^14lunuj’ ^I^CluGJT ^rr Si_u9Glj! 

$6u&ii> sc_cvj0^(^ Ayi* &Gfirn 

ctld Clu^tDnCcn! 

(£)&! GftncO e?W U> CluGST LJfTftlh 

«SW,JDJ ‘*TL'D n Guj. 

O Lord of eternal glory who swallowed 
the Earth! O Great icon of effulgent 
knowledge, my soul’s master! You 
stand like a Tilaka for the Earth in 
Venkatam. Pray decree that this bonded 
serf reaches your lotus feet. (1) 

Of\ jry <$ 4 ,tu, ^£U ^tu fQcuor * 

' y eu&j < 3*-*nn <<jjc\.iib cicocumb 
/Trr)n cfffliqii) 

ffucucurr! Glftwouft C^fTLOfTCuT 1 
C^rrji £fccr>cJTg> ^ifTuDcirwj 

lhoj^ld ^(jTjCcuriiA, gjg.nCcn 1 
^ypd j^gjti9cu .^u»Gu*cjt q_ or 

oiwo 1 ct3tld rfimr^cnnGm. 


O Lord of celestials bearing a fierce 
discus in hand that cuts, pulverises 
and grinds to dust the wicked Asura- 
clans! O Lord of Vcnkatam with water- 
tanks that brim w'ith lotuses like fire! 
Grace that this love-brimming servant 
joins your lotus feet. (2) 

CDG3TTGJ37LD LD(I7j 6TT Cl^rCTT ^Crafl ClDft 
GUCjyiGSSTn! ujniij ^iruonCCTt! 

67faojlGWTlD 

^((ipCft! ^GDiflCwnn ^$u$Cuj! 
Ci^cn (fcco iDcnjfl CIu^gst (ipftgj 

<^a7G\>ft(a)ib ^(njGfiuibjftLftftnGGTi! 

(^| CT37J CT5TIG CU ! c_GST 

^ 14 GUJfb(5) £ 4^4,! C1G3T63T(tCiLI. 

O Lord of celestials, beautiful cloud* 
hued natural grace, O Ambrosi.il wonder- 
lord, entering sweetly into feeling! O 
Lord of Venkatam where rivulets wash 
gems, pearls and gold! My Lord, inquire 
of me and grant me your lotas feet. (3) 

^>4^1,! GTorcna&i £-Cuftft<nnft 

s£jftgn Gump fcncnCiHGu 
^ Cijnuj cij/TGifl incr> t ^) Oum£l(j)ft 

dOcncuujn! $(ff> ioit to^err CAGTTQjn! 
Gftajn! ftgnftGh (ipiafldL ftcissirbiftcn 

^0G6UI^JftL_ftftnG63T! 
L4, r^n ftipcuAcii ^^cfilcnarGuicsT 
Ot > jcssTfjnCui. 

O Lord of lotus-dame Lakshmi, you 
rained fire-arrows ending the days of the 
heartless Asuras who troubled the Earth! 
O Lord of Venkatam adored by gods, 
Asuras and Munis! Pray show this lowly 
self the way to your lotus feet. (4) 

l_|GOTTljn $63TfO mfllb GJip c^WCnfQ) 

errojft fffilcu cucocim! 6^' 

»jcssin cjiu rf^Garru lontfi (gijGWTiqcsi 

(Ti^Ggu CunesT (ipftcocun! £j&! 
^633Tn ^ri Gmftib ctgsia AoflrQj 

G«(r7jii) ^I(TFjGgij<%i»l ftftnGtfjT 1 

c^lCasio ,^n ^niiniiftAgjj s> csst ufTftib 

GflrrGugji «JMqGu<fi3T '? 
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O Deft archer who pierced an arrow 
through seven trees! O First-lord who 
went between the two Marudu trees! 

O Lord of Venkaiam where elephants 
resemble dark clouds! O Wielder of 
the heavy Sarnga-bow, when will 
I reach your feet? (5) 

CTfTjrFjnCGTT rbfTLD tDCKJT 

$§«T>CWTg> ,s,ncraTLj3,n)(0) 

ndrti£j 

jglciiTffjj ^gcmnGiurwihai 

,@63Tlb ^OTLDfTtij 

Qimjuj, f^n O)£TSTg>0,rTGu GDi^lunQ 
CUujiqib 

Qlduj^j £fc,nstrr gtlu<£I «t<t> ffonrcn g> car 

^iq A^ejai ^i^Cujgst CiDG^cruGft? 

O Lord of Venkatam whom celestials 
worship everyday, through thought, 
word, deed, and praise! I long to see 
the lotus-feet that spanned the Earth. 
O, When will the day be when I join 
you inseparably? (6) 

c^tq-CuJCTT Cidg€1 

gJanmCninn- £h$u$Guj! 
Cl 0 , n iq. uj n u|6rr g_6iDi ujnCGn! 

G^nsvj-fb ftGoflGurTiuu Qu^iDfTCsrr! 
r5^iT eSIftncaTactT $rr iD(nybCg,! 

^(r^Ccurbifl,! crib Ql ^n^nnCcin! 

OufUi^gjjib 2—GTT 
SifTCTtf Grbncoftgji <^|^)G(dGg3i. 

O Lord of celestials, my ambrosia, 
staying for the love of me! O Lord of 
Garuda-banner, lord with beautiful 
berry lips! O Lord of Venkatam, cure 
for the weeds of Karma! No more can 
I rest without seeing your lotus feet. (7) 

Gj,n©«rr^ ^iTjGrr^ a_ i jfT0>ib 
AftGBWi rTjiGJSi a> 

f^jCu lb LO rTCTJJ li 

•fit on/D (hncjroj^g)]^ 

*<3 Co <ttuj ^j>G^finG53Tnn ucuii 

«filfr»^ibi_ni) ^l(n ; G<ruiri) a i 

iljn. iiuj tAujaiQ ^iqGuiGtnun&j 

Gvift^j>nuj Gi jrrCcu CiJfTijnGui. 


Alas, undeservingly I crave and grieve 
for your lotus feet! The blue-throated 
Siva, the four-faced Brahma, the subtle- 
minded Indra and many fish-eyed 
damsels surround you desirously 
forever. O Lord of Venkatam, pray come 
as you did then, and bewitch me! (8) 

Gugjfrndj GuuCcvj Gunijnv^fTuj! 

mjmjnsjrruj Gurrc\j aj^GurrGe^! 

O i£JJT)55 (TLDCT>Q5, G) O fid (5, GlifTUJ, 

jb^Gu Ggjndr ^(ipGa,! GiOTigjl g »9Gn! 
il^fUW TO W uArr ... .-i. .•., 

u<5>G\j C1<5uj ^(fTjCGurii^u^barrG^! 
^>|JTjG^rr! ^Lq.GujttFT un^jLD 

^CiCo^cuGcucjn ^cnn5u_|GiQ. 

You never come when you seem to, and 
come when you only seem to. My soul’s 
ambrosia! My Lord with lotus eyes, coral 
lips .and four arms! O Lord of Venkatam, 
where brilliant gems turn night into day! 
Alas, I cannot bear the separation from 
your feet even for a moment! (9) 

t^SiCU GuCcudfl ^ GTi fl) Q_| j) tfTOTTfpi 

c^&jrtCtnG\j infbJGTi^ «> cjr.rn intmifr! 
L^ifiipnuj! 2_©j&,tb (npdniT}] 

2_cr>i_iuniij! ctcsicjigit ^^KainCcn! 

iglan ^icvj ^iLDfjn <5,QTrrru*Gb 

Gfi)(r^d5i_j 

l_|AGU <£<iqCuj63T Sk~ *5* 

<& m 6*&jp I 

O Lord, you bear the inseparable lotus- 
dame on your chest! O My Master o 1 
matchless fame, bearing the three 
wmrlds, O Lord ol Venkatam desireu 
by celestials and great sages! Falling 
at your feet, this refugeless sell h‘ lS 
found his refuge. 0*’ 

ClimpiillGTT (?TG3Tfr)) CG7T(T)j 
i nqA Ca»ip ^'cbcunij Qu^inn^&jru 
UlpOTTA ho 

(^iqLJLjnOT OarTcSTtTJi j, 

Lj &0 3 


jrtlui ■s>ifT45riiPi T 


^ rn- 
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This decad of the complete thousand 
songs by Kurugur Satakopan on 
Venkatam lord — who gives refuge to 
devotees at his feet, — will secure the 
joy of Vaikunta forever. (11) 

7.1 / Svapadesam : Giving up the 
senses 

Unnilaviya \ Sankarabbaranam \ 
Misra Chapu 

*_€TT rglcufTcfiluj goalIJIT6U (g)C9nl>£ 

6T67Ttiri63T D 65T UfTfijUftJAUJlX) 

Hi 6'ooi611 g^aCoj fbcSIaincrr 

Cl6ifl5T 6575 1 rfll6STJP fTlLI J 
6T653T ^C\Jnil) Qu(fTj LOflLLJG ottI 

^gtmdGuj a cm 2 _guai h Qpfisrnjj s_ct>l_ 

^srareajrCcvj! ^(ipGa,! ^ljuCgtt! ctcst^dcst 
^ encunGcaT! 

O Lord of countless good, lord of the 
three worlds, worshipped by the celestials! 
You heap miseries on me, through the 
five senses borne on this body. You are 
still intent on torturing me, separating 
me from your lotus feet. O My sweet 
ambrosia, My father, My Master! (1) 

cTCTTGncar . ffuGJT Gait $>it gDjbgjj 

Ouiijgjj ^(jnuuAGu 1 - M 
£!_GffT6y)63T Jbn45T <£^^DQlArT6U6)f>A QtfOJgtf 

C LJ fT<ff A S3ITI_ft UJ $ 

ACTTGTtCgu! ^(^pCg,! AfTIT (ip<£^l60 

cuGTStgottCgst! (iTjfTGV)ub <*rrA/0«»ir 

l^lcjpg^l GfT>l£l liSl SJJTfTUJ ! 6lS1ey5<^T<^UJ^QJ6TDL_ 
G6U^1aiC«i! 

You have made five tyrant kings 
Hale me, shooting pain night and day. O 
Sap of the sugarcane, my dark- 
hued lord, protector of the Earth and 
ocean! O Bearer of the lightning- 


discus, O this sinner’s Vedic Lord! 
See, you have made sure that I do not 
reach your lotus feet! (2) 

Coj$Ujn'ff>lfT)(A)l£> gQCUflfTGO (jfilcnGJlGujOTCIT 

ClDfTAjjcfil^gxI 2-677 $06Uiq.ff 
17611637A § 2>0£>&J 

^rbC^n! 

gxfl ^^1 li) 2-63570 

E-iSliprbgjj 1 1 1 i ■ 1 h 1 

C<?n^£l r§cm ^Lpi^ujrriLj! Gl^rTGraTuCcircST 

ID £jl 0 fh 637 G <637! 

You have made these five senses stay 
and obstruct my path with mines. You 
are the first-cause, you made this 
Universe, then spanned and lifted it. 
O Lord with a tall radiant crown, 
this servant’s own Madhusudana! 
Alas, what have you achieved by not 
letting me join your feet? (3) 

(AjglJ CJjfTCTI ^(/)lujri6LlfinA Alplforf? 6J>IT 
griGUCnnA AITlllq. 2-657 ^iq.LJ 
Gurrgj (jjfTGjr ^espAnojcnA Cl^djgiJ 

CufT^lA6<frTt_fnu; 
ujrrgxiii uj(76U0ii> <$&$ f067T ^alduitgO 

JgJjlSkfe ^}ot>cu 

uSg,] C^rr cflcm^GiucsT ctf cn ctt<£ rr 

You planted these five senses like snares 
around me leaving no room for escape. 
You placed all things and beings without 
exception in your person, then slept 
as a child floating on a fig leaf. O 
The medicine for my Karinas! See, 
you have made me incapable ot 
joining your lotus-feet. (4) 

iD0<b£i Cihfrai <&&& 

OtfA^lcu goeuenn 

G/brr jD_cni. A,3>n && 

Q 17,^1 upuurT637 e^A^cinmnuj: 
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^it 'Li ^i_cu^k^l cj«b$ 

^<9ron cuein ^cuib 

CcijfT LD C5) f ^ J (S) «=^ fr lJ5>£b nilJ - cflcTgTGgTiignrcn I 
Qu(njLDrTC63T? <g\ 

These five senses swirl me in a giant- 
wheel causing me incurable sicknesses* 

O Lord of celestials, you routed the 
wicked Asura clan; O Lord of radiant 
discus! Now who will be my 
medicine? Alas, you are like the 
executioner who blocks the front, 
back and the sides. (5) 

efilcCTTCTTjicnfrn Ou(C> LDfrft}^ 

OtfujGiiircDijiL|iX) Glafpiii goibt^cuGST 
LOcmcOTiisTT ffTtfjrcncuTu Clu<D0ficv) cTcjr Qaujuj n 
LD«b^J jgiqii) c€^LL_nco? 

U CWl ^T) i ctt n ill! g,GST<^icnnuj ! u£>$i$«rT 

12_CTtCTTfTUj! UOlfiaCcJT! WUjbgjf C1CJT 

aionn^Qicnnuj! Qf^^Acnniu! OarTCu^jcnmu! 

ClflflcucunGtu. 

These five senses afflict even the celestials 
who serve and worship you. What can 
they not do to an earthling, more so when 
you too have left me? O Great Lord, 
you are hidden in music, in poetry and 
in devotion. I see you in my eyes, now in 
my heart, now in my speech; pray speak 
a word to me! (6) 

£p><3Pfpl ClancbcSt, 

££)ii go GU it OJ63T AujCIiGTiij 
CTcjif^j ujncyr ClQjGV)^Drr)Ljffn ^r^GD(ffj<rn 

^iGu^ncuCujCvj? 

.gentry gu rrr^j 5 , ^cncruAi gu 

(<^ojT0ib ar)6U(5i5) QftmqCujCji 1 • > 

These fickle senses cannot stick to 
one path or goal. My sweet ambrosial 
lord, you churned the ocean with 
gods and the Asuras, with a snake 
rolled around a mountain planted 
in the deep. Alas, how will 1 ever 
control my senses if your grace is 
not forthcoming? (7) 


g)«T C^fTOTTjfjl grjC^jfT 

LU fTd J G(T) (J LL| lb IflUjAfl, j£ cnojjb G> 

(ipcfTomi) inmuib <ncusvjmh Ccurr ^^5?^ 

CTGSTCnCJT 

^CSTcn(LpLL cipirfi>£lu_|LD ftrbQtoty 

(HOT GT63T 0, OTtf633Tn ! ^GffHflCuJ <T* 

&LD (£)C\J(Lp2>G<^- 

The five senses you gave can deceive 
anyone as sweet ambrosia. My M^ sier ’ 
My Krishna! Lord of celestials! Grant 
that I may be rid of timeless Maya, root 
and all, that I may contemplate, sing ^ 
worship your symbols and forms. (S) 




ITLL) 


(£)Cuib (Lp<5>cv> cShQld £gS 1 g*>ott 0 , O^rr^ 
^i^uSlGaflcO cSVps^ib 

CUCOlb (LP5>CU GUfjCtD 

£>ff>£>(r»>CTT*4fJU- 

* ’cvja) crrdj 

Cl <9 Cu Cu Gtfl CTGffTLjC 

uco (tp^evj u«ni_g)5,mL! ct«t *Gin<ss^ n ' 

Ca\ 

uOtf)* 1 ° 

These five senses can fell even l ^ e 
gods into the sin-pit. My Krishna, nl > 
radiant effulgence, you made this E** 1 1 
and all the worlds, the standing* 
moving, and the things. Grant th 1 
destruction of the five, their stren^ 1 
and all, pray heed me. 1 

C1C3T U()0Ai Co* ffTGTJTfQj 2> 

£F,fTlDCng/Jil- 

<9t*M fl|TTi 

ntH** 1 

GiiGTT l J v Ay onciin 

Gu€S)4ftj ct jnrpi^ClCTirneariT 
.yiiiii i inaii.ii ft uni p>g,i ^ ( ipg,ib • 


A 


.(lO 

O Lord you churned the ocean 
gave ambrosia to the gods, 1 *’ l> 1 
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sing your glory and mek with love over 
your lotus-feet. Instead you made me 
car ry this log and heave a burden. These 
five drag me into stormy directions, 
and beat me painfully, Oh! (10) 

GlftrrcffSTL Qpfrg>$ & it QpcurjnujA 0OTnr^ACTT 
UGTH_£)g»J QA0A0U) 

Qa.fTUL^ijpu Mcncv ucrrcrfl 

^UUG£)aCa 

(Jj^nc^nL-rr Q«ff> itcottl.it Q^rTcwTLrr Q<s>nG37TU63T 
5u G5»mjC3T Cl^CTCO ^uSllJ^gjGTT ®u U^Jli 
^O 3 T 0 um_ cucucuirn cSIotgjt Gurtii, 

Afiy0cyjii) uaCcu. 

This decad of the thousand songs, by 
the devotee’s devotee’s devotee 
Satakopan of Kurugur on the lord of 
three qualities, — of making, keeping 
and breaking, —will end Karmas for 
those who sing it night and day. (11) 

7.2 / The Mother / The Ninth 
Union / On Tiruvarangam 

Kangulum \ Kamboji \ Adi 

<9,r»jj(<9)£yjLD uAgyiih £juSlcu ^r^ujrcrr; 

aotjtotjt fan ot a AcnrTGY) £^<ar>ff)A0iD; 

<9 A AlJPij AGTIJ CftfJTfQj WA A*n_ L_) L| LD J 

ld cn ija 3>Q5ifl cTanGfr) 

^rhi<^iG^^^*Cfl^ans„iOTGir^jT66lil0? cicjnc^nb: 

!$}(*>, »P«utb ota gjjipn 
Q^AjAujcO uniu f£n£, 

£^€ttcn ^lrrjgjgil CTC5T ClauJ^OTrnnCuj'? 

Q Lord of Tiruvarangam reclining 
on fish-dancing waters, what have 
you done to my girl? She knows no sleep 
through night and day, she doles out tears 
bv the handbill. She folds her hands and 
says “discus”, then “lotus-lord”, and 
swoons. “How can I live without you?”, 
she weeps then feels the Earth. (1) 


CTOT Oauj^sSrajiTiij, CT63T ibiUDcnqft AchTGram? 

cresTgpiii); AGmcnfiT lawa ,5g}00*0ib; 
ctgst CWluCa«it, cjjfJI fahfr ^ffjCuqrbJA^niu? 

CTGST^jii); QcusiiGnuSIfr^gji s2_uS1iT5^j SL^ny<f)ii>; 

(ipC3T Cla IU5> sSl OT OTtClU (ip A Cj U L_ JT IL1 

GTCSTC^Jlh ; 

(Ip^lcu 6U6?UTGTJTrr| 

grgn g)u i) 

^ip63T Cl<£Jlija, ^61) a—C\J ALD S2_OT3T0 

a-iSlipjbgji ^sn^niij! 
ffTGjnCl^rrGcvjfT (ipiq^lcsT^gj ^guCCa? 

“What are you doing to me, my lotus- 
lord?”, she asks with tears in her eyes, 
then, “What shall I do, O Ranga?”, she 
weeps with hot and heavy sighs. “Oh, 
My Karmas!”, she laments, “Come, 
O Dark Lord, is this proper?” You 
made the Earth, swallowed it, and 
brought it out, then measured it. 
How is it going to end for her? (2) 

clJL -(5) gjcniomib; LDOTfleufiOTTGttnrT! 

eicaTjSj^] i h ; 

currcnCiD CrF,rTtf>{ 2 )U); otlouu nA 0 ih; 
2—1—0 2_cr>i_ ^Arjii 2 uSin ctgvjgo mi> s> otti 
€^0GuCcJt! G7C3T€^|ib- 2-6T1 2-00U3; 
al_<£)oS1 S-OTotcsta An«ymDfig)i ^(f^cnniu; 

a n0gigin! agtototjtCot! CTOTfc«p]io 
^6J31 Cl^fTtq. LD$GTT (A,ip AA^UJ! 

^GUCTT^lljg,^ cictt Qsuj$i1l nCui? 

Shamelessly she calls, “Gem Lord”, 
then sighs and stares into the sky; “O 
My lord who destroyed the Asuras!”, 
then starts to weep; “O My Krishna, 
Kakutstha, come let me see you 
here!”, —O Ranga, surrounded by walls, 
what have you done to her? (3) 

<@l!l <9>rrc\j, ^UL. OTAtmjnfTUj @0d>0U>; 

ffT t L 9Jb§ , i C-Cvirnu LDuirbj0ii: ota jib; 

Ail i Cud Aiifljtti ctotit^i ^ipn. , idlA0u'; 

AL ffU &1JOTTOTtll n! AU^OTlU AnOTH CTOTCa^JlD ; 

Qiniii GojuSl GucurhJOTAUjn’ ctotc3)iud: 
curb^L 'Tuj gtotq^j cTcarCnr) iDuj r^j 0ib 

4'c i 1^#* fa 
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She remains as she is left, she rises, 
falls and folds her hands; “Woe, this 
love!”, she says, then swoons; “Ocean 
Lord, invisible!”, then “Orbed discus 
lord!”, she says, “Please come!”, on and 
on, then faints. O Perfect Ranga, lord 
reclining on bright waters, what do 
you intend for her? (4) 

Ctfjqjjti); gsia An-unib; 
^l(^QiO(^iA<5)gjjGTTcnauj! Gissigpib; 

cyrt^A^ih; idct>i£A astji i£rr idgua 

i_ nuj CT<S5rCfD ld iu flu (A) ld 

^.Gbj^VjCt IfTgjj ^Gl^C53TG5T 2_1_GU ^L.rbgjnGciT! 

. *r ' ai_cvj Acm_fr>$& <$i,n 

A«b$£>£lJ £_G3T <9 IJ6u31 li) AfrfTGuG#, GUG&dtQ 

6T>A UJGDOJ GDlDUJGU QffUJg>nGc3T! 

She falls into thought, faints and 
recovers; with folded hands utters, “In 
Arangam”, bows that-a-ways with tears 
like rain; says, “Come, I prithee!”, such 
and swoons. O Lord who tore Hi ranya 1 s 
chest, rare ambrosia who churned the 
ocean, you have infatuated a strong 
maiden; now unite her to your feet.(5) 

ctmdujcj G<9luj£j cnencnon iD^nib ACunrbabnGctfT! 

GiffsiGajjib; inn iDnujCcffi! (n<srr^T)]ih 
Clflujuj Qjnu i iDOj^TlCui! 

GicTic^yib; 

Gguluuj ^IJfTCTT, AAAQU& ffiblco 

eifbg>nb c^UjyiCciToinri < »!>/►,cu Git-.oiarwin; 
enu Clfliften unibi_| ^CtnsTTTujniij! ^'gwctt 
A,\n.<0,Pj\ ^ (r*)<rrtrruj u nr 6fil C uj cin 

JfTCU^,|Gcil. 

O Lord on serpent-bed, grace this girl. 
She says: “O Lord who stole and took 
my heart!”, “O Red-lipped gem-hued 
lord!”, “O Lord lying in Arangam, girdled 
by cool waters!” w O Celestial lord with 
dagger, discus, bow, mace and conch!” 
Alas, my Karmas are to blame. (6) 


urroj g>]63iijr*uAGn ^GjiufhJAGn u&nLgj/bnu- 1, 
Ufbr/?C\JfTff U0)fr) l£lc5TfT)nG63T! 

Arcco AAAlJ^fTtlj! Alcu QAadsn- 

Oii-CvjGijCj^caoin! <9j(?y3T473TGOTi! C1CTTg)ub; 
Gagyj QAnGhg>cj»n_|«siG\j tA^ 


cTfijngjjLDj a err ^irojgjGew! ctottc^jilo; 

G<9,ncu LOFT LfiGDLpAAGJdl U Gift LDGUA ( ITjA^A)'* 5 

cigsi^igtila CAnuDcnA G Afi^rjjGgi. 

My tender princess sits with her larg e 
eyes raining tears. She says: “Lord who 
made both pain and pleasure, loved even 
by the loveless! 1 , “Lord bearing the 
wheel of Time, ocean-reclining lord! i 
“O My Krishna, sacred pilgrimage spo 1 
in Srirangam’s cool-fish waters!” (7) 


GJjndTQjrrAil^ cr<rii<g)it_h ; 

Gah AIT3,f»j6U65T; GTsjT gni li) ♦ 

Q^fi^gih; ,r><,cfi ^sstgu 

Gguqjgh u51 rrA(A)iii: 

^M{C?)04St 6lJGJ3T67ulGciT! CIOTIC^I U3 J 
CiT360 ^gjilduiSIcucti 

CTfbJ rrnCeTT Gr^n A(A)Ga(S5T? gtctt^j ld 
Q,i_ ih ljottcu 

G1631 GaUjCa 63T 6T63T ^(Fl^lD A llG A? 

O Ranga, what can I do for my precious 
daughter? She says: “O Lord of gods« 
you lifted a mount to protect the cows!’ ■ 
She weeps and folds her hands, an<^ 
sighs hotly as would dry her soul. Sh<? 
says: “O Lord, how can I see you?”, then 
looks up and stares. (8) 


6T631 ^(FVjlDACn CflH ID fTIlGuC GZH ! <P63TC^| lfl \ 

cT6jrrcn]«r)i ^HjdilGui! cksjtg^ild; 

GiuWrjrofTGU | it,^] OAfT633ii 
fQcum agtt GacttguGgti! tncsiGapnb; 

^GTTITJJ CULpii) g^cfll $ Cl AnG371l 

LU l_n A cn ^ 631L J G 63T! GT63T ID 

Gg>cn ^{n^Gun^JAib CAHuSl6uGAn633TL nCflr! 

G £, 6lfl ,41 C Gu GfT (^l/J iq CTL| ^OjGTT 

A ■ 
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O Ranga in the temple of the South! 
She says: “My soul!”, “O Spouse of 
Dame Earth, whom you lifted on your 
tusk!”, a My Lord of lotus-dame 
Lakshmi, who rests on your chest!”, 
“Beloved Lord of cowherd-dame, you 
won her by subduing seven bulls!”. 
Alas, I cannot decipher her end. (9) 

A g)63Ti5j(2) 6£65TJpj 

GTCTrgT)i ih \ 

(\pcvj«\j( 0 ) ^oflCui! st«t gyub; 
ftiq ftioup Oftne3TCfvi>0 5 £duiliGctt! grgyiG jy ih; 

U,fT63T(ipA<3i Al_GV|CGn! £TG3Tgjpiib; 
Q 114 C 14 2 _«ni_ currGerrnrir ^GncuGuCdr! 

CTcifigrji ib \ 

ojctot fjJhJftG^ai! 

c^Hlq UifTftncn Currcu ^ojgtt 

€J) L _ fTj ft ffSTCTT ijJjl 6\J ClJ fejiiT 6331 (T<5T 

c^iq Cuu. 

She says: “O Lord of the worlds, 

I know not an end for myself!”, 
u O Matted-hair Konrai-Siva!”, 
“O Four-faced Brahma!” “O King of 
the great celestials!”, “O Lord o( 
fragrant Srirangam!”. Becoming a 
refugeless, my daughter has attained the 
feet of the cloud-hued lord. (10) 

(ip<£l«U GU6TT5T OST&n ^ CJUU 

^C n > cil 

a_Ulfb5j61J65T^^ m U 1 |<3Ti.0dLJfT(fl)ff)GU 
glJ-fQcu GuGHTGSVTSj gtfl GanuuMfT 

OJCWnClufTl^lGU /K.tj) 
Giicrar 0 i_Cft nuOTr 

(ip.ijjlcu c^lqGmOJ Gl<J7rrCMG3T OfliTGU 

inncoicu 

<@*-1 GiJcbcumi 

(ip^fclcu cijcwtcott QjnGjiftgjj 

jC£>(fl)Gl_|IT Gu rflc3TU ClGUfeTTGTTftCft. 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
Satakopan of Kurugur, through grace 
attained at the lord’s feet in groves of 
Porunal waters, addresses the good 
lord of hue like the raincloud. Those 
who master it will secure a life of 
joy, hallowed bv good celestials. (11) 


7.3 / The Girl / On Tiruppereyil 
Vellai | Senchurittti | Adi 

QGUCTTCT>cn0 ftrf! tfi^QftrrQ ,^i£) 6jfF,£,l, 
ftrUfl6<nfJft AGOTT&JIGST <TT63T ClrTj^^CTjnCl- 
qGfTcncni. ftufT<?£)63Tin ftrrtfrafrr; 

GTGST ClafTCUoSltf Cl«3 fTGU^JlGftCTT. 

^ err etn ott n <9, n tn ? 
CIcTJsncna ftftib e&rbflSl^rbg, 

Cgu< 2> efilipn- 6j«?Sliqib 

(ftjiprr c^lcDsnuj nil(^l G£>e\SliL|Lb ^frjrrft 
<'£l(fl)uCuCliju51cu CanciiQT rT>nC63T. 

O Ladies, how shall I explain this? Alas, 
you do not see the way my heart sees. 
My lotus lord with discus and conch is 
riding away on his Ganida, he is there in 
Tiruppereyil of joy, where Vedic chants 
and festival sounds, and sounds of 
children playing merrily never subside, 
so thither shall I go. (1) 

JbfT63Tft ft0fbJ 0ipCU Cgjrn£]LSlTftlT6TT; 

^dncnffjTajnftfTtffr; ^ujcvi C<9rfl u?rrftrrcn! 
f^ncsT jj}£ ftcjfl ftiTftft innilGL-OTi; 

6T63T C7l5lb ^fjmjUftCU Cunuj 

GftaTCllI>nuJ£ift L^lbClufTl^GU ftC3'3TUCDC331 (ftjlj) 

Often ^l(r7juGuQguSlcu e£n)rf)l(5'b55 

njrrcaTLj tSl<jircaT f msraflcucraicinnc^ ftOTTcrarcji 

Cl5nilftCjfl fillfTllSl631 ^02i5jgjGciJ. 

O Sakhis of fragrant tresses, O Ladies, 
O People of the neighbourhood! I cannot 
stop this galloping heart, it is not in my 
bridle, alas! Night and day it runs after 
the coral -lipped lord of celestials, 
Krishna who sits amid honey-dripping 
groves in Tiruppereyil surrounded 
by cool fertile fields. (2) 

OarfiiAGsfl GunuSlsin j£lnr)ftftftrTqib 

0«9(6T, ftl.fT jgen ^ipiq ftfTipff,^)5>HlLJlD 
ftrhjOftnQ aftftijLb ftcwT0 2_ft)3gjib 
ftmocnrift ^jri)p<5> $mbg>Kb, 

: " ' ■ fbrr^ib cfiltj 

Clg,c,-3T (^k^uCuGriuSloj 
5>nijft6n ct«st C&mj?! 

Jbn^pio i©cmr)ujtb >*£|G«»j. 
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O Friends, my heart has lost its shame 
and reserve to the lord who sits in 
Tiruppereyil, where festivals continue 
for days and months. How can I forget 
his tall radiant crown, conch and 
discus, and the lotus eyes and coral-lips 
that I have enjoyed so long? (3) 

um«sni>££la)&gju Cun^r 

UJ rrcn rr<3>0 <3, rTGT3T0 

ctot 2 _ 0 rr C rr ? 
5>L_GU €£>6lSl Currcu CT(i)(0jLD 

CTlLpfijff, ]>>€0 C(?U5,(3)gj f§)c3Tn}j 

^l^uCuOrjuSlGVJ gffjbi6^ ^> Ji 

(tpiprb](<3) 5fbJ<3x5> CTJ0>UJCJT LOmu^g^ (5HUp?>G2>OTT 
.^dTc^esTujiT^rTGTi* ciciTcnop ctot (ipsaflfbCa,? 

O Ladies, why blame me? Lost in the 
boom of his wonderful conch, I bade 
my heart, “Go retrieve my lost lustre 
from the lord in Tiruppereyil, where he 
sits amid Vedic chants that rise like 
the ocean eternally”. Alas! My heart 
too remained there; now whose help 
have I for doing what? (4) 

Ofh\ U) iDrriuu Cuuj 

£2_&T5T0 lD0g,| ^CJ)lGu(7UJ 
sfjIcncitA^A <s>Gsnrr}| 
<3j(SiaTCooTL9gfT^)!Ss^ CTCST Q i i €537 Cm LQ 

Cp IT j) C fT) €3T 

(tpcrflg)^ ^JCjSl C763lCl<3UJ$IT, ^«SffT6T)CHlKfrftfTCTI? 
(l.p63TCJjfl ^ClJCTI GJjn^gjJ ^^^055^, 

Quniplcu ^0 ljCi jClf]u9jnCft 
^fT<sxpii>Oi >rr> 063TO)«rrA ^fTtlGliflCcar. 

I lost my femininity to my Krishna who 
smote a devil-cart, drank the ogress’ 
breasts, went between dense Marudu 
trees, and threw a calf against the 
wnod-apple tree. Ladies, come forward, 
quick! No use blaming me now; 
show me the way to Tiruppereyil of 
fruit-laden groves. (3) 


eh rrcvj id CIljiti cicstodgsta /mu' 0iF csrehcfl 
ehn&,Q u ALoSlcjr Jau 

^GU (Ip^GO QJGTJTGTOT^^j OLD Qu0lDfT® (7 

f9«b0ii (ipcnCcai Gujbgji J <n<£3T 
^cugjt Guir^gj] 

r^normc^^ujrr-€n0tb Ccu cttgLI <^>Gun, 
CsjfTcus acurfl dj<5.d> 

£ct0 UGjtgu £10uCuC1ijuSI^Ca. 

Save time and take me there, my l° ve 
swells like the ocean! My cloud-hued 
lord appears before me, but is not 
within my grasp. He sits on Earth m 
Tirruppereyil amid large water tanks, 
whisked by fertile ears of paddy with 
endless Vedic chants. (b) 


Cun ctuSIcvj < 3 , 1 .eu Qftcjrr 

0<nr)rr> iSWgit Qjf^gij e£(r)rfj\(fi)rb& 
CuOguSIroCA i_|A0 CTcifr Or*>0£Li> 

Cl <rtQ,fr Goq <TtfbJ0Lb ArTcsaTiDfTilCi-^i 

^enrj gcafl ujub, 

GTOTT Qlb(CT)5li> <9ffOGlJ RJ6UGorT0li) 

^L,<^nrj <3,0,3,fTC33T0 CTG3T nnA)a*S) IcSlJpgP^ 

GT63T Ofb(j^<!Jlb AOTJTLgjCciJ ACiTJtGi .G^- 

Longingly, O Sakhis!, my heart enters 
Tiruppereyil where the lord resides. He 
destroyed the walled city of Lank* 1 
girdled by the ocean. Alas! I do not see 
my heart return, now whose comp* 111 ) 
have I? None to call him back either 
whose help for doing what, aH 5 * 
I see only what my heart sees. (^) 


& 


ACWTi gjiCcvi O<3,rrcam0 <ncvj6viT0<X> <*>' iq 
AfTITA fh L GO 6llGff3TGy3TCc3Trt0 
OAnOT3T0 ^Qo ri ^jinorfyrrjgty; 

0<9,nGTOTi GTG3T ftn^co 2_ca^3,<^>l<w. • 


idcott (CTjncvi(Lp lq C7jp<3,i gyi lD 

^gti cfil eh ix >ld <3,l^Iuili 0 1 j rflg ,hgu : 
Qajsrai ^lcr>rj ^iprhgjj ^gu gS* cSgitj^ip)^ 
Qftcaft ^l0uCi iOouSIgu C^ncuGJi 

O Sakhis! For the very reason th* 1 
you all gather and join hands with 111 
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lord in heaping blame over me, my love 
grows. If I were to tell you how, it 
would exceed the Earth and sky. I must 
go then to my lord and join him in 
Tirruppereyil, lapped by waters. (8) 

C^ircucarr Q^isrrgu «7OT6 ^oti_ 0> CgjiuljliijiTAfTGTt! 
<^«n»*ic3Tujfr0»fTcrT! c-rGiTGnGJT5> j JD 

C6dot31l.it; 

J^nAGTT 

Clib0*ib ifjcnirjcviiri ^^0 

^cuotcu; 

fTlTCijOTJTOTJT63T AnTT0,£,L.CU ^fTCVIlh 2_CWTL. 

<^«37TOTmSlnfTOT 6DjbglJ d?{D'i^02>S» 

<S7it cuffTT ipesrr atpeaflu UipOTTgj 

O&Cfl* ^l^TjuCuClfTll5llW LDfTff3<5)Cl7. 

My Sakhis! I must go. O Ladies, pray 
do not stop me, of what use is this? 

I have no contentment of heart anymore. 
My lord of dark ocean-hue, lord who 
swallowed the Earth and Ocean resides 
in Tiruppereyil surrounded by fertile 
fields. (9) 

fb*9(ipii5,<bir(piii, i9jD6t|LD Cg,nCmj65T; 

(biTCsaT 67(„nA0,@cuc<ncu 67car itl^IiS ita itch! 

d)n*q Locrjfl 

Clg,6aT ^(fTjuCuOauSIcu 6firr)f^l(fT)gjg, 

LD<9,fJ rtjIT^OT UJOUIOT. 

feltJJ32>J6»i6Sr>fT iDni»A gJIfPOD 

£)<•>, f7 **j^I p^CVJGDCiftrTOTTTcST Gjfclfil tur»G3T 6TC3T 

Cl IT, (C ^O 1 b C7<sn6ij7 LU itCoti9 

O Sakhis! I will search town and 
country, I have no shame. The lord 
in Tiruppereyil is surrounded by 
mountain-like jewel mansions. He is 
Makara-Nedun-Ku 1 ai-Kadan, lord 
wearing Makara ear rings. He is the 
discus lord who killed the hundred 
Kauravas; how long ago he stole 
my heart! (10) 


2 £ 2 i£lC 5 >rTrr)j asvifil, 2 _ 06 t|ib Cu 0 ib 

Cl«LL)(Sn<9iiqU) C6D06U63T OT76DUJli> 0>rT«5,0ib 
I^IT GUOT7TOTJTOT7G5T &00'g>Gr>CSl. 

Vc '* - \i 0 l_G.£f>fTLJOT QaiTGJTOTT 

Ca>ijp g)cu 6 ^>it c9^6)(J5,gij6n ggcncu 

^l^uCuOfjuSlcu Clduj u§>gijd) 

-v ;' 1 ^n»JOT>AllJGnOT 6J8>0) CDC\JCUrrn ^CIIIT 

^uj.OTunfi)^lf05bg>J ^jfliuirCir. 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan, on the lord of 
Tiruppereyil who takes many forms and 
names through countless ages 
every time to protect the world, — 
those who master it will secure the 
golden feet of the discus lord. (11) 

7.4 / Svapadesam : Alatti for the 
lord’s return 

Aliela \ Kurinji \ Khanda Cbapu 

GTipif 0 lY 0 >D sfilcOc^Jli) 6 Tip $OT ><9 
6 Umfl GTlpg) CDfliCTTjU) Clip ^OTJTl ID 

GlDITOTHp 6 Up ^ipui. UITgill) 6 np ^|UUOT 
PGTT ifi) CTip 2 _CU«D»li> Cl<9)fTOTJTL6UrfCfn! 

The discus grew, the conch and 1 lie bow 
also grew, the Earth resounded, “Hail!”, 
the mace and the dagger grew. 
The world became a bubble, the lord’s 
foot touched the Asura’s head. Oh! 
How my father grew and strode the 
Earth, heralding a new age! (1) 

c^mni U)OT>CU3>0 OT^llTIbgil 6 ? 0 li> f?€iSl t&qGlj 
&ctt0)i Acunuj uxsncu '^g»aiA0u> cjoS), al g\j 
inrrp AipctTp AtirvfAAUrtn 6 pc\Sl ^utiOT 
.nrrpLJL p&th Qaitotstl (T,ndnCfr)! 

\X hat sounds arose when my father 
churned for ambrosia! The rivers 
lashed water backwards over mountains, 
the ocean swirled in waves back and 
to* th, as a snake-wrapped-mouniain 
grated the Earth! ( 7 ) 
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fbfT«Trf)leu ejp ujcRT^ju) t^&Ccu; 

61 Grrgjj tb , 

jbrrcairftcu 6Jij> Uicnco ; 

iSl OTrcpj ii> 

fbfTC5Tffi)cu ejip 5.LCU 5>rTQjT5,2)C<^; ^uuctt 

y^-iyfos ciuSlfTjfglcu CUncraru f^nCcrr! 

The seven plains stood firmly in 
place, the seven mountains stood firmly 
in place, the seven oceans stood firmly 
in place, when my father lifted the Earth 
with his tusk teeth! ( 3 ) 

(fclT^LD f0cuil> £Tip 

cup, crrfl Ang^jib crip u>ct»gu 
5 , 11 ^ 11 ) GT ( lp <9 ALfT CTLp ^UUCST 

esicrfl crip 2 _cuali> a_6ro tu_ stsnCwn! 

The day disappeared, Earth and 
Water disappeared, the sky and stars 
disappeared. Fire and Wind disappeared, 
mountains and plains disappeared, 
the radiant orbs disappeared, the day 
my father feasted on the Universe 
with relish! (a\ 


S£I$ 2 J)ics>l- iDCucun <g>cS\ uDGaTcnii 

cSHjCWT £_Gyu_<9 C^cnar rb^l'V^ib 

■>' €TOT€5jT)jGfr 

6J6T3T 22_ <CTTl L A GASLIT Q61JClfl l_|LiL. L 

< 5 H Li UCTTT 

Angra)icr>L u unn&ih go a Vianet) CumpCg,! 

Oh! The sounds of well-fed wrestlers 
being crushed! The jitters of the 
manly w.irrior kings, and the praise 
that the wakeful celestials showered, 
when my father took charge of the 
glorious Bharat a war! ( 5 ) 

Cunt^gj) QidqS)»Vj23 1 |GjT'Cl < g&, ( 9,if! CV j Guncsr 
ffTujirbg,) UJCJTCun LDCD6U 

iSlcnrijS, .^IPji/vih 6pg)&>g i nQj ^ljugst 
gjjuin CI^lli^i <£^ 8 , rjcnijA 

0 <&ncu£^] tnnC( 0 ! 


When the day waned into twilight, 
a lion-like form exploded from a rock, 
and blood spewed high like a fountain 
every which way, when my father 
came and killed the wicked Asura.(6) 


LDrrnjj j ^gcno-A^ii) srjriiAOT 

5j/T|T)j iSIgjutib iDCDcuCuncu 1 |CK", AL-CV 

c&i, 2 )J 2 _$IJU L^GJTCUfT ^uu ^ 1 

<£ 2 >jui_ ^cvjfbjcnA Qoihcr) Cfb^fj! 

Arrows grinding against countless heavy 
arrows, corpses by the hundreds heaped 
like mountains, pools °* 

blood flowing like rivers everywhere- 
— Oh, how my father destroyed Lanka 
to dust! (7) 


C<b^<f)rib5>fT(3n CWi^a, CAfuljlOArrOTJTL^' 

Gff>fr^rflji>2 ) ntf3T ct rflu.| lD ^gjtGoj n«sin; 

& 

GA,rr5{f1jh5>fT<J3T (^IpAACTJT (\pfT<!F,i£) 

&ou<& 

Cf^rr^rfl curr ctjtg< 5 t £\ GTyrC^rrcTT 

I 

^1 ■ 

The cock-bannered god ran away* 
know ye! Then the burning Fire-g 01 
ran away, then the three-eyed god to° 
ran away, when my father cut th c 
strong arms of Bana. W 


LD€OTT, (^fT, GTjfl AfTCVt C0«JJT, 

i±pe> < * ) [ 

AbGRfT)) &\ it i 9 fnc^ubj 

^icjrro^l LDcmp t_u9n Cg,ct|LD Lon^rr)! 1 *) 


^*4CTTJ)| £ip£,CVJ a CU<5iLD 

Beginning with water, earth, fire, wu 1 ^ 1 
and sky, and then the mount .tins and r1C 
radiant orbs, and thereafter the rai 11 -J 
the gods, the living, *. 


all else, — how 
the fi rst Universe! 


my father m 


;K U ’ 
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CimL rjpCTQ l|5j, ld n Ljac^ 

Ciirruj iQcrw? fail iSIcrflr^li ClafTffluJ 

<^> i 0 cnou(Tuj «£<«vC*» &Q 1 ** «^uucn 

& iDGDip *>r.fu,ryn. 0«JTff)ii> 

Herds of grazing cows and all animals 
couched under; the great tanks 
overflowed with gurgling waters. The 
entire cowherd-clan found a shelter 
when my father lifted a mount and 
stopped the bad rains! ( 10 ) 

(£>CTNj)ii> dQlfl,4b iSlrjfTOTi ^HiivujnClfjnQLb 
tfjldnff) Gsifrucd ff_«nrjCl<5iuc(j 
IbGfrrft <£i,uSl(J£>gdGTT 

Oj((bjih CiocSl* o,(Tv_inn&(*0’‘ 

This decad of the sweet thousand 
songs sung by the grateful Satakopan who 
stood with the devotees of the lord who 
lifted a mountain, — reciting it with 
love bestows success. ( 11 ) 

7.5 / Svapadesam : On the glories 
of Rama & Krishna 

Karpar \ Yadukulakamboji \ Adi 

&ri)u!Ti^ ©5 nu) i^fjrrcyi^ ^cvjcuncuj tfjjfrnjjii 

ft©L tCtjn 

l<J> i_i it (ip5>c\jfTLJ ffTfryiriLj 

^GfTf^Cuj 

LjfT«u c^Cuj ngj<£luSlcii curT^ugiD sijfTsrjib 

(ipq)rr>Gu\j> 

Jb^h urTgyj5>(dF) 2- uj gst cyt rr^rrcsr(LptsrnTfr 

QuiT)fD fb n '-^0^ GT, ^ ) 

In the blessed Ayodhya, the land created 
by Brahma, — down to the meanest grass 
and insect without exception, he gives an 
exalted place to all the sentient and the 
insentient. So would any scholar study 
about a king other than Rama? ( 1 ) 

fbm_tq.GV l51n)<bg>ff)jn' {bfTfJCT3TTD(«9) t^dr 

^QjCfjn 

JbfTill^CU iSlrQfbgij LJI I7*63T lJll0 

lOafljn £aur 


jbiTiloi- fb<aS1iqLr) nrj ^rru^g) 

■— 0 

Ibnilsni- 2-uuiiii Cl^ujgjj fr,L 

G<3ii10ClD? 

For the sake of humanity, Narayana took 
birth and walked on Earth, suffering 
countless miseries, then destroyed the 
plague of Rakshasas. He gave the 
kingdom to Vibhishana, and liberation 
to all. Knowing this, would mortals be 
devotees to anyone else? ( 2 ) 

C<MlufTf7*ar CAffGuc&T ^cucurnw 

i£)(T)2Uii GsiiluCarr 

Gailumi Clacfil aQ £ip<THD QjG^fiGViftGcn 

cmcuaiLO 

G<?«nfturrcv) uLpli) u«rj*GUC3T ^l<9Ti_jncu<S7T 
gjrrd* uncu ,^Gir>i_(b2D ^dncnii] currenrj 

Sisupala the arch-enemy of Krishna 
would utter lowly words of abuse, such 
as would blister the cars, yet he attained 
the lord’s feet. Knowing those who 
know this well, would anyone listen 
to any hut Kesava’s praise? ( 3 ) 

g,Gincy>u) c^r^uGurr <^>rrii> ^dr 

^ciiGrjn 

U«Trt'Hf>LJ ULli ClLJfT^fTjdl '4£>]li> ©6U LJItip 
Qib@tb arTcvjSjgjj 
rpj€3TCJ)LDU L JCJ5TCVJ LJGStfTGrafl 

UfcTPGJnifl *hg3T«$igttGgtt 
C l^ncaxG^LD CgjtTihrfluj (^tpGo&di 

^(b^&Cg,? 

In the hoary past when none of 
this existed, he made the waters, then 
the four-faced Brahma, then hid all 
these within himself. Contemplating 
these wonders, will scientists ponder on 
anything else? ( 4 ) 
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(4h,ipG\ja>cri ^ 6^9 iDiTiuecn s,ipcv. 

(^tpcuCijrr 

Ou0L£> qCJTCU ^OfT^jCTl <^| (t{3 LU 

|ST^ n g\j g, 63 i {b 

&>rtepu UL-fiuncu ^c^nuncu sj >0 CamLluvcnL- £b 
ftnen O^newri. 

C^ipoj ^0 2_0 ^uSIft}rrjj<5, C<3 ,l0id j 
2_ GSJT IT jj, gjj C LD ? 

The Lord then came as a beautiful 
boar, and in a trice lifted the Earth, — 
submerged in deep deluge waters, — 
on his tusk teeth. Knowing this, would 
seekers seek any thing other than his 
feet? (5) 

C<fMl 0 d) a_GwnfbgjGurr Gs><9Gurt>0 S*, 6 * 
^€ 3 Tf& ^GllCljrT 

GUfTllt_ LD ^GufT QJCJ3T GTi&, iDnGllcft G)JfT^>t<9>tf> 
CU» 1 ^UL|CWt 0 

rr-ili_ liCi^jfTcn C 5 )GufT 0 ,£n Oj<sn<jjj 

^rjjj<5,rTrra>0 jg}l_rr 

GftlTliQ <£4<*4CT>A tfurTUJCJTffjT Qo\jl)&> 

0€^-&>gi}8>(hGn *677T0Gir>? 

Afflicted by the generous king Bali, 
the gods in hordes petitioned to the 
lord, who then came as an alms- 
^ e gging manikin. Knowing these 
wondrous deeds, how will anyone 
not be a devotee of Kesava? (6) 

AGOTr0lbj Cl£,Glfl i.^pb A0(I)nn A6tfin€^3TlT)0 
^<jtT ^cuGon 

QJOT370 2 _ Gd3! IDGUH^, Go,fTf^J 0 >Cu 

innnAAOTnCi tutf 3 )]A 0 cun^ifc nbnen 
b acni (jpvq n&GF 2 lj GinOAnc33T0i 
f2_an«9 G'oQjGv , 
J/J,fTwO4l0 r5Hf^J0 Q*rTC5It0) 

2 l 1 on Q/fGJTiTj^j s Gsarii/bgjjGi/)? 

The fragrant garland-decked 
Markandeya praved for life. The mat¬ 
haired Siva took him in and showed 
himself as example. The lord then 
took him unto himself. Contemplating 
this, will anyone seek a god other 
than Krishna? (7) 


OtfGUCU S-GTOTfTji^Cun CitfCUGUGjt 

&)&uGgrr 

GTGucncy ^cvjng, Clu0ii> (b^&>Q n0j uGO 

(oliOUJ LfilGiDff) 

^GUGUCU ^HLD(J63J^(JO Cl <5 OJ U_| lQ ^ IJ GEsfl LLJ GST 

tDGUCUGU c^ril 22_0 , QflUJtfj LDnojlb 

«^i|^25gx)Gio? 

The Asura king Hiranya with the 
power of his penance afflicted 
the gods. The lord then came as a 
man-lion and showed his wonder. 
Knowing this, will knowers learn any 
other than the lord’s names? (8) 

LDnujLD ^r^tuGurr iDnujG>j(T)0 ^gyt 

^GuCrjrr 

g)€i«rift0 ^uj, 

r^nSliu tfjpfl ^rrrr^luJfTuj.? O-jFsjrjp) 

C<!3G3^G3TGr>UJ 

rontftb Qou&CQ 5 ) 1 -JbCu QjfTrt£,<*ng> 

The lord drove a chariot, destroying 
the hundred who cheated in dice, 
securing victory for the good five, in a 
battle that the world spoke about. 
Knowing this, will anyone seek any 
but the lord? (9) 

Guna<5,G?r>5) i^irf)1uQjrr LDfTa>Gurr)0 <~M,<’ iri 

(lunad>g> i9fl)uQ U fr(3 G<bnQujn0 

n 4 >uOi_jfT 0 l^rov-u | ($gpgv 
Guft0>g>i Ou0ib ^iGJTuib Cam ^rrj 

<?,dn £n«|fl0T*tp* 
Gs}rt/h£) iGli&fl Q/7uju|U3 

GTfGiJinGJsflfl, ff)i^nG<p * 

He removes and destroys by the root 
the great miseries of Maya-bifth* 
sickness, old age and death, then takes 
us all unto his good feet. Knowing ih lS » 
will anyone with wisdom not be a 
devotee of the lord? {10) 
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Cl<jjffrflGHfb 2 U d>tfi| ^£5*$ rQ sst oq <ru it A (<95 

^gcaruA Cl0UJli-|lB 

Cl0)CTflcD| IT) IT) ^€73T633TCT>63T5» Cl^GST 

«3L_C<3>nuC3T Clancu 

ClgjCrflcultjrn <^*, 1 Ugjgyib 
cu cj cu rr n ^ cu ft 

O*^6ij.01D un U30 

£p ci| cu &>Shffr\ cnG cn. 

This decad of the lucid thousand songs 
by Kurugur Satakopan on Krishna, — 
who gives joy to those who stand and 
worship him, — will bequeath clear 
thought to those who master it. (11) 

7.6 / Svapadesam : The Ninth 
Separation 

Pamaru \ Purvikalyani \ Misra Chaptt 

un L0((T) QpGV|CVJ(£)LD UGTH -<*>g> c^! 

UfT i£0 f\p6D|6D(£)Ub <^CIT£)2> LJIT)U UJTgjfT? C£>! 
3 ,mDcnrj,& 0,6T3T£rom! *£>’ ^caflGujcsr g>cafl 

g>rru)GJti7«?. CTKftujnf ^ 22_C5TC«r»c3T cuxitfry G^nco 
GiirrcDgjjGcii? 

O Great lotus-navel that created the 
worlds! O Great lotus-feet that strode 
the Earth! O Lord of lotus eyes, 
protector of this forlorn self! O Lord of 
lotus hands, when will I join you? (1) 

GTcjrnjjClArrcO G<9 iTCDgi] <^JbGg>fT ^fjcn 

6 ]<g>gjn.ib Q^iuiij 

fiat fatyuuit&fr** tuncSr? rQcvjib, fen, crrfl, 

AflfiU, cfl677T,2_ uSIfT 

<rrcjnrrxi pencil ^nxb <Lp 0 jC\jn, (ipfDirjjib 

(pIcTTfri CTn^nuj'c^' 

0 c5inr)i <n(^<j>g>i ^ <9«r»0 Gixiiuagji 

Alas, when am I 10 join your red 
lotus leet, fittingly worshipped by 
Siva and Brahma? O Lord who stands as 
Earth, Fire, Water, Wind and 
Sky! O Mv Dancer-lord who protected 
the cows under a mount! (2) 


CTii) iDcncu Cjfj)<$3$> thoo 

IDflffl g> G3T 6T> GST; 

^b^sr gjipfnu (ipi^iurmj! l_|GT>63t ClArrcjifinfr) 
gHih Cl30 l ?CDi_iumij! 
CUniL£g) C7GST fJ,ITeJT(LpAGGJT! Gllfbgll CTCJT r ''.,,r 
2 _uSlrr f£ ^carncu 

cjfljgtfL h ^J0LD £ng,£|uSlcsTrriij a_dfTCT)OT 
GTth]0<3) fljGDGuuCluUJCDGcyr? 

My Lord of cool Tulasi crown, my Lord 
of Konrai-blossom Siva, my four-faced 
Lord Brahma, Lord of praiseworthy 
names. Lifting a mountain, you stopped 
a hailstorm. If indeed you are my soul’s 
soul, pray where am I to meet you? (3) 

CTRi]0£j gjCDCOuOuUJGlJCSt fFjfTGST CTl^ldJ 

QPCL|CU0L£) f^Gaj ; 

22_uja (ipd,AcranSlfjfrcjfT iSIrjLu 

Clu0infTC3T ^cugst £; 

Clciiib s>$rr cua^flijA cna 

(ipgjCDngjQ^iuCDib i£; 

Cl Arrr^j 0 ^cun gjcssr <^ib gjiipruu npiQ. 

CTCfTgjj GAfT6DlAjGG3T? 

O My Gopala, wearing a honey¬ 
dripping cool Tulasi wreath! You 
are the three fair worlds. The three¬ 
eyed Siva is you, the lord Brahma 
too is you. The thunderbolt-Indra 
and all the other gods are you. Where 
am I to meet you? (4) 

CTCST^QlCTH <S> G&ITG)ICdCg3i! CTGSI GufTGuGVjrTA 
(h 0 05 n Gftfl eh Sh G ID! 

2L_C5TguCD) £?_fb^l IDCDfT 2_CUAlb 

(\p63T{T)ilf) Urjlj)gil 

fi-GaTC^icni .3 Csn$ QciicnOT^gj <Ai0»ubi meu 
fi_GSTCPC3T<9, A08>(l^ OamcwI iqfl^ 

CTCgtffligm s> . uSlr)nn crfhi fhiGcsiQ Aftcvj 

Clia^gJ CTUJgjJc\fGn? 

My Gopala, my uncut black-gem 
lord! The three worlds arc spread 
in your lotus-navel. In the midst ot your 
effulgent radiance, how is this 
soul to see and attain you? (3) 
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«utbgi) cmjgjinng) ^iiflCujOT uicu(aj 

0«nipLju, 

Qo(CTj^t_rra G«jrr^l0 ,cti 

LDnftnfl^aih Carrcu^ GuncO 
^rrygjfjGmoj GiaihuilGi_n^l ^iq cnj*, 

LDfrrn^, Acwi.cunuj 

O« 0 <iM_na Gan^l c£)i_ S 2 _c^rr) crcarr 

$ 0 ii>nfiutfff*GpGuj! 

I know not how to see the lord with 
Lakshmi on his chest. He looks like a 
brilliant gem, spreading a flood of blue 
effulgence. His feet and hands, lips and 
eyes, chest and navel are like sparks of 
dazzling red blowing everywhere. (6) 

ffT<arc £l 0 iDflnueji perronW7 cron idcj-icoiqagti 

a c3T6^<ot 

<nc5T(ni'^ (b n on err ^a.ibuncu 

Cl«5,nor3iL fTjn^cip^txiciT 

(glffinjn oS\t i^ltinuj (Qcuib <£tirai(5 <pu9cvj 
^ peBTfr^j «nffl< 2 ) 2 > 

Cl«iic3i7)j \.\sudp cSWibi i 

AnGOTiGtjTn? 

My lord with Lakshmi on his chest, is 
the lord with Parvati on his half, and 
the lord with Sarasvati on his face, and 
the lord of Indrani too. He lifted the 
Earth, burnt the three cities, subdued 
his senses and rules the world of the 
celestials. Alas, I do not see him! (7) 

<5>fTOTJi I jfflujrruj <* ncW1 

fTjffluinu’j» 

©fi? 63D6TT 

iSIcvjib i \*hfr .c ‘ ,U " 1 
jr»iti> i icnonGTib, thi niij lonaSU^wd* 

Q*n<ynfyi iSlAgJl 1 * 1 
H ikttj (^OTOJfrj^Cn Qsdi& 
njj.ajnOTiCTuilij ff,narai6;'^ ) ^^ rT ^ #ean 

Like horses before a gargoyle, like loxes 
before a lion, the demons howled and 
left their haunts and went into hi mg, 
^hen the Garuda-lord killed the fieice 
Mali and stacked bodies like a mountain. 
()h, can we not see him too? 


&, nii)QrrOCun C'lrb'C*)' 9 ^ o! <^ia iu 

cfilcDcnGui (ipuj^ub 
Mtitt $rr)cu Cl^fULiiLiStcin 

{OyCu&CJ'P,#, ^><bi 
t^cucsn ^ldlUIaGa efilrfl j^it 
ij^GuibJcno, 

Can^l n<iha «fHO) 9 n 

^ *fl G u 13 ) rf)l cn otG LU ? 

Can we see him too, O Heart? He 
destroyed the demon clan of deathly 
might and wickedness, and gave the 
kingdom to the younger brother, then 
himself ruled like a lion among gods 
in abounding glory. (9) 

cjrnfrji r*i«yb b 

if* f>| # u 14 * 

rprf)rr)j ^crub i^cncrJGtT G^GjrrrDrruju > 4 /*,^ 
»DrUiJPal 0 ,GcTT ^k'uj 0 r^t 

fDCOJ ($> UJC ' J C^AfTeitgjj 

h >.i UtftnQjt'-b Grt^jicsi f>,in iV,^!. 
^ 0 rQ©j ibldjiAfTGjT, Qurflai ua(CTiCan<y 

i \,i,A, (i^illGai. 

He took birth in the cowherd-clan, did 
many wondrous deeds, killed Kamsa, 
befriended the Pandavas, and destroyed 
the armies. Full of patient goodness, he 
shall by his grace give us the precious 
ascent to Vaikunta. Hari! (10) 

H ho, 4»<n & 0 r^iu. «$icu«*ro» s>.i cu 
/CvJjiTsi /vn ,<v 

QfhfhtyQ G 1 6 U fit l G 5 T an C3") 63T <5, r| ,o 

fli G^micsn CltfTTGJTCJI 

gijcucvj itn c^Gii^nnA 
» icusunerinfi^ i AGmfKolauiciin 

ffjcynpu iGn. 

This decad of the exceedingly sweet 
thousand songs by Kurugur Satakopan 
on the discus lord who came as a lion 
and tore the bowels of the A sura, -- 
those who master it will secure the whisk 
and service of fair damsels. (11) 
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' '7 / The Girl : On the lord’s 
beauty 

Elaiyar | Saramati \ Rupakam 


^^puja 9 cnrfjpih 

^i f 0fmh(ol<9,nGcv)fT? < ^C^Gujc.in! 

^iC53TC3^uSlon<SfT 

>JP*M«X> ftm/jcriQ g,ncm incvjn Cune\j aifjjfti 
G^aAirjiib agjuTic't: 

^fTi^Ujn^Pjgpi ^cncnsiniijn! (Trcin OauiC^CTi 


ftj lli ijrfiliq GujGtji? 

^ rc l hey two sentinels of death, come 
lo devour the souls of females, or arc 
^ 1 le y the beautiful eyes of the ocean-hued 
. . rc ^» — ^ know not what they are. 
i around they appear, like day-fresh 
lUs flowers. Oh, See! O Sinful me! 
^khis! Ladies! What shall I do? (1) 


f *!> L u.{iL r£iff3Tf)j 

<P63Tcn63T if,r ciejrc i 

"^Q 52L_lun 0>IT)U<3>ft£>l6in GiKAJ©SlGu.Jft? 

O^n^pajCftP? ^ir^Guiwr! 

L ^u.i ClujiGjjrrQcTOiuj now ,<£l(2)CP^(0) 

L " l< * u * (jnuj ifjlno^ib 

6ufr6\SliuCft. 

^ Ladies, w ] 1 . u use punishing me with 
and abuse? Is it a tendril or stem 
! 3 grown Kalpa creeper?, 1 know not, 
l he heautiiul nose of the thief-lord 
I ni<?r s niy soul, strongly like a radiant 
ar np hanging on a chain. (-) 


V ‘ fci ^>n a«4U»)a<ic&i 7 ubt<wn^u.m‘ iqGu.t^ 
C 

' ' ' 1 1 ■ h i .ajcrra, tfil nuj/ii> 

^ ftiGraii ihU/fcaCcon? ^rfilwuiCTU 

' Vl c. .neb d>l(i*£'n<a n 

iJl^nGOTTtfTn 

' ' tK&Gomb oifb&l Gft* , < ;; j T !£) ,L * ) 

c-TGP $'63T £ uSlnA^ 1 


Is it a beautiful berry fruit, — the sins 
of my wicked self?, — or is it a coral 
sprig of beautv, I know not. The radiant 
lips of my dark hued lord appear before 
me everywhere, sweetly to my soul.(3) 

£>_ u9ri0>(£) vrF<.u>tpujnCintfo 6u63.6nu.|th 
i^c\j cnlfpGAncu? 

inGTrcnflui Sn io^cjtcjt <jflGj7c\.'0<*Hnc\V. J 

UO <5j 651 631 

3,GJT ©_ uSlnft no3>A, Oi j^iDfrcjn 

i |(T^cmb (S^otojCui 

61637 £_ fl GLD6V'631611 nuj /> ■' 6JT rp GP 

6Tt»31(T^jlb r^G^CfO 1 

Is it the dark sugarcane bow of the 
blessed Madana, god of love directed 
on sweet damsels? The eyebrows of my 
Krishna, the father of Madana, appear 
everywhere and kill me, alas! (4) 

uTcrrrQfih $63iCfn &Uy£ih O^iiiui ft«i ai n 
Cloj6J3f lflggT@l AG^nfitl? 

ffT631 <*4,6$ . - *8 

^pgj&ibQ^irGcun? ^ 1 $ Giutcai! 
lS)f]n631 e tpfT)|CUCn 61631ft! 

^<3Trrj|ib c £^6j^tfin<.5TlKr^ , 

6165TA(£) £ UJ61| Gul 1 

Is it a flash of lightning, raking a fire 
that burns my soul? Or is it a beautiful 
siring of pearls, I know not. The 
radiant smile of my lord who lifted 
the mount kills me. Alas, Ladies! 

I know not where to escape. (5) 

v tii6\| «h tn^mpuiriAi^yb 

f))(1 AAltAi 

tfTcijcbli in? 6T6arrDi m^nib 

,*tsupA<«iib ^idflW^nrf-? 
cn,, <b\ r. ..mini ^fiPonuiwi" ^t*V^ 

61.A A.ftft|ACP» 

cna.sflt .v tfot®'* 6 *>'*'* <Stl?< 0d, f el " 

_ • . O A utl " 
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6 U<bgil CTiugjjLDrTjTu ^rftCujOTi LD6u(<ffj 

{FjCnipuu, 

G Q (CTj Gi i_fT 3 G 3 0 CTT <5J (Oj 

LDrtRTjflftaih Gdncugij Cunftj 
c^P^b'lCineu Q<gibuL-GurT 0 ^14 ota, 

lOnTTL], A€77T,€VinuJ 

Qd^*»_n/j Gsn$ c£1i_ s_cn ( 0 otgjt 

• 0LDnnucrj(?rrGiiJ! 

I know noi how to see the lord with 
Lakshmi on his chest. He looks like a 
brilliant gem, spreading a flood of blue 
effulgence. His feet and hands, lips and 
eyes, chest and navel are like sparks of 
dazzling red blowing everywhere. (6) 


*aOT5i0iiidftrrCG\jn GjbiCTjsCifl! 

gSIcdcttGijj (ipiucyi^ 
^fpGV uScrfl GLDfTujLDlSlcyr ^ rjdt&Cfl 

ii>OT3T0ib <5n6ij{rar gjibiSI^Ga, cfilffl *6^ 

^6uni)cr.5» <^(5^ 

^0310 5)G3T G(?n^1 

ffl G tU fi) $ an 63 tC UJ ? 

Can we see him too, O Heart? He 
destroyed the demon clan of deathly 
might and wickedness, and gave the 
kingdom to the younger brother, then 
himself ruled like a lion among g°^ s 
in abounding glory. W 


£tctt ^(ffjLDfTfruCD ' 1 £jktfr<,ir>C3T (rrssr LD^cuiD<5><rn 

<*C«. 03G3T d,G5TCTi G3T 

^«rr ^nin<&irji gtt ^<5>ihtjncu 

Q A n 6351 \ _ ff) fr oil Gi €3T 
fQctrtrri $<£). \£iwut $ojih ^OT<n0 ctuSIcu 

GoiGjTnr^ L|C\jStfr £>!!}(£)&) dilatbi-i £t^crflcr>uj0k 
ft n C tif'JT G GJT fT ? 

My lord with Lakshmi on his chest, is 
the lord with Parvati on his half, and 
the lord with Sarasvati on his face, and 
the lord of Indrani too. He lifted the 
Earth, burnt the three cities, subdued 
his senses and rules the world of the 
celestials. Alas, I do not see him! (7) 

0 >fT 6 ffffT urflujnuj 0 >n£ 53 T 

rv>iflujnuj, ( 2)\(}G>&>n 
j£> > cu(’ucr>6i a,L jjgjj 
iSIcvjld fi^crfluu 

iKcifl c^ih i_|cncn€n^ <&jl_ nuj cblfocu icnoSleiDuj*) 
Oa^nciflqjj i5i\65Tg))ib 
2_iufj (^eiT0rbJ/hcW Osin^j 
t^i- n^gjnGjiOTunri ArrGTOi 0 ibG 0 >nGcun? 

Like horses before a gargoyle, like foxes 
before a lion, the demons howled and 
left their haunts and went into hiding, 
when the Garuda-lord killed the fierce 
Mali and stacked bodies like a mountain. 
Oh, can we not see him too? (8) 


cj0©j COGH0<^(£>£5^ 

rrrr>rry @GTTth i^CTTty>GTT <s£>G3Tn)fTiuu tl^l# 

ID flu I rhJ fljC'Tn 

861 ^UIGVJ Ofl>nG3Trry g •>&}&&& 

<r»tui G<5>n0ib Gawicai 

c^Ofp^O Gurflui 

M j.» <^ Ca '; 

He took binh in the cowherd-clan, 

many wondrous deeds, killed Kam sa j 
befriended the Pandavas, and destro) ec 
the armies. Full of patient goodness, 
shall by his grace give us the P recI< l\ 
ascent to Vaikunta. Hari! 1- 

ijftft {’>, ^U.1 r c ^CL|C371^J t 2-. L 60 

to© *-*y 

5&&>t)6 G-5GUQi<S3T gjCSTCTKiyr* {0>('V k '* , ^ 

8x G&nu<fr Q***' 

^uS^IJ^gjCTT 1 .*01^ 

CUGOGUn n d\*l* 
Oo[)rr0,(<5) i j<5bcurrGRT0i {bfyl 

This decad of the exceedingly sV ^ 
thousand songs by Kurugur Satak°P ^ 
on the discus lord who came as a ^ 
and tore the bowels of the Asi 11 ’^.^ 

those who master it will secure the ^ j 
and service of fair damsels. 
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the revelation / Tiruvaimoli 


7.7 / The Girl : On the lord’s 
beauty 

Elaiyar \ Saramati | Ritpakam 

Gjdxpujn 2_cff3T£pii> 

.96-l 0 ^ uh O * nC €u jt ? G uj C3i! 

SHW ACTOT^ITlSIlJfTeiT 
^0AA«roiA6nCl AnCcun? ^r^lCajcjr! 

^(TLDcsnfj gjfTcrijr IDGUI7 Cuncu curbgjj 
(»5j (Tcrnr^] tb a rr j 

^ftn^lLun^nerr! ^07GIDe3Tli)‘lT! CrCJFT 0<9LuCA«fT 
gill UJ a n lL iq. G u j G CTT ? 

Are they two sentinels of death, come 
to devour the souls of females, or are 
they the beautiful eyes of the ocean-hued 
lord?, — I know not what they are. 
All around they appear, like day-fresh 
lotus flowers. Oh, Sec! O Sinful me! 
Sakhis! Ladies! What shall I do? (1) 

'*V g*fTP>f$u.jib f^lcsTn}! ^arrOTGJTifin! 

crarcnear i£rr jT^oSlfbgjj ctot? 
2_LUfT Af9L»A£>^C37 CUffJGiSICLUfT? 
ClArnLgjjjGg,fr? ^|rf)ICujC3i! 
Og^GTOtOgTOIUJ E_COTT1 _nt,7T •£ l 0C\P / **£> 
ffrsngbi ^cfilLUjtfnGcn 
l fifTllt4U.I ffUCU G51cnA«^6»T Al-CIPUJ (£l?O0l& 
curroSlujG^,. 

O Ladies, what use punishing me with 
n tidges and abuse? Is it a tendril or stem 
of a grown Kalpa creeper?, I know not, 

— the beautiful nose of the thief-lord 
enters my soul, strongly like a radiant 
lamp hanging on a chain. (2) 

AcaflO^ncu? cfilcnemu"H4 Gujctt 

ArtGu ? 

G^rrcuu) ^1 ocn ijqjctta t>l a"( ipii 

ldO ahGcyj it? ^jcflCiuOTj 
I^cu Of^Gkip^lcVI Gl JlTCVJ ^l^n)GlD63fl c^LDiniTCST 

<ru mij 

^SVJiX) ^cjnffujcn mcucvjmb C^nGJirQiib 

<P63T @ctt sluSIpaCa' 


Is it a beautiful berry fruit, — the sins 
of my wicked self?, — or is it a coral 
sprig of beauty, I know not. The radiant 
lips of my dark hued lord appear before 
me everywhere, sweetly to my soul.(3) 

a_uSIftA(A) donipujfiCiflGu cuGncnujib 
gcfliMr i£cu GfilajQftncu? 
ujcjrcjfluj Sn uig,<arcrr *0ut ilsncuOftPCYi? 

ID£,63TG3T 

£)G3T Q_uS1l7j5 0>fT<?in® AOSTCrai QU0IOP65I 
ij0(njib ^6<nciiGuj 
err637 s_uSlri Ctflcucnciinuj 

6TcaTiT)iii) $<tirCrp! 

Is it the dark sugarcane bow of the 
blessed Madana, god of Jove directed 
on ssveet damsels? The eyebrows of my 
Krishna, the father of Madana, appear 
everywhere and kill me, alas! (4) 


CTfiSrnjjii) ClaiLui rT: <^ T p 

QcudaT ifilear^piAQAncu ? 
<^cnrr)i gtgs\ c^0ih 

(ip4>0LD^ An Gcun9 ^i^Giucst! 
0<S3trr)ib (ippuisucu <rrc3Tgji 

f^GPnjjir) ^(^^caTr^ICcucir, ^csTcncPifin! 

<ncnA 0 sl liicij ^lCld! 

Is it a flash of lightning, raking a fire 
that bums my soul? Or is it a beautiful 
string of pearls, I know not. The 
radiant smile of my lord who lifted 
the mount kills me. Alas, Ladies! 

I know not where to escape. (5) 

g> n ci| .*»♦ in tfTeyitpujPA^ii ^A(jnA 0 ii) 

.jsn rj a a rr a lL 0 ib 

GTQjcflt li)9 6TC3Tg)l mAIJli 

^cnipA 0 ib ^gtApOapcu? 
gt»ij cFIllj lihiBlj cS^CTKrsramjPo'Ti ^0A 

0C33U CO A A [T Al A Gen 
enAtsfiU.flU £>637P}jth <$« g) «£1 enp} an 

A n 6wmf>l wpa G cn! 
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the SACRED BOOK / Divya Prabandham 


Are they sprigs dangling with 
Makara fish?, — that make damsels 
and Asuras fear and ask, “Where?”, — 
O Ladies, See! The ornamented ears 
of the lord who sleeps on a hooded snake 
kill me relentlessly. (6) 


Are they radiant sunrays that have 
soaked up the darkness of night? 
No, they arc the dark radiant tresses 
of the lord, fragrant with fresh Tulasi 
blossoms, taking in my soul. Alas! 
You do not understand this, Ladies, 
and you abuse me. (9) 


<9)n«nrTifil© jt&stt t sncjT»3r»C3Tujrr6>rr6TT! ctcotit^j 
< 3>fTL-(T^Lh GVl6tf)<3, «^J^1CuJG3t! 
fbrtcn U>G3Tg)| CloJOTST $rb)0,6TT 0^(760? 

J^ujrbjjrTrr^LL^j tb,03, ^cyjcvjCl^rTcu? 
CsGffST LjJCfT^i r^ricvj 0>i_ib G^tTfiii Clu^iDncjr 

£1(0) g>|5>Ccvj 

C^ndnxicjrtstjfl ClAniq.Cujdn' 

s^uSlii Clinch jgonipgjCa,. 

Ladies, I know not how to show you 
this, but see! Is it the waxing crescent 
moon?Alas, is there no poison 
for lovers? The forehead of my lord 
with four arms afflicts my soul and 
kills me relentlessly. (7) 

C*>ncn 

g>ffiDGT)fju_|ih, 

UOJCn(tpib, cfilcogJILD 

Garrcii r 

(^crfliT Qjn'cjr 6lcjifQLL|ib 
CftfTCT ^erupiun S-Gini uj Cl&n^ib 

Carr^cm_i ib Os,rTGo9 *6jTrcraTOTr 
G-fj>ncn ^caup euirrir (ip*LDrTLus> Cl&nm.Guj«fi 

£_uSln Cl^ncndSIciFTfoC^,. 
The beautiful face of Krishna has 
taken my soul! His lotus eyes, tendril 
nose, coral lips, bow-like eyebrows, 
pearly teeth, ornamented ears and 
crescent-marked forehead stand like 
a radiant orb of brilliance. (8) 


Oi9>n6n ( fkl<;aTn) Gancn fpufly c/itTt4 . l. 

Ge,n|i(jix) 

s _ cnO^nc^n (?>cvj r*,oj r^poj 

AhcJvitj) , LOnujejjr 

G^cn^ccfTfTj 9 ewi gjipnui cfilong 5 ,nrr) 

Cu Ibg)l S- uSlcnrja 
G3TfT)Gij rrrQi ^rfjluSn ^ on er> fitful? n! 


100).^ (ip0£>ft»g)jC™ CTfitfTnjj Cl 

eS^LL) , trrCtfTCtf>CJT 

0'jbjSliULb (^ipjbg*]ub ct>cii£I<t; frflGarr^) 

iDsrafl r9o)^ 

(iPID£D QpGMGU(£)di efi) if)<£lonrr) *l_it (^>14 

cprbn^jfiffUD QftnGtfsiLgj] 2_6TTCTTib; 

6TC3T ^jfli»<£hl-G«5.? 

Ladies, you stand around me with 
rough hands and abuse me for standing 
in the porch. My heart is set on the 
gem-hued lord whose radiance is 
spread everywhere; what do you 
want of me? (10) 


^rfluj iSlfiLDdn, Metier, 

(rreinrnj 

&>lL(Oy AfitftfTSUtfTfiDfitfTfl, 

l_ C < 5 , n u got Q^rrejn^ 
2_0iL c^uSln^bgjjCT pencilu_iub f?C5 

fiucb'fivjfrrr 

22_il0 QjncsTcuGgn^ 2 _l_ fitfrnuJ 

CTGJUT^jlb LDfTlLinCfl- 

This decad of the powerful thousand 
songs by Kurugur Satakop* 111 
on Krishna who is hard to see f° r 
even the celestials, — those 
master it will secure the world of tn e 
celestials forever. (I 1 


7.8 / Svapadesam : Speaking 
to the lord 

Maya \ Sri \ Rnpakam 

nujir! €>jnift6arCc5T! Mg, n 

^uj. »Qc\jott ^uu. l 

OjI b«^5> c5»>uj, m<^>ACTT ^v 1 ’- ^ 
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THE REVELATION / Tiruvaimoli 


Wondrous Lord!, Vamanal, 
adhusudana! Tell me. You stand as 
arth, Fire, Water, Sky and Wind, 
then as Mother, Father, children 
an d relatives, as all else, and as you; what 
do these mean? (1) 

**TT IDGUrrg, gJLpnUJ (LpLq. 

^^crnnij; 
C>!^tb ugvj alit 
q ggpt &&J, 

° Clun^l LOGDip C^IU, L|Alp 

^ Ul£l , lS)63T6^Jlb jf, 

6jJI ° «5>®rar Ccnii Si**'™ 

STOTT 637 eS\&g>$oCinl I 

beautiful Tulasi-wreathed Lord, 
Achyuta! Pray tell me: You are the Moon, 
r he Sun, the stars, darkness and 
Sundering rain. Great fame, blame, 
a nd the sinister-eyed god of death are 
also you; what wonders are these?(2) 

^*£1 tjS, C&n GuGVGlItrl d£)0<9 <9>5>0f5>£!> nu -J 

^(ffjCtTiTiu; 

^fiacjicar <£>it e_fi,(tpib ^uj, 

ufivj QurtfnjGn&en 2_<WULJ ^suojctt 
^OJ, G^UJCLI^UJ, 

(Qjbfo £ ^COSU CTG3TCST 

ClSl i_ LiJftJ aG«T1! 

^ e autifuJ discus Lord! Deft Charioteer! 
Pra y speak: the many countless 
a ges, — and moving within them, the 
countless myriad objects, transient 
01 not, — wondrously you stand as 
r ^ e se, what mischiefs are these? (3) 

<?)fr lo csn 

^06TT |TlJ J- 

(A (j^GUGOgtylh ^UJ, 22_<JULjg 
J^C\JG\_jfi3T .^ILI, fiftluiGlJ 
°* G IJCT T CTig > # )l ^ ^,i_gyj6TT tffjlt. (b n * 

c SXi 6DTt«nnC»LDCU lO0<s£l 
L <n«r»u i j gO Cu>it0O/hu.£) •f&'o* 

- ■ , i rl u > *V A'- * «.W ^ 


Honey-dripping-lotus-eyed-lord! Pray 
give me an answer. You lie in the deep 
ocean on a hooded snake, and will 
these many things, being and non-being, 
permament and impermanent. What 
designs are these? ( 4 ) 

UPcHhl&iCn CT63TCTKOT 2_£3T&GA 

(ol <9, fTC3TFTt4 L. 

n<9 iDfiun^ &G3ST gjipniij (ipu^ lomufiuCsn 1 ! 

^0CTTfuO; 

Arruj(iptb ^ujj ai£1gij ^ujiSI/dulj 

^ili, i51fijrguiii 

LDfrujftiAfiTT 0<9tijgj Gr>ci>£<£) ^gjigi 

<rr63T(S3T LD UJ A 0 A a G GTT! 

Fragrant-Tulasi-blossom-lord! Pray 
tell me. You rid me of my desires 
and took me as your own; body, breath, 
birth and death are you. The many 
wondrous acts are yours, what 
deceptions are these? (5) 

uuuaait! ffiinmcnCfisT id<£\ ^ld cuewTcronb 
c^0CTT n uj; 
CAjiliTXtpLD^iu, <*nipcu ^ilia 
(A ifirfl/ir^t. , cSlujtnj ^hj 
cfilajULJ c ^tU J OciJfiWjlAGTT fifjlfflDOTl <^UJ, 

1.JOJC3T ^uu, L^)fij^T)ILb 1% 

.•»,! uiA0 s^pu, i£ 63fro> gii rrirji 

CTCTT6UT A]jUJ7fT,l aCcH 

O Deceiving Manikin! Pray tell me, 
that 1 may understand. Ignorance 
and knowledge, heat and cold, 
wonders and trivia, victory and despair, 
use and wastefulness are you; what 
travails are these? ( 6 ) 

j3FjjUllJ<T>iAGTr Q\{} |U m lD A6371633T IT! A l_ IT igfifl 
(ipiq uj mil! 

^jlilflLD G)auj in/TC3Tf»jACTT ^uu. LO^GT? h/ 

©_ AcsnojAtfff^iu, 

^jujiuh VoIaiIj ^jcotcvi « 

ri^cqriGVi <^i,ULJ fb«n i. 

^jILunni/AtnT .W'gi ^o>vT* crdTfiar 

Afc33TL nuifilACfitl! 
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O Hardships! My Krishna, Lord with a 
rail crown! TeU me. The afflicting pride, 
insolence and love, the afflicting desires, 
the heavy, the still, the moving, -- 

you made these and caused me grief,_ 

what games are these? (7) 

(TTOTTGJT mL? 

cr^rcnOT Qtyib QiS33TGT5Tn! 
i^crcrr^, ^(Arcmocnuj 

Ca^roiflcmu.; 

(ipcsicrfluj 

<^i<S^)fnST),nQU 
ifle&Tjgjjtb 2_€tTCTrrTLL,! mD^rrOj 

CT<»T63T ^UJjbsnAACGTT! 

O My Krishna ruling me! What mischief 
you are filled with! You make it hard for 
anyone to see you and speak 
of you as this or that. Then you made 
the three worlds, and became them. 
You are within me, and without. What 
ways are these? (g) 

i9OTTn5lili_ntij? ctctt 0,^331 cram! 

gjjGJTg)] 0>ij0(jGo3i\g crcucun 

pULjlh 

2_CTTg)i flrcnffu, (S^crfl s^0j f 

(iprbpLD f^Ciu; 

S2_G3T«nOTT 2_OT3Ta6ij.r51gi> l 2 _guu M ^cuancvj 

nil aCgtt . 

O My Krishna! You are the hands and 
feet and all the limbs, taste and form 
and touch; sound and smell too are you. 
Begin to think, there is no end to 
your subtle nature. What do these 
mean? How do you stand? (9) 

^cvjejncor^.^j^af^^CCTT i$)rf)l£i 

CUG5TBTOTinif) 

Q^sOctigo ibCVJ ^ig^cu OanCTOT a_^,c M ib I 
f*)6Y| li) r^Guj 

c^cruoSls, gy^nuj ^icvjrhj^cvj iDfuiu! 

<TTGiJl o«SF.w»p.OG5TT 1 

cijci)Gug,j 6jj>n cbcOTernajOandncjtncu, 

S^GSlOiie) ^in CfJ«3T6S3lCu). 


You are the form and the formless 
spoken of in the Vedas, the subtle 
inseparable from the gross reality- 
O My Achyuta with a Tulasi garland 
over your chest! Whatever one attributes 
to you, that you are indeed! (10) 

<=W,L0 GDOTSTCTSTih gOTCTTgjj j 

^4,IX) OJ633TG33T^5>aG\j ^'V*' f*5 <91 G<*nu^ 

9-PMifc 

6)jc?fifTcrjnn vacrn g,ifiUjpfl>6TT igcr»oi 

^tiSIrjOjgijGn U to#''* 

<syi> CuCcSncj^T^j^ncu fi.cngi'n inn 

This decad of the thousand radiant 
songs by Kurugur Satakopan on the lord 
who cannot be described as this or that* 
— those who master it will become 
devotees of Hari. (lO 


7.9 / Svapadesam: The Tenth 
Union 


Enraikkum \ Behag \ Adi 


CTG3T6312)0,tf> 6T67TCDC3T 


ii i ii iA a*rr**(9 
CufT^^ J 


^€*TCy»n)A ( 2 > ^<aTjT)| GT 6316716310 

6T63TCJTna» 

@63T £)lf>lip uniq.uj fT<36T>6JT ^S^^luJnU- 1 

i^wriT) ffi63T G^n^lcniu, erreirr G^itcOc^ 

fg)pj l jGiS^ ,T ’ 


Oh, How shall I sing of my radiant fi rsr 
cause lord? Day by day he makes m e 
rise higher and higher. Each day ^ 
makes me his own, and sings throug 1 
me his praise in Tamil verse. 


6T631 Q<3fT€UC\51 l£lri')U63T'? 6TCP ^ ' 

6TOT G<?H6uajfTCU UJ(T63T Q^fT^TCTT * 

than CWcucurrcu e^ncp 063T67i<£3T0. 

[DfTlJHf* 1 ** 

fipear ClofTcO^mi) (l 
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°day he has rendered my sweet 
?° u l c °untwonhy. Making it appear 
*ke I was singing with words mine, 
u ^ith words his, has sung his praise, 
w nat a wonder! (2) 


^i t0 (lp5.cu«K6aT ^jlcirtfST CTOrp &GP C^rb^ CT«T 

(iP2>co ^or AdSI 

^ (iP^cu u^rra^g, £n«* £)OTT£lD£JT<'j 
Cl<f?rr<SJTC5T (JT faJT 

^rnu ^0i_j«nc3T CTCTTrru LD0uuGcjTn? 

ij 

•' Entered my speech and made me 
^knowledge him. He sings his own 
s °ngs of praise through the words of 
P/^'taaned devotees. How can I forget 
l he first-cause lord in my speech? (3) 


My lord of Vaikunta has preferred 
to blend with me and sing his praise. 
He did not choose worthy poets of 
great words and merit for this. (6) 

OTfillfbfT3,tffT CTC3T CliGu<*£)CDC3T 

IDflUJfhgjj ^(Tfa 
Q^Ui (££>£>«», p>637CDffn CTCT1 

CTOTGCIflCU frdnttGH 
mCU^fb&GST L|Atp CUCTOT <gti) 

2>C3TGnG3T, <TlfT> : I ■ 

^iiuuGcsTn? 

When shall I know to my fill the lord 
who destroyed my Karmas? He made 
me his and through my words has 
sung his own songs on Vaikunta. (7) 


^IUuc^cjt iflrpuLjriT? (HOT ^^)Cu) 

Su M2>ci> yicirr^J & g 6 \ CtorrsoaS), 

S?cm 5 )gj(t^, ^sfilcyi^Ciija^aT 


2_LuuuA(olantfjiii0 
^uljCld Clffujg,! ^rf1<^<55Trc> ^rr^GjinCt . 

Can I forget my father who, through 
songs, has sung his own praise? 
liberates me from beginningless 
^ Jr ma, and roams about ensuring 
m y ^'ell-being. (4) 


^IbfTiju iundn Odinffu^jib ^rrcniB 

^CUfTCDlDuSlfiO 

^ ©CVJfT (TTCcrrffyxnsT^i £TGjiGip-n , <?u 

Jn " ufjGt| ^csr /»,$$ u^idOo. 

* rnade me his, and through me, sang 
j^ eei songs that the worlds praise, 
j 0nI )' uttered empty words, while 
1 ^*^ c d them with meaning. (5) 


^naiCemr? gtu> iStrjrrch ij&g 

umr, .4* (ipfr^ib ftw ^ 

cjncu acOTcnctn^ ^orarfr*^ . 

GTGSTuUTrrcu 2>OTTGnC7T 
SnQuS) asfl QartOTffli 

The lord of discus made me his, gave me 
excellence, and sang his sweet songs. 
Even il I mix and drink the whole Earth 
will it quench my thirst for singing?(8) 

a)iuq.jft, ^u> Sr, 

&'• nuu <n ^ ) " u^gutb ^irojCam? 

ld©ljlh jgsun srriicnOTa sOTcrra^ 

ffTein63r?nG\j a ott ctn <sn 

S^jpu UCVJ jgcjT *«fi) Q^fTOTCTT 

Even if I drink through past and 
future, will that quench mv thirst 
for singing his glory? He favoured 
me by making this mindless me his, 
and with my tongue he sang his ' 
moving songs. (9) 

tfsrt&iiMflngjj <rr»^n £_ ubln CTcijTtaT o_ T)^ 
ffiOTJTcjaflui. 


«3>g£| urr^ti) uaio 

^ ^rcjT U fT0d)lu ,,T g*J 

cr«ng)ii ist trdramd 

£ 631 fain iSin 


tajQfpi ^rhj^Gusai .4>C37<=n^ji; 

<n ij^n <£n n gv< tfn i^jr l i 
£>-4»Iuj Acbl urtu}.uj 

•ipjyki^iP u^tsun^jin i^tSUCTiGu ^l<9ujcrugj) 























THE sacred book / Divya Prabandham 


What can I give in return for his favoui 
of singing with my tongue?, I wonder 
The songs in his praise are so moving 
here is nothing of equal merit?, 
this or another world. (jqj 

As*™*, 

r 

® ,Ccn S C, 

CWoSig^ 1JUJ 

hv K dCCad c f the 'housand songs 

lordin rU8Ur , atak °P an who saw the 
lord in every place here and there gives 

)oy, whichever way it is sung. (I i) 

7.10 / Svapadesam : On 
Tiruvaranvilai 

Inbam | Jonpuri | Ekam 

.Jpj'OTUlb umi* ^ (DnacB> 

c?> IS11 GTijfj s^c^jca-1,5, 

" ‘ »-• « 

CTrsjfl.cn 

rS(H)CviTrncjTcfi)cj)cn 
rbncnfl,(cn,i£) aj,0rbQfl,nCcun? 

When will the day be when I 
ambulate with folded hands, the lord 
who dearly resides in Tiruvaranvilai 
amid groves wuh lotus-dame 
Lakshmi on Ins chesi? He is our lord 
who rules us sweetly, spreading 
happiness overt he seven worlds. (1) 

m „no 1;. t*f>I j***;, g,, lh 

■ fjnin.cnin an ^ {q C UJ 

.-•iyajiii irflfl. js)t 

n^imnr^gjj g> C7»fr>u ^ld 
1 orr^iijj l>*ip Q^fnq , fj n, 

^(fT ; <airTfT)65T^lffincTi 

,JJ " 

fWACj&rT.j n w I f. - .^nCc.jrt >* 


He came as a manikin and grew talk 
dispelling doubts he grew and measured 
the Earth with his two feet. He resides 
in Tiruvaranvilai, where pennoned 
mansions touch the sky. When 
will I worship him with fresh water and 
folded hands? (2) 


561 glinQ^ncu? ^Qj^cyjub 

lC &H£*i2) crums, C&ncnrflfinuj 

s cnfT)lMLb 

ufl 0 * i ( “ 1 '' -|«y> irrcmocnin, Cojctrcfl gS ® 1 
u 631 ttftOTI n Vi 

OurujSlcu ^(f^eufrrrjgjrGfilcncn 

cufTiijA t ^ l iQ 45jnc ^9 r5l5<9gy^ lD - 

Oh, when will I worship him instead 
or seeing him ride aw f ay on his Garuda? 
He is Govinda, Madhusudana, 
INarahari, residing in Tiruvaranvilai* 
-- surrounded by gardens, — famed 
or the four Vedas, the five sacrifices 
and the six Angas. (3) 

cunujs^ihQftn^? [f^r mtiCk ."t##*** 
f9w>cn4,*uQ t(i p 

<aiujgu 

.. M Snp ^ W0 I 

0,1 UJgiJCinfju 

Oifruj^,^^ t 0OTiS fi i^jp^ <£b gtotlSI fffTGif 1 


. "ere the lotus-feet ot 1 
auti ul Krishna? The glorious lo 
?! the ^ orI ds was born in Mathui 
s V.L reSldeS i n Tiruv aranvilai am 

sugarcane and paddy. (■» 


ttQufi 


1 i * 


■SUm'iOi m^fl.jj, 
foO,jrT (lfiaid , 


'ocrfl* 7 a 

.»•»,!.j ir>rr! p^ A6TT 

„ _ nfl)6&TsSU,rGn 

... »AC.n*rf^ 




'i I ftd 


CklCV^n 
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rough contemplation and worship 
1 his feet forever, if we sing his 
v 0 undle S s praise, our Karmas will all 
a nish. He resides in Tiruvaranvilai 

thef rnans * ons anc ^ walls, — 

c friend of many great devotees 
of yore. ( 5 ) 

Qa0ui (iprr.| 

cn; OftncrariefT! 

n dr a-^uiS) craft 

Cl«b@ii) Cg,ncn ndtfMTibftncn. 
• jUX ' CTuGi jngjjub CTG31 Q(b0)^a) 
jg . &_cnCcn iSloncji 

af ^(j^eijftfpcaTcfflcncrr tricaT C3)i ib 
^6TT ^gjGoj. 

ha ”,”™ 1 If. we contemplate 
lj e rartle > our Karmas will vanish, 
i ls within me at all times, praised 
^ heart. He then fought and 
H e n ° au ^ cs to wed his Rukmini. 
c : res »dcs in Tiruvaranvilai, the 
y of great fame. ( 6 ) 

i£cT» - 

^gjjCGU ; LDGurf/jG5nC3>€VJ5,OT 

'&JP ^(iijtfUfTrnOTTGfiltincn 

S> cnm^liKfTfr) iSWgst Qf^^icrrisu 

^GjfsTcyaTgjn cfilGu^T gttisu n C«5>ndn 

ac ««un,A . . 0 

‘ ' i& ,&) (Lp^5,OTrriSl QncncfTft 

«Un ^5) n ^6vjuj Ulc^/d) CuffnACTT Clauj^hi, 

^uSIrjm C^ngrr gjjcraftfttfjnGjr ^qcjai 

<^«Gnr^ lD/pn^j ^jacingu ^guGio. 

sun Clly °f Tiruvaranvilai is 
th er ° Un< ^ e ^ hv gardens. He resides 
I n t L e as Krishna, lord of the celestials, 
v. '^ e , y °re he entered Bana’s fortress, 
th e ^' lle Slv a fled, — and cut asunder 
Ou r ? Ura 's thousand arms; he is 
r ° n lv refuge. (7) 

«^csirn, ^Gv»,h i£l<an 4IJ&831 cigipoji 

°y f?,Gn ^.ipcyj ^e^cqraruSlc^ 

n £n&<y, iSlrjrrGjn 

i( "..’v ^ .. ..v 0v 2, )S niri^l c"!P 

(*,Lp CttC" 

• 6 pi<sn<TyGinn ? 

K ^nnc\j ^gxjGvjGcij 


The tusker standing in deep waters 
lifted his trunk and wailed, “O 
Krishna, I have no refuge, other than 
you!” The lord ended his misery then; 
he lives in Tiruvaranvilai. If we go 
around him in worship, our Karmas 
will all vanish. ( 8 ) 

<$>ci?i go')G 3i 2 _ siren ott <g nrrcLi ^cvjgu ,i &, 

O^crft j crirjgjirnrnnfGu 

f^rrcffg^jCnigrViib 2 _gttgttSjgttlD 

O gi n ip oS) 6 T>I Cff (gir, ^ i>, cfil cirr rr^j 
ujacii^Lb Gu'bgiJ Cl 1 irrt£Wu 

!, nrr)csTCo)<7xn ^ftcnoT 
Gmcfil Gucu^Clauj^j CTiftClg,nip, 5 , 

0 g \ (^ibCl^ncu? cTG3T<prj]i£) gicjt ■'flfb^cnGarCu.i. 

Even if my Karmas vanish and I ascend 
Heaven, my thoughts will still be, 
“When w r ill I praise and worship him?”. 
With proper deeds and proper heart 
and proper words alone, O When will 
1 go around Tiruvaranvilai! (9) 

<flfbcn<?j LDrT)^n)fif3Tr^lc57 ^.'(Tlftftgji ^ojcurrft 
ftOTTcmu Gftcvi iSlrjtrcir 
^flrf ) ^^J^ ! 5 ) llf^lc^TfTcu Q<fuucu ftrrai <fW^tn rr^jOT 
irrTujf^jacTT c^cin/r )]ld !§}cocr>faU 
^rbcr>|%uSlcnnGu Cl^nGucSlcmTcu, Qau-icnAU-MGaincM 

ldAI ijp fTrpGSTG^cncn cnnrt 

^ it ft ft c,}ji />.(/>) &<T)fD i5)tinGcjT. 

I have resigned myself to the lord who 
lives in Tiruvaranvilai, where devotees 
worship him through thought, word 
and deed. The lord Tevarpiran knows 
my heart to the core. He knows that 1 
nurture no secret desires. ( 10 ) 

*. r,, 4 . .._,j,-T . K^rtifTiLh^. LO^n^i 

fciC5T{Oj ciG53Twrift. ^nft^>,Gy)i<«j,G/>> 
iDGiPftftcnOTi u 11 . ' ..n 

j>i Gfl>rn igbi 

^(TftftfTuAdn «)mLSl aftftjGn 

vaU gu cunna cp> cn th UftGlin <9,<A' 

j ai i^tiii'n in 

AID GftGiilujlVftv!*. 
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This decad of the holy thousand 
songs by Kurugur Satakopan of saintly 
heart, on dedicating himself to the holy 
one’s feet, — those who master it will 
secure the worship of the celestials 
and their spouses. (II) 

8.1 / Svapadesam : Speaking to the 
lord 

Tevimar | Mayamalavagoula | Adi 

G^cfiliDnir ^curtn 

«7«u uDjhrpj ^iDfjrr ajrra; 

Ciocfiiu QP65T0J 

Cciicrrr0 CcuctjtQ a^r^cYiib 

U/Tcfi)Cuj63T CTTfT) 0,iDCU<jj 

ftcrncOTTgjj «j>it t icucn oimij ld&j^Cu 
(^sfilCiu! ^6<T>co *i_co <5,cr>ufb5> 

t^uuCcrr! g>rT CTjn ofTffji ^^crrfriu. 

Your spouses Sri and Bhu command, 
and all the celestials serve; the blessed 
three worlds are your domain, the 
forms you will are yours. O Gem-lord 
with lotus eyes and coral lips that 
haunt me! O My soul’s ambrosia! 
Lord who churned the ocean! Bless 
me with your vision. ( 1 ) 

AfT 5Sp]i£ifTn^j ^^CTTmL GTOTr^j tnRnCrrj 1, 

AfiWcjraTifin cnC in car 

u crcocunih Cucrafl jQot QuiuCij 

/|U ' i o/i'r ciGsra,^; 

fh CTsn CtTin n 

O&narcm C«tc5t i&o, ^caflCui! 
Cuonrjjcurrn ^(ipCg,! Qurfliu 0^331 t_|G3tcu 

Clu(r>) <£)culd CLjrjnGnn! 

My only wish is 10 see you, tears flood 
my eyes, alas! Mske me love you in every 
way, and prate your names. Show 
yourself to me. O Lord, Rama, Krishna. 
Kalpa-fmit! O Lord who lifted the Eanh 
from the waters, you are the ambrosia 
lor devotees. /->v 


CurjnGTTsjt fFj<i>5>Cfl>nu£.an tyGfl 
^C5T&_uSlf75 ^rpjcuCiSp! 

<^©5>£> CujrflcifTuai (<f^cu ( ^6TTiX) ACrflCfT*! 

tq ujCcjtoti Cluiflui ibinnCcn! 
A0gj<5) Ci jhit a. i cu i-iv^ 

Ti_ Gnh AuCcu! 

^©^bgtf 2_f£jfiiinuj ^drrn^f i£ ajrrrjrriLJ 

rbiGsfT ld a_coCrT? 

O Sweet child, dear as life to chieftain 
Nandagopa! O Chubby elephant- 
calf, Yasoda’s joy, deep as the ocean! 
You tore apart the wide chest of the 
wicked Hiranya with your claws! 
Come again in your nerot form, or else, 
how will devotees live ? (3) 

a_ioiTa_*(b$j 2-Afb«5) si-^Gutb 

2-OTT cSMcjiurr 

^«jun I- c^|L0n!L«3j Cl^iucna, s>_ : ldrcpu-J* 

6£>«nri)juD a /£)uu <& 

tfilcncnCiu^ 

^LDH uGiTCTGSjfl if) LjfiTH 

<^4@ u«tm_ &C&A>fb 
0,1b ^(tpCo,! o^Cs! 

CTe3Tgjjey>L uSlCnCiufT 1 

O Lord who unleashed a terrible army 
on Earth in the war! O Celestials* 
ambrosia, poison to the Asuras, d e,1f 
to my soul! Then I too may doubt that 
you appear before devotees, — *° 
forms that they worship, — and accept 
their offerings. (4) 

c$t,n a_u9CoCujn! ^..ib 

LJCT)l Aft! &H i eu^© 

2_ iblipfbgjJ 

Gun B_uS»CoCujn! Qurflu, £* l jctm *&S> 

*-***?/h&,<UA * 

V jJ* & 

a_uSlCgCujfT! i£>sdt\on&ioyg) C^cu^ f 
CuqftJg) C&GO^G* 

2-uSlCgCiuit? ^ {&) 8T * ,cU ' f ,i 

i !ai* ■ 

a-cnc^xsji n^nfiinGirhj.^Qjr^yff 'Zy 

O Great Soul! You made the f 
«e, remade, lifted and measured 
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O Glorious Soul! You made the Ocean, 
you sleep on it, you churned it, parted 
11 and bridged it! O The Oversoul, what 
&pds arc to men, you arc to the gods. 
Y Soul of all the worlds, where can 
come and meet you? (5) 


° e_iryCA rr? «tg 3 tct>g 3 t < 5 ^ 010 mOwn 

£Guj; 

^ ^GTKSlJ A(rV,U3(ipi£) £>Cuj; 

1 kd lbufN lulMWh 2 _cnC«jgud) 
^^DOjujCiun r£; ^cyrncvi, 

-"Cluj Gi^ttO u^pii) f^Guj; 

Cl|rT<TT» i^jCUQT £CuJ. 

l<* are *be formless, the souls, and the 
w* 1 ll U l ce ^ est ^ a ^ s - You are l h<? seven 
1 °J, lds a nd the gods therein, and their 
that K lHere is anything beyond space, 

1 at to ° is you. So where can f go from 
lerc to meet you, my Lord? (6) 

l '‘ l .jiD f^Cuj; i\,Gu . 

^ _ f9<9>ipciiGg,rT j£; ^'CanGcTT ^cjirrcu 

^>uncrtiD 2—{hi <rt«nru 

6j)C3fTr|JJli) djr^JifluLJCn' 

n GblOT'cnGu.iczr 

urrcv’j! OivluGuj! Clft>iuuSlcjT 

iFrCtnOjGu) ! 

. |T &>X oSl@J«TT ^(ip5,Gu3 l 

1 ® AcneuGuj! s^neijujjbi uiijGcjt! 

^CJTCT> 6 J] CdjfTCTT 036551 £»#> CufT 

K a _ ? rd w bo took Nappinnai’s slender 
sw 0o ‘ s °f l arms in embrace! O Lord 
ch.f et ? s ^ rcs b milk and freshly 
rn , cd butter! O Lord sweet as the 
L Ut an s ambrosia! O Past, Present and 
Vn,L lre ! ^ as ’ even I may begin to 
1 that you are all these! (7) 

• ^*U (1 rSHjQjn! iDriuj^Ojnco 

cj'OTtGujG tncrr rr-n^>)«i(T) 
^^c^nen s. .c^u_uj(tuj! ^5m Cvcjt ca^uin 
3ii *brr>Gifi! Qahihui i.^ctt 2 i. u irT^a^niu 1 
r^uSlrj^J) £> GT>i III Gyii ilV 

JCnc^lu 






€li ' ^"fcTtlujnujf LffTf7)a>L. 6VI G^rTuuifi 1 

(^LnrTfl^ ,^|p|KJ tt (gin n)CJT( l p L D ( €lin5«9.(lp\h 
I?, ^rtV»63t. 


O My wedding-prince with glories that 
break my sinful heart! O Lord who rides 
the fierce Garuda, smiting death to the 
wicked Asuras! O Lord reclining in the 
deep ocean on a thousand-hooded serpent! 
My words and deeds and I are you, 

1 know not how to worship you. (8) 

lijrrCT^ib 5 ,nCc 3 T ^cuCz^n QlDojGuj 

!M(£) cSHW'CUU.Jib (g • ^GyifTcO 

GUfTcn 2_ujrr CSjtiluib Ctujz^co 6i65T? coroenn-} 
IV H <*>i C ID GTUJ^GU CTG5T? £TGsfl gyjLfi 
LLJ IT67311_0 f ftlTCvJinUJZb ff)CT3TQ|LD 

ifcnALb (T)fTGin ,^cyu_vbcvi: 
cuncrr ujri jU> iDCHGjfl di^if^rvjn^nuj! 

[f<GTt ^ircnacncn ctisstaGa. 

If it is ime that I am you and Heaven 
and Hell are also you, then how does it 
matter whether 1 enter sweet Heaven 
or Hell? And yet my Lord, the thought 
of Hell docs frighten me! O Lord 
residing in sweet Heaven, pray grant 
me your feet. (9) 

tfjrTcnAfetfiGti citfai^Caj $>cr>i».*g J zjj«iCYJzj zflfr)ui_i£> 
£,«,/> Gun <. 7 n< 9 jibtorr it) n<g> 

C§>nGn«vGncrr ^55) 5 >|L£g£) 1 creffi 2>_aSlcng 
^fr) gSIcJDCO Cl<9 UUZ*)<£n651 Gzin^l 
C^nGn^cri ^u^OibSjnuj! (ipu^^cn ^iiSla^mu; 

gllG55G33TLDCVjnft 5iGS5TZK6n ^uSlgZb^nui! 
^ncTTAGii ^1$ij£,&>miGunmen ^uflg&zJjrruj! 
^ifilujGcrrGii Ouillui ^uLiGcn 1 

O Effulgent lord of thousand arms and 
thousand heads, thousand lotus eyes, 
thousand teei and thousand names! 
For the gift of your feet to this destitute, 
— my Lord and Father! -- 
I give my priceless life to you, and 
embrace vou to my heart. (10) 

Ouiflu.1 ^I JI )65"i65Ti_j ^iuucncn, 

fi (rK^^lac*5T m icyx,in tpoVLuii/i,/*. 
. ffluj ^utitfnGJi c 24|ulk5ig5i 

c. a > .vA(/v zkoI^ Mt icarr 
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Ot-jrfluj sucnjT rr gugjtt fli-GAduOT 

CusraflCTT ^uSlfl^jgjjOTlCTTjlb 
a_rfliu ClsfTGu iDnc^cu ^cncuujib i ^cufblDnaj 

s^LULusurtih Qg,ffC53Ttf>rr f^ffuftilGa. 

This decad of the thousand songs 
by great Kurugur city’s Satakopan 
on the Grand Father, — Brahma’s 
father, Rudra’s father, the Bard’s father, 
the gods’ father, and the sole father 
of the world, — Devotees!, master it, 
you too can attain liberation. (11) 

8.2 / The Girl / The Tenth 
Separation 

Nankal | Dvijavanti \ Adi 

jb^iAcn Gurfl gyjCD cn ^ujr^jAfrCcnfi! 
Jbii>Opciru_ (tpcsTq r^n-crafl 

ojncjr G^csTnr^j s?_CDpi,(5)ih ii>riiT)ir)iD 
vugu* iDnilCi.tirr; 
-9fuu ^ip(bCp,OT; 

£>'- (tp&nc\j Quran iglroiDmug, 0jCrTnjjbCg>a5i 
Qeijr^Aarcr u©cncuuSl<an u n/hdn crr^C^ncn 
cunGRnancjT Gqjotjftiq. 5 Cl^csrCg). 

O Fair-bangled Sakhis, I am shamed by 
our wicked one. 1 look for words 
to speak, I find none to face youwith . 
My bangles have slipped, my colour has 
faded, my breasts are sagging, 
I faint. Alas, I went after the Venkatam 
lord who rides the fierce - eyed 
Garudabird! ( 1 ) 

i«T5Tiqfl Cl« jfTji^ljj), jnrflcvj 

£, Ga>iu£lujn Gag^ii) 

n;6 * , 0 && a-«r.0A(«jib tnqcnui ^ibC^rr* 
fl.n€^rT^ls?nrf)lCc' J C5i gji gn L 

* n63st ^ raison 

ufrlcssiareicnn C^ndr Lb'SiAcrrGa,n M)C ffT* nWj 

as^Ihiui tnyfri rf*I 63 .ib ClAn«ha Jn «i 
»nfenh In ‘ * u - 


O Sakhis who are good at going to 
him and getting your favours! Alas, 
my wicked self has no words to 
unburden my woes on you! If ever that 
rogue with comely lotus eyes, our lord^ 
is seen here again, how I yearn to 
receive from him my lost bangles 
and my lustre! (2) 

ancuLD ^gtjctta^cu ^cucuncu, oSlffnGffiCuj^ 
f^ncaT ^cnOTa£lcSTrf)lcucsi; acht® 

<g)lTCUli> ^r^luju LJL^I 5.tDfbGg,G»T. 
gjCu r^]0,cv?fr! jjne&r cigjt? 

ldcvjjt Q{b®ii> Garr$ (^ipibSj 
<^arnv_ (Lp^lcu GUGTOTcnfTiSffT, /».crrua» Jr 
Cancu cuenerrOuja® lD(tct>ld Q^fTCTTGUfToa 1 - 
<*T£F>i9,CrnGOT (9jrTG\j^ipLD 3t iYi_0 (^1 o G3tG fT). 

O Fair Sakhis! It is Time that will end- 
not me, just wait and see. I have borne 
heaps of slander, now what use shying- 
I will wait as long as I have to, but get 
my bangles and my radiance from th^ 
dark hued effulgent lord, my Krishn* 1 
who took them. 

MU o CteJnCrD®n ctcSi 0*0(9^^ , 

CAfTcucuencn, O&rTL^ALi) trrcvJ^^ 

ufT ® UJ 

i.l©jCU63^GnujnfT<^pCTi ufl* GS’ 

iDfli_5, Q&niq uD^lcn .. ^ 

cucj^T^LLincu f£lanm iflnuj*, &r\ 

«=>V co ijn^c^Q, c_ujn^,A Qgijcu Gi i (in 
.f^l«)a>«.cr.<r a^A) 

O Sakhis! The wonder-d«*nCf^ 

Mayakkuttan lives westwards { _ 

Southern Kulandai amid g r °' C f 
and mansions. The deft spinner 
the war discus rode away ° n 
dancing Garuda mount. Filled 
desire, I followed; my bangles 
m y heart and all leh me- 1 sl ‘ 
shamed belore bungled friends. j 
what can I lose? 
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GU CVJ 6U GF> CJT rfluMlb , 

^>^(2) c^eUCjfT ITjLDlfiltfU ClJQC^I li cTTGUCUnib 
^anifliun*fTGn! 5^ s> OTu ojCio^ngn ? 

' " '( 1 = ’•- trn^ assj^l, €^^€ucjrn/j) 

a_ S3a iRci J iift&(£»b 
<&jpcvj 5_fcn L iu *» . A Q^nen 
^^cvtcncvj ^uhCrf) n<£l iglcnGJTA^fbi^fTCcv. 

°Sakhis! The lord has .in effulgence that 
^P s a ll like moth-unto-the-candle. 

rough countless ages, great seers have 
*. ° u &ht of him and failed. Are we the 
rst to desire the discus wielder and 
rna ke him come into our midst? Tell 
rrte ’ are your words proper now? (5) 


S^cocncvi <$4ir Ctf ri$ rglcTiGJT^^rc^rT^, 
^ncu^crr^u, J^ir^r. ^<^r>i£>Gujnnd ) a)a,^i.D 
^©ncu ^cvjn^cyi <9*,ipui|0 Gaujiqib; 

G^lD LOfT^JptD (o^ fT(J3RJTl__ fTCJT J 

ioo>ir^ gjcjji gjipnujib £,"0"^ 

^ <^‘0C-9,fT feXcjfVj ll^cCj? ClsfTCVjoJn 

Cb^o * 

IJSn ®‘ CT ^ UJC ° c<*P (2>‘ 

cucnrr/Clotnr) ionCcu. 

The radiant lord beyond 
cel r S ’ 1S ^ ar d 10 atlam even for the 
^ es tials. Be that as it may, he stole my 
T*^’ an< ^ denied me his pollen-laden 
ni\ JSl A^ aSt to whom can I address 
^ » ^ r ' cvances now? He sleeps 

a rnt’if ar ^ e ^ olus e )’ es in Kudandai 
fertile groves. ((>) 

,J n Gu ^ ffi r* 

r * SM jbnijcRncSi jfina^siicji 

, c v T ’ uTC^Tflil 

.. ^crrcintfsTL‘j ussrafTtiaafl cfili'iq- (i) 

VlQ J 1 a < n ? c M^»Ol(^lih«.ni_*.i n<SJT; 

^cin ^ cincncn^rT^n^ . 

‘ , '"^ W " * l ' An 'f“ l " fl ' nOT ran IoWCaot? 

,. 1“ •'oraiTjiib »n« iai jy, OT «nn; 

O n>ni.A* .@ 6 v, OTiai( ; u , 

fair SakhM» ffu L red Ladies ’ mv 

dis,»p D 7 H f haS deserled me, 

PPeared "«»"»« a trace, maktn, 


me prate “Mai, Hari, Kesava, 
Narayana, Sri Madhava, Govinda, 
Vaikunta" and many such names. 
What can I do? Though many years 
may pass, I swear I will see him. You 
may take it that you and I have nothing 
in common hencc-forth! (7) 

I^GDl ^coc^nsvi ujfTOT GYicnn^a, ^etflArrcn; 
qj <3i (Tn a rrcTi! u9 Cu <9i n err * ld aSlcvj^nch! 

uj [>)Lb inn«^ruriLL|ih Ojb^dth 

CJiCSTjT^jLD 4fp>L^UJ G»yJL_l_ltgij 0«5»fTCT3U. n CSl • 

C^HOIL LL) ID <^PGlJ(dJ^53P)(lp LD unn^Ai £yj lD 

^J^Tj 5C3T Clcurt)L_|Lb U^G^Vj ; 

acpl Lurr>u Lin< 3 thj^Gn C_t l9ctt emcn 

^e&Tjfl c^CUCST ^e^eu ^nswrClani rrCeyr. 

Out, out, my pet Mynahs, Parrots, my 
Koels and my Peacocks! He has stolen 
my health, wealth, heart and all else to 
the last bit. He resides in fair Vaikunta, 
in Milk Ocean and on Venkatam hill. 
Till my last remaining passions leave 
me, he will not see me, so get oui!(S) 

AffCJaTO/fcry^ui meai 

CT' G>51 J 

cn^O^iu ^uunco^j n ldciuiiO ^gjtctmtgu 
» nn63T» (^mGn G^ncu quqglj ftni .wj 
uoCTnc5j)jLh GbIwWtgyjiuTi t^Gnrnu.' inc»<nii->5> 
G^G3n fh{ rr^h (*^,ftw'h^KGrr i icx) 
i»^6L iSlarrm^ <r»«i fQGTr>rn<?filC^n^ 
ihfTt-jyr to Wi( u »dr t/Krt^ .' 

wiei'' 433 i 6 .ru fKWVJ nji^tvi f> ? rh>G»'<. , SiSn^Ki»Grn. 

O Sakhis! The lord of celestials is not 
the one to show himselt easily He 
came as a sweet tad, then grew and 
took the Earth, sk\ and all. He has 
beauiitul arms of exceeding radiance 
and mischiet. I have lost my diginity 
and my shame to him. So what can 
1 lose now? (9) 
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ffTGJT«p]Gnt_ (TjQj r^i^OT)<9ii£rr<3>fT«'iT! 

UJfTsir f£efi\4 OjUJGUg,! CT63T? 6T63T G<fj<0<S. 

CT bST CD C3T 

<QCV @CTM_GuJff5T ^GVjCcvjCTT <TT63TfTJj 
Cibi^liLiii ^0cnA<j, Cl<5,rTcnn0 

ucvj Ortj0Lb o*^ A»_ri (CTjnuSlibCiTjnQ 
UfTGU l£)$ 672,^1 c^ri C&ncu (£cu 
!bftj QfT)0ih 0OTT£)LD ttJ06U£i] tfp»UUfT«T 
fjjncn iDcurru un^ib 

o My fair-ban gled Sakhis! My heart left 
me saying, “Not thine anymore”, and 
joined the lotus feet of the 
lord, who came walking like a huge 
dark mountain with the radiant Sun¬ 
like discus and Moon-white conch 
in hands. Now what can I do? (10) 

UfT^iX) ^«1 l. 61J5,63T .j<T4££flC*> 
u>rD£D6)K3T unar^cn (ij}fr)(D g61lL0 
&0u ^KTverran £dn 

ftjcsn 00<5tei_rT,g <9 l .CftflU 63T G a ftCJHffln 
fjfy @fivj «£tjbg>n£) ^joir ^uSifjij^iCTT 
^cjDtfuiqd) \ vyjfy ^gcr>sClujrT0Lb GUGusunn 
6p>rr ^Gun <@^0^ 

^^l(5)lll ClffuOjflLO ^CDLQCijnn^ffn gjnCuD. ' 

This faultless decad from the Andadi of 
thousand songs by Kurugur Satakopan 
who gave up all his passions for securing 
Krishna’s feet, — those can sing this 
to the glorious Krishna lord will 
become faultless and attain everything on 
Earth and in Heaven. (11) 

8.3 / Svapadesam : On Tiruvan- 

Parisaram 

Afigmn \ Kanada | Adi 


in dunsTTCiMT tyncpcvn □ irrojfnyh 
^€2n«37enui infftTirji s» 6$TciricaT 

(,a 0,0 , inarairaach ^uim*6ti 

***•*'*• o4.fh1)/y CT.^.UjCi;6?P ff!G3Ti jn fl(J<S3<fl0i.Q. 


O Lord bearing a conch and discus, 
with Lotus Dame, Earth Dame and 
Nappinnai blending in you! Gods 
and Asuras everywhere worship you 
and seek refuge in you, but fail to 
fathom you. (1) 

tflJffffSTli) ^(£1UJ 5>fT63TLDCJn(n 

sirrrnCgj 

LDOCJuni Cg>mi)iT)ib Guncai iSlcnfl Qpuq ncawj}) 
£><3ncw »DfiLL)5)Gg)fni) 

A0C5JUJ UCu UGT)L_ ufl){£J XA p 

AC3TCU 

£1cJ3T U6T>L_ 

o^CTT rtCiu. 

Without ever learning the sacred 
Vedic chants, we have cut attachments 
and destroyed the woes of birth, death, 
old age and disease, by simply serving 
the radiant discus-lord who is our 
fortress of strength. (-) 


^cnniT; 5 ^* 4 *ii <*u>uu" ff 

GuniGryb efilcvi^iii) L 9dr» 

unroipi g-c vcpGOt 

Qjn^ib C^rr^oi <£*<j 4> Ooy^lp^ 1 

fbfU&njib 2)n(65,Lb iboQffuOTt^^CujCT 1 

Alas, nobody comes here bearing h lS 
conch and discus, nobody comes 
following him with his dagger and 
bow. I look out for him everyday to 
serve and worship him, on this Earth, 
but do not see him, alas! 1 '' 


• Cl | ifTlffi) . j |pflT)fT|<1 2 0 


mfi' 


Apttb C* r* JQytno* jh6*c**\ 






^.rrou) Ci a»nn ^yn^-n 'f* 

C^rrcuio ^rrii gtl^'gv; ^ncnJ)i^)0TT)l 


2 cn^oo.' • 
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O Lord who swallowed the Earth as a 
morsel and slept like a child, floating on 
. r.~ A lac rime stretches litre ,l~_i. 


morsel and slept like a child, floating on 
,, fig leaf! Alas, time stretches like a dark 
age and I drown in the desire to see your 
dark beautiful form. '(4) 

ClAfTuMurrrr 

U| tflfl 14 Uj{J) 

L piqUJlTfy $ giluS^CU Cldc^SI 

»*><%> 5 , 2 ,^ 

5>fT637 

^loujrTiT ^cvjcucvj (bcbin&ih Gena? 

«^C3tGj!T)6v> 

£>fT<tfT (£^0 £>frcfiliu c^cjn^CcbrT? 

•J Wjfl UJ fT G uj t 

O Lord lying still in beautiful Kolur 
and Pulingudi! What makes you sleep 
so soundly? Are you weary from the 
battle of Lanka or from taking long 
strides over the Earth and sky? (5) 

ucraflujri^i/iflrt ljCtcAgtiud uot3tuj ID ^nGuj 

An€3ij7tfi)c5T 

Qiiub Gn >mu a.«u/Owu ^cfilnuurrar 

CuxstfCoj it0 ctwt WGVTlh 

^ j (TC)6Ti rrOiJ. 

Being the lord of gods, he receives their 
homage, he wields a beautiful conch and 
discus, look! He destroys the p.,11 G f 
existence, he will come and li e ht mv 
heart with his gem-hue. ' ^y 


cu.^omn <w- tot, ufU,,,,^ 

ertarr 

* ^ ■%" ftiniba, 

in ( e lx) 

* **•»-«• g,* 

S -.^-rnGm 

The lord resides in Parish 

Lakshmi on his chest. Pi]p r ; ™ Wlth 

and go but alas, none to sa " 

SJ ' 10 him. 


“A devotee waits there longi ns , fn 
chance to go out with vou h 8 3 
your conch and discus". ' bea ^ng 

»*" ■» “•* 5 ^ 5 ^ 

Lord of discus who strode the 

mountains, the seven ocean, 1 ] 
die seven worlds in one step'o4/? nd 
will you consider and o r f n ,° Wh f n 

)°y ofsen-ingyour lotus feet" C ( g5 C 

l ° n astflu tSI,^tr S,? 

inn fTsirusSr eT * < ® ani -* 

«>■!.« overfl„„ in ,.r:^ 

° First-lord, Time m, ° UI; 
Master, my TirtTmaK 
comprehend my lord’s pI ? Can 

eVen brahma, Siva and the’ e P 
now what use talking> gods - 




^ ***. »<* - ^ 

*"*** **«,. '* 

***** •••» •“ - 
«-«wU —4 , A . ... 

The clear-sighted austere MunisTin^? l, | 

see Uie shore. The great etem I ° n,v 
0nl ? SIaild and worship. How c^ 1 * 
ever fully praise the lord wl^chm-n^f 
• he deep ocean, pray tell me! { \y 
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S-maujiT OeuJ) Cjbnuj ftcfilrr, ^(jsn £sh 
(jp la ujfTcnayr 

OJOTO mnuA .botctj, 

<0l_G<9>fTLJS5T 

2_sna Vuj CWsuClanemL. 

r, r. @ u uagjii 

■yfflr>„Cu; eu^conh 

L^rDGuaCa- 

This decad of the beautiful thousand 
songs by tall mansioned Kurugur city’s 
Satakopan addresses the tall-crowned 
lord who destroys the sickness of birth. 
Those who master it will secure 
freedom from rebirth. 


8.4 / Svapadesam : On 
Tirucchengunrur 

Varkada \ Malayamarntam \ 

Rupakam 

ujfTcjncgr u)n uxancuuSlcai 

U ^ JL| S* 5 * 3 * 1 * £ttDJ 5 > 0 >l a-mjilm 

& ~ n <£>6OTt i_in A6 ST uSln 

'' n&Qrii&G }T 

iDGufi^ a & CUngar^ ^ urjCOTCtD^ 
-unn Al „ iDrrub 

^CT^CtfiOTT,^ ^irfcg, 

Oaitctt ^roronujsn 

I00a<Hj)®n©) CTtio,sTT CWonnGai. 

The mountain-like tusker rolled, 
overflowing with strong drink. The 
creeping mahout was killed, the 
display-wrestlers routed. The petrified 
kings on balconies turned and fled; 
Kamsa’s head was crushed, when our 
lord of Tirucchengunrur came as the 

victorious cowherd lad! 

°**»"**l, umr.p^, txw&xb 

lOlft CTG3T ^uuo, 

J) 1 i ri nj ^ np Q J GO ^ j) I J ^ ( 

... 


OsHiMbUjCU 2 _< 9 s(<jTpLD C<£ 3 bLD U 631 GOTT {£$ 

c^inj(2j LDlT«fCl G3TfT) ^euGUfTCV 

UJfTiJUlT Ulfhgu (TTOTT ^LDn ^OTitJJTlGuj ? 

Our sweet destination 15 
Tirucchengunrur where fish dance 
enchanted in nectar-sweet waters of 
Tirucchitrani surrounding our first-lord. 
He is the lord who takes 
various forms to create, protect and 
destroy the world. Other than him, our 
ambrosia and master, who can 
be my refuge? (2) 

<ncjr Ci U 0u>rTQT ^cmflujcuA CIu^ld"^ 1 

f &}(£) f^CUlb frli £.£ ctud 
(ipcinc<r>OTT gi j&\j gp 

(TTOTTCtflGSl QT IT) CUD Cl U^lO rtGJI » 

$ Qa 0 ^ sin nQfl gu 

uSunco 

l£)OTTfT) CTLD Clu(fTjlDfT63T ^i a ^CuGUnOJ 
fflcncmlnQ^jub iSlr/jlgjj ^svjcdcu err 

My eternal lord came and measured 
the Earth and sky. He rules over me* 
destroying my past Karinas bv the 
root. He stands in Tirucchengunrur* 
jewel of the South, on Tirucchitraru. 

I cannot think of a refuge other than 
his lotus feet. ( 3 ) 

^Guencvj cTGSTtf^u Qi Ai 
r^cniTjuju Cun hd nuj rQifln^g* 

| J I LDfTfaoo' CTLDlDfTCin ,g,i cO 

•-cArrevj iDncrsfl^^tb ctgst ^ id ■ fin can 

currtnjjj t <1,, , 4 ^i. { 

$ (r^ a 0 .3 na sin gjjr rig, ^^,ai1<p{DfTg)j 
C1 uDujld&t>ldCui rfjlsiniy) (hld 

^O/Cv ^(jCfi^- 

Then he came as Vamana, his fram e 
grew and covered the Earth. M>' 
beautiful gem-hued lord then als° 
churned the ocean. In Timcchengunru r * 
where plantain, Areca and coconut trees 
line the sky, he appears in true fonj 1, 
standing; his feet are my refuge- (^' 
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^n^ncj^iLn ^Gutaflcu Cgtuit^ ( @gucj>cu; 
■5«g»J QufT0GTT ^H6UCnC3T 

^OuC^.g,i ctg3t ^ 4 ,c*j' ^lonjbgji '• 

S^bOjrr^J ^CUCTT 2_6T)0<^63TIO 
Jbcocvj njfTdrriD^rpCiunrr C<njcrr^Slu_|6n in05)5? 

fb£))ih Ljcrift sfilaoiLi iD6ypn)&(0)ua 

!bcucvj fi^cn tnni_g, 

CTCTT5.0 oOgsti - 

Any other refuge is not different from 
him, who is all. This is true, but even 
l hen my heart seeks him alone. Hence 
his abode in high mansioned 
Tirucchengunrur is my only refuge, 
w here the fragrant smoke of the Vedic 
sacrifice clouds the sky. (5) 

CTC5t *( 2> <T>CVJ ^gcr>C33 T (TTOTTgiJ ^fT 2>_uSlc310. 

@C^U5 ujCJjIT 5,£EjOT>g) g,rruu 0> 63*631631 

OjCjr6iT>CD r&4 [*S^ ^»"U c9“l rflujn63163TS) 

& { ID At uCTTfflfl <2>4 LDLD ^633631 

incr^Q^nCTi fin Q^cumiSlijGun guGW* ^Igu^ild 

^ujgjjuh ^n^ub G£>tl)i_ifTn Gunjjp 
<Vcr '^ • «Mich £)ot3t inrri_5, ^(^^Clanii^gjr^fnflcb 
<^2>€pJ6TI AGtfpCi C<?31. 

J have {bund the refuge for my soul, in 
*J l &h mansioned Tirucchengunrur. Here 
7 Asides amid three thousand devotees 
w »th Siva and Brahma. He is father and 
pother to the celestials and the sages. 
j/ e reclines in the deep ocean, not 
nowing his own nature. (6) 

^(n5<3^<T)ir>niT)) AijhgnigiT 
* , * ri GTG3TJT)Jlb 

'*'* O^ujuj A,1£>CU0» AOT3T65Xllli> QtffiijftJfTuaU) 
Oa\u\u ff^AujLb 

Cl<5lLIUJ <5 iLQGvj fi—(jj$U_|Lb CMujU.1 
«9 »lo«vj uinnLjib CUujoj e. gsm u_|ib 
*2* Oi!Ju)uj (ipiqtqu, dj,n^ib uoii 041 b 

L See lhe lustrous lord standing in 
irucchengunrui- with lotus eyes, lotus 
otus hands, lotus navel, and lotus 
CSl ' coral Ups and red garments, and 


an auspicious red crowm; his radiant 
form with ornaments and five 
weapons fills my heart. (7) 

Os^y) r£!cu<2>C/fc€uit gjncsTiDtaiQDGujnn 
a gt>0>3«_uiS! ^<5>^Lb^0<^<9f^0GrriT)jrrtlcu 

^ 5/fl QT) Jb ri JT) IT) ril <»> CTi Q UJ fT «r> Gyi 

l_|0,IT ClftfTOT OHT63TSUfTAGTT L_|i£>j 6'$K_LD £F)63TG3363r 
^i&tjn GU631 671AUJIT OgulD £6'LfT)GnrT) 

^rfjlCojG^rr Clun^j^j opG^cu^uD 

LjCDl—uOutT^I Cl5» <9> n l—ILIQJ Ci 63*■ 

The lord in my thoughts resides in 
Tirucchengunrur, worshipped by sages 
and celestails. He is the refuge of 
devotees. He gives death to the Asuras. 

I know not how* to praise him. He is 
the creator, protector, and the 
destroyer of the three tvorlds. (8) 

Licni lllClun^l ClSi(^luL|0j AntluGUGTl, l9niX) 

i _ i ij ld i _ i q <*jn *I'igv uiSl fjfTtTT ^gijGgst; 

{gcjOL ljl 4A(£) 6£>n Qkt^cvi ^cu^ncu 

g>j C 63* ; 

dfl>ip<zi4 ^60Gy>co; ujffGsnGiuq'-b gjfrGtoSi 

CWrcni LjQu^TTpiOHAyirm^caKJSiuin^jGji^GSTnn 

^ ffluj <?fi1acn£>Gojn(^l «ri^£iK4>ib 
rV><5T>L _LJ » J©Sl ^UJff)G3rta>4) 

$(rv,^dfliT)(T)fTi2)j (brt^,CG3T. 

The lord who is these is himsell 
Brahma, Siva and Indra too. He fills 
all the w’orlds and is himself all of 
them. He resides in Tirucchengunrur, 
no words can praise him, — 
with generous nobles, scholars, 
craftsmen and devotees. (9) 

<2# rv,nr^G3rtG34, (^«in ^Gijn 

c^GllTfl,^ <£>^6** X^^^rVfiD ^iPinn^GTH 
-S^lpmTiiK A.TT I 

3 A 1 ITrt (T> fT)T> m fh) o, 43P 0 a' n G5' G3 1 

^innib^, fin (^ipennu^ijGitft CgiiA lu 1 iV^,vn 

^l£M 4^ CDHupSL 

lOrtCuifTGTtfiP K n<fr*'jv -^WUMon63163! 
.'hnGiFT(i|>A63i6in ^loAnsG^t^es!. 
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The eternal lord graces all by becoming 
all of them. I have attained forever 
the lord who is Siva and Brahma too. 

He resides in Tirucchengunrur on the 
banks of Tirucchitraru, inspiring 
three thousand Vedic seers and 
devotees of high merit. (10) 

CgjGncn jbfcjnr umSincvA ||q(>flli|lp 

61irTC37 jT 5 ne5T(Lp<5,Gr>63T IDCOfTft}G3TT O&nuL^p 
ldc\jitl&gd<5lj u67>uft^) id rrC uj ncpCTT 
CftfisnOTT cijgytri (ft)(ri)fttfYn guott ftL_Gft>rnj(3T 
ClftfTGffTGJT g»u 

ciifTgsfls'jruSgjj Grnyrft OaujgxJ 

iSlnjcfil LDff . 

This decad of the thousand songs 
by Kurugur Satakopan on the lotus- 
navel lord, sweet as honey, milk, sugar 
and sap, who swallowed the Earth, — 
those who can sing it will end this 
drama and attain Heaven. ( 11 ) 

8.5 / Svapadesam : The Third 
Seance 

Mayakkutta \ Ahirbhairavi | Misra 
Cbapit 

LOmuaiSff* GUfflflCSHf! 

(nDlGS^anC^G^ftiG^asTn 1 ftcror, <&&>, 
g)juij Gftiijuj iDCi>n<5>Gnrr5 

Gftn^ft OftcuGumu (y><£lij>ft>n, 
ftfiUJCVi ft fTU)<5^ 

: T un0<PT)L U-MT, gjfTlDGnfJ <%gtt 

dtnsg, fffi .tbGufTCu Gu^cunGcar! 

6j»^nFjjT>nc?n ft> itC o\n ajfTrjrrCu.1. 

Vamana, my love! Your frame is a cool 
lotus pond, — your eyes, hands and feet 
are like full lotus blossoms, your radiant 
lips like their buds, your limbs like the 
dark leaves! O Wonderful dancer, wil 
you not come one day to see me? (1) 


ftncrcT gu rTfjnuJ ctoth?}] trrOTirr^j, 

/fcflcngjpuh cumijiD £i«jnft)g>) ^iaCu.iGjr 
gjnswfl fbGU ft>niL(^ , 

fj)01bnCTi £ 

ft,ncr3T CijrrtjfTUj! ^nuSIn^i 

iorr loncraVlftjfti 

r^rTcrr (*>«0 iDCficvjCLjfTcu ft.i_rrftCftfT^I 

(iptq. Gft/r OftGitcsfl ^iiuDnGcrr! 

With faltering steps I roam the good 
Earth in shame, I call and look every¬ 
where, with parched lips and dried 
tears. Alas, will you not come one day, 
showing your dark frame and glistening 
hair like a new mountain with a black 
Sun rising over its peaks? ( 2 ) 

( ipu*.Gftn ^tbiDir! 

Qld rnu u^ii ft.rir.ft, qcjvt gjijpnujA 
ft,iqGftfT ftGJffrtfraflu Oi j,in.-rCcs*! 

sTsrifQi crrl»/’ 

Uiq.Gftrt <JDft>(Jft> (ft)LJ5A (,CTh lD 

UOJffP Cl) PlLjLD, CMlOj C^jfT^lb 
gjjlq. CftlT @GF)i_ LL) LD r^tCiTnUftift,^ 

gjirgrr CuiTGv C2,ndT0pCuJ. 

O Lord of radiant coiffure, Lord 
of fragrant garland, O Rain-cloud lord, 

I despair and weep calling for you. Alas, 

I do not see you, with your befitting 
ear rings, your coral lips, your four 
arms and slender waist! ( 3 ) 

g)fl *5^ Cuncvi 0ft ) n€‘3Tfr)|ib jfj)® 11 

ft.i_n Oft,P£n G)Jtq.CL|lb fti^GuPlM 10 

Cft ftmeuft rt.£rJTft>i£Tyh 

QlftjgjJ ffTCST $CJ>fT)<b2>«& ,,T 

inn r^n OojGffctfl ld cm cu 5, crrC m g\j 

OJG53T ft,ITn £>GVJ (Lp^GuCt J*TCVJ 
g,fl jSliA ft»l.^jGtT ftiltfilcOGUnCGaT 1 

GTft>ft,nuj! OftfTcuCu tnni'Gi Cg^i 

O Lord! Your coral lips and dew -fresh 
lotus eyes and radiant form have 
occupied my heart, 1 cannot say ■ 
1 see you reclining in the Milk G^ ean 
like a dark rain-cloud on a sno' v 
capped mountain pass. 
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CUncicu tonilCi-SJT ^i^Gujcst 2_65T 

gjicnnu^ C,8n&)$> ^(r^uurTgjib 
ctcucdoj gou £h jgcn jjjnuSlrpj 

^■ncjn^Cuncxj ctc^jt £_eTTGn^urr; 
^CoOjcu CTdngpub <§^6^ Gdjri^»{b(f) 

2_UfTUJLb cr^nGc^n? yij £) /h.U 
LnCUCTOGV (GT^nGVllh (ipliggiJ a_fiS3TL 

ifirr tiih 0<*n-S53Ti_Gu 61j ctfin cnwG gtt ! 

O Dark-cloud lord who swallowed the 
round Earth and waters, I cannot 
describe the effulgence of your radiant 
feet. They are like two young Suns I 
of infinite light shining in my heart. 
Now how can the darkness of evil 
ever approach me? (?) 

Clfl,(TCTiJT| GVJ 61)GTOT€73TfT^ (cM_A 

Gfjl<STlOTlGu)OT < , 1637!<S^nn! *63!n653in! 6ldn 
6lifT63Tfn’ crfiSrrrjj (rrcyrcTfOTr 
t £i.cnfl, ®5 vuvSIl 1(^ c^CTiLp^bfbi^rTGVj, 
gSIgjjt ^^nGioci) lD633tGiocu g,nein 

dilffl d^nerr, LDfpir^i^^nGTT 

CcCTtGTT 2_63T fh l£ GO 5> n 63151 

6^^Tj(t>dcti GufTjgjj C^rrciifQnGuj 

o My Krishna, dear-as-mv-eyes, lord of 
the Universe, my Master! O Cloud-hued 
Lord, O Pot-dancer, mv Lord, 

1 am calling you. Come from the 
sky, or come from the Earth, or from 
the Ocean, or from wherever else, 
but come you must, and show me 
your lotus feet! (6) 

^'Ibgji C^fTGjTrrirru.] ;^63TCrj>cu, si_ eai 
£3"ioiujib iftrTtu mcvjfr 
(iP£bi£l Guibgii uj ngan rQr^ij 

(ipAuCij AsxgSIu UGJifftQiifjncTrGTrrTijj 
>^2>ft«nn at dcuA aot, gd.*,, AiT6Vj 

^ tcw 5>& ftjnuj 6gn eh^ ^noSIrry 
@®ucun<D, orjuiSl 

r^cun^gj ^tb^nGcyr! 

Come before me or else call me to 
lt-Y> Ur P res ^ nce ’ thitt I mav serve the 
lUS feet th >« strode the Earth. O Dark 


Lord resembling a black Sun of infinite 
lustre with glowing red spots of cool 
lotus eyes, lips, hands and feet! ( 7 ) 

G£>A(£)lb <£4li)LDrT£5T 2_((*j©Jkh C^fT}] 

2-6TT£mb ,-^crrupfogj) rfjfTGTi rha^ib 
Odhaa,#, Cld-^u uCu ^Lpn-fbj^cn 

An Grarm bCfontfliib O&jn^OJQJOTi fh<T®T; 
Ojfr&i cgajn g,u3&^fTUJ <^6inrr)| 

rpir 'jo ldli^ ciniofr fft^cn d>rru .>*_j 

Co • 

L|S>& j^cuG^ng) ajCS^LJuffftrr! 

ciimjru j Qun^gj^GiD? 

Everytime I see dark flocking clouds, 
my heart melts saying, “This is what my 
lord looks like”, and day by day 1 die. 

O Lord who drove the chariot for the 
godly five in war against the wicked 
hundred! Come now, is this fair? (8) 

^gjiGcim QucT(r^af>5>LD? liilcsi^u^pu 

u<nm_ujnijj! 67F)|tb ^gsditjulisii 

^gjOciJ C^fTiq uun^_lurTaj^nCcirr! 

6T6ifT(Tjj crrrbJ<£l , 

a^Gojuj (Uh& A0giJrbjCl«^fT6vj9 

^tx» inn (CVTCuld Qunsnni cf>rriji jnreen; 
iGgiJ QJnn G^nsncci 2_5><bn 

cDgjjeffirju lorLuCear. 

I weep and call in despair, O Lord of 
lightning-discus, O Lord of Garuda- 
banner! Alas, what indeed does he 
intend? Did he not appear in the 
beaut it ul groves of Mathura and rid 
the world of its miseries? ( 9 ) 

iSlnDJTjjgi inmurr! unrj^>LD 

CLjn^g, iDfTujn! i?, 
ftrrffu GUn’cSft 

iSlnieLicb c^iu kL j^mnCotrsT! 
uneyicn QqsujGuj Gunci 
( ©6i'T)irjj6n 6T(%i(^)ib a>fiSn(^l lal dfcfl sn 
&S lf P(b(bi (P«nfp Ou0 iDmtin! 

£»__ LSI 6cD 6<n CTPi)G(fb . 

O Lord who came and fought the great 
Rharata war! Lord who is Earth, Fire, 
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Sky, Wind, Water and all else! Lord 
invisible as the butter in fresh milk! 
Alas, Where can I see you? ( 1 0) 

GTfhiCflj dJjncjyrCiSiGjf,rrcar gjLprruj 
c^lDld rrcyt o>«yieinC 3 T mn&rr? CTcjrrrji crann)) 
fljmpJbfc Oamp&GTTrroj 

Oarr often £>4 ,u994>$jCT 
^cncuLL|Lb ugjgjjiii GucueufTiTACTt 

SifTCRT, g.6 iSlirjuCu 
iD<£lijp6urt ctgvjcSIL giXi ^n^cuGuj. 

This decad of the beautiful thousand 
songs by Kurugur Satakopan asking 
the lord, “O Where can I see you, 
my sweet Tulasi-garland Lord?”, — 
those who can sing it will enjoy bliss 
here and now, night and day. (11) 

8.6 / Svapadesam : On 
Tirukkadittanam 

Elliyum \ Suddhasaveri ] Adi 

ctcucSlmiD ■^ncj'icviLHib 5 > 63 Tencflt c*ip i 

ibCUCu frjlX 5 < 5 ,C« 9 , gjffjgil 

c2^ (ft^cti 0 a lu <nj n on 

,5hcuc^ ti gjipniu (ip 14 

^uucit 

Q«diQjn^,6TT cun^ii, ^jOjitGarCiD . 

The lord wearing a wreath of Tulasi 
blossoms, lives with fortune-favoured 
ones in Tirukkadittanam. Night and 
day worshipped with joy, he gives 
us grace and all else. (1) 

$ {fyh*, 143,5, nwT<ipih ciffjrt&rjica'ii 6 ^fr>oig>uju> 
c^cnCcn a. Gs\n}u_|ii) iSlqnGffi 
fh © 5 iJf lx* IT 

Os^ftyO, ^HOTfrjj ^03,3,6^0 

E_(ftj3,Cl3,l CUUGnS ^iH/OiCcn. 

Look! The lord has linked my thoughts 
to I irukkadittanam, and lives in both. 
Tis he, who showered arrows then, and 
destroyed the pride-filled Rakshasas. (2) 


<@n (ipcurr treat r0<S3Tcr^ 
SU(3GU S-GTJ^ibCtfjfTnrjjii 

U U fTCifT 

^IDIT lDfT(TCUC3T 

ld0g 51 2_€<n0^6^fD iDniuu lSI rjrrG. 

The lord was one, then two, then 
became three, then mingled himself 
into all, sweetly in my heart. The 
wonder-lord resides in Tirukkadittanam 
with the dame-of-lotus Lakshmi on 
his chest. w) 

LDfUUU iSIfJfTOT, OG3T GucOcfil<£n«T lD fTLLJ 

( 3 ) 14 O 3, ncron-"^ 

G&odjgxi c^tDqlT 

cunau Ou nu^l cu ldgst gjj C th nu9 cu 

ClftaOT3Ti_frGclT* 

The wonder-lord who cut my wicked 
Karmas has made my loving heart his 
cool abode. He lives in the midst of the 

radiant gods in Tirukkadittanam 

surrounded by fragrant groves. ("*' 

GAfTu9cvj Q£hncy5TL.nG3T ^^.GGaTfT^li • 

G<9,ftll9cu QftqGTT QffjUJGULb GTCUGumb 0$> n ±9 

CD €11(5)©#^ 

Coinu9cu Q^nswiL (3)i_5>36i_2j3) <=N 

The lord who lives in godly 
Tirukkadittanam has also made my 
heart his temple. ‘Tis he, — 1 . 
wonderful pot dancer, — who lS 
worshipped by all the temple gods.( ) 

3cvg>3> LD ID fT CT , Qi3,ntq.Cuj6jn «5^ M 

n>niug,3, ^ibiDnOT, 

g^_ CP 

G)<h<h f^Guctin (^f5^40ftn6ni£lG3T £?• 0 

The lord of Lilas, Madh usud a mo¬ 
dest royed my woes to the end. He In 
in cool fragrant Tirukkadittanam- 
Worshipping him will end all o'* 

/m 


574 


















The revelation / Tiruvaimoli 


^«5>nc5rri£ldfT ^i_ rr Q<9 >l. 2 _ ctTcn^jgjj* 

G ft n cf)l S> 

c£| CT3T (tptig£jlb 

Qy mD<nrwj 

iDcrciGraTGurr ftnih Clg,rnp GufT^rcun ^mb a»«b£rf 

Ibcnnc^ji 

The lotus feel of Govinda, — who 
measured the Earth, sky and all, — 
are worshipped by earthlings and gods 
ln Tirukkadittanam. Place him in 
your heart and end your woes. ( 7 ) 


This decad of the thousand songs, sweet 
as milk and honey, by walled Kurugur 
city’s Satakopan on Tirumal in good 
Tirukkadittanam will secure the high 
Vaikunta. Wonders! ( 11 ) 

8.7 / Svapadesam : The Eleventh 
Union 

Iruttmn 1 Kedaragoitla \ Adi 


ftnerr fTjftiTdwjn ^cncvia^fDrTjgjj cr r^j Cl ^ni^ib 
«uncn, gjrg iglcuii) Ai_eu ct ld 

ld n iu n} C a 

•^S****®^ &Q)iU> CTC 3 T Qg)(CT)0<t£> **%£> 

5>A(f>jvi) 5)C3T ^rruju u<£lGuj. 

The lord has many good citv-resorts, 
in the sky, on Earth and in tfie ocean. 
Tet he has chosen my lowly heart and 
Tirukkadittanam, as his abodes. (8) 

LidJ&cri 6 d(lQl 4 lMh^ 

' nnu J5v^CTrnco uDGaTcaf! Gftirirf^nyb^nGJT 2_Gnrr) 
•frOQ>& ^LDijn 

' <*) <54$» <$4^LUb<P g>nCc3l. 

The lord who lives in many good 
re sorts is the chief of cowherd-clan 
an d the eternals. He resides in 
godly company, in Tirukkadittanam, 
w hat a wonder! (9) 


• fj)n q a ujctotget, ^rfl, Gurunutfic.'jr 

Gmcfil CTTC 31 

^ 1 1 4 ft $> Coj^lujtT fTjflG-jnDCTUT) 1 ^( 731 ^ ,£*/0 h 
A '* Gon«T>CU $(fT)A0,i 4 ff^nsrrCtfl. 

The wonder-lord Narayana-Hari, is 
* a mana residing in my heart. The 
s ound of Vedic chants reverberates 

V r °V? h l .^ e £ roves °f Kalpa trees in 
lr ukkadittanam. (10) 


- •' sl O'un 4>,n 

nn ^ A) no <3i Gam ,«n uUntf 

•tvjn(T^l . . 

Go** 

diimfrCj 


cS^UJfb^ll <5j63T OufTOTT 

A4t44^^ip fcTufct nrjj 
crcr>cn^)^i ty* ucu fb,nan 

cn ip £ C ££>(£) 

Oi *• 2_CHI_ CDffiDCnfijl §)nfi 3 T 

GTCaJT 

2_co, 

\ol Oi n cjjrG l . 

I worshipped and called for many days 
fervently, and prayed that I be heard and 
bound to his feet. Lo, the beautiful 
Vamana noticed me. He stole into my 
heart and made me his. (1) 

ArtM^lt0T CTCSTg^j C7«THp 

Clrh,^* cS^ycT^ii) 
fp®i«rrfJ& Ggjujibgj) ^irr) iDGnesfl 
Ou^Lb anctT d>> gt^I jjirrji^(<J>) ^(f^cnClsiij.* 

QLJ(fTjLDnGyi 

c^nr^cri ^n^rr uincs? 

^ nf)lG UJ G cn. 

All the while he stood watch over 
my lowly self, destroying the reckless 
five that ruled my heart. What more 
grace from the lord, who graced the 
elephant in distress? (-) 

{h n <^ @<afl uineji 

ul<3T 2- 

i^r^di '«*> >• > rKl ^n-, cv. n G3i; 

fto Cvi G\j n gvi , 

gIi intern tncafleC) 1 n r c rK « <rn 

^ (A.'6vi: 

iD^bTi ^nfeijrrrG^n'? inn-ui 
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More precious than the three worlds 
he reader me dispelling darkness.' 
Wl. a , a strange wonder this is! More 
than this, what grace can there be? (3) 

U ' n “ J ““*«■* "Ara. 

opala my lord is the lion of the 

St V *? ! hdl1 dcceive «e no more 
; ' ‘ ,m (n ? ks - He placed his pure 

in all the world"™' ^ ^ 

»asBsrs3ar 

©*3,0, @dlCa) ei "^ j Sn 

M *« ,i *<•* *S>D< ^r‘" i 

T L Ourr^Ccir? 

worldfT'he^ 15 ^ byaH the 

eem her a radiant mountain 
gem, he came and stood in my heart 

Does anything else matter now? ( 5 ) 

QU "^ OlJH®* 

. n . g>G*TGjfieO 

(?)U>CU ‘ SWcr>OT UJ ™ A ® adwa^A 

GUnQAtfHih? 

r® 0 * 9 * 0 * **«*,&,.* 

"" U ’" n '' . - -■■■• e . 

... fc-Jb^ujcrCcn. 

L hc 8 'T me sonie thing else of value 
hen „ ,° wollld h * h 

to. He stands in me like a mount,m. 

gem, with coral lips, lotus chest limbs 

and eyes, and lotus navel. ’ , 






CTffjjdi flu j/j Al {ft : • o . 

GJJCTTfTuj^Q^ffg^^ 


(jpfT)j6VjCckJfi(^l cTQigji s>_(PT(rrr£)<£l 
«^CbCijrru*j ^cjrjgl, ujadr ^r^CojOT LOfPjpJ 

He stands before me with lotus navel, 
coral lips and pearl-white teeth, wearing 
radiant ear-rings. He is of exceeding 
effulgence, — Oh, with a smile 
I could embrace! He stays in my heart, I 
do not know a greater grace. (7) 

UMTjrQj ^0<ir; CT 

ifjl Ijnt^TfTfT 

Ocij^Cg, Q,5, u <j>irtnALl0 

&.#»<$)£>* 

' 1 - iK ” ^Ib€tD«,U4GTT (T.pfftj6VJ^«i> P^ 

OsjSluia oufljjjflsC, CWenrQ 

fgl S3 tC 1 © fT l£l jTj $ - 

The lord graces for nothing those 
whom he chooses. A greater grace 
I do not know. Containing the three 
worlds in himself, he has come to stay m 
my small heart. (8) 

cuuSlfbfSlcu Q^n^rQ 
wuSljbjtfcu CUrtdnQ ^ 

QpGL|CVJ0lij 

Gum njrglcu QthnGhrQi $Gn$)G)icktai*ib 

, j) 

Cu ailrpnSlcvj Oo.rTCTjjrQ LOGJTtTJl 

ld^IjIlu rrCcu • 

The lord who contains the three worlds 
J nd all beings and celestials stands as one. 
•orever unchanging. I have him in in)' 
heart forever! (9) 

it .n^lujnsi, srs^, B _ 

»&> ^Cvi0o«63i CT£3TJ11 lD 

n CTuClufT^)l t ^ 

«7ui 4)cn«r ^iDfT^i a>enn 

unip&t gyj ertrtev 
^ QliJ ALiiu unu)j_| ^CT>633T 

uQ*r'G t *+ u, ‘ 
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1 have placed in the recess of my heart 
the lord who sleeps on a hooded serpent 
deep in the cool Ocean of Milk. I shall 
never tire of contemplating him.(10) 

nu Ljnibq ugcwsn, ^(f^ifincncu 

C<? it client Gudar 0 8*^ n b 

8 L_C< 95 fTuOTT 

(iP'4uundT CU'TsjnrjT ^uSt g£>g>J 

^gstlold 

^ L -& ^ii) Crbri^^ib fijfflfT 

ACTOTAbTT 

This decad of the thousand songs 
hy Satakopan of Kiirugur city 
addressing the lord on hooded couch 
' v ‘ill secure the grace of the red-eyed 
lord cutting rebirth. (11) 


®-8 / Svapadesam : Oneness with 
the lord 

Kankal \ Varali \ Adi 


Q 


Q 


Qu«fl lUCTLiniij , 

OJITtmi) SL-GnCcn 

'^uorn uoj «g,L_(T ,£geu0 

Gfilcu0 (^6OTTi_.6Ua)5)6in 

evj^jTc^jrsn J c3,._n ^Lpijq ujtstn 
5)IT€5T(^ Cg>ITGTrOTT, (£)CTfl <3nriTf*J0,€3T 
.grrjj^ cijnen ^upujndff 

fJ>(T|)«UGJP uj.Guj(S3t 2_gtt gn jtG. 

Someone stands within me with 
^ge red eyes and ripe coral lips, pearly 
iite teeth and radiant dangling 
( ^ rri ng s shaped like Makara-fish. 
ark as the rain-cloud, he weal’s a radiant 
r own has four arms, and holds 
dutiful bow, discus, conch, mace ai 

uagg er 


and 

(1) 


^ *MlOl 2_ GTTCTTfTGTI j £> l gC.> iTTTCtT 

■ cnna&6\jrui 

1 'iquicin lj n uj i nsji 

*>t' Cin,., 

. . Oue-oK-2 

^«rat rteSUto a_ibun ^*^0 


The lord in my heart is also in my 
body and in the world and beyond. 
Celestial lord beyond pain and pleasure, 
he defies all definition.The celestials’ 
body of knowledge, the glory of eternal 
joy, he has the nature of pure fragrant 
dew-fresh flowers. (2) 

g ^rrrrdrl cu 2 _ibun 

^ 0 cti n C\J 

S-fpib^ufT^ilQ <rr<sn 
a_ cstfirrcfilcji 2_ cttCctt 

^gjjCllLD £.,'<4* ^i(fT)CcTT; 

e_GTOino\|UJ £■_(ftjib,i_ib»_|ib 

UjJT)(Tj| £J_CuUlSlGU<£JTbtjlb invb 
2_OTTtbcr>6iiu Qurrj asnirgjgjj £gnr) 

ujncQiin 8) it (son n uj 6^ i^l itG t'si. 

To attain by his grace that celestial body 
of knowledge, I placed him in my heart, 
that too by his sweet grace. 
He made me realise that consciousness, 
life, body and possessions are all useless, 
then became myself. (3) 

ujngjjiD gifTfifirruj ^i^iTj^nGtfusaT 

UJ fT*JF)j lb CTClJ IT5)|5j|i) ^Lp 6 iJtG (ST IT CTi G*fl 

^u^ljib, ^jilmijpib, L^giDfaniib 

U UG3T6dJiai5) <?)6«5^(ipajC^ncy 
i LJ fTQ^I ID , <9i tifTtjJT^| Li 

ScugsVIgu 2_ uSl tfl GVi, g> csanTc&caflcu 

rQsiiifn tfp)65T<snin s—OTnnftC^Ccn. 

The lord who became me was there 
before all things and beings. The first- 
cause w ho cleaved himself, and became 
Brahma and Siva, — sweet as honey, 
milk and sugarcane juice, stands in my 
consciousness, in my life, and in my 
body. I have realised him. ( 4 ) 

r^lOTm Gjocyrc^rrj 22_Gwrnir,Uo,c5ni5ifff\ 

n^jGOTi GibHCTMfl «*M^i tUsrtnji 

6£><£niQ|iD curing)!; 

s. Gireiaibgjiib GiDvjyjib <9>ncOTTij 


577 











THE SACRED BOOK / Divya Prabandham 


Cl<963l0j CltfOTJTJj UgiDUflLD ^LU, 

LU^gjLD gCJTf##, C^lijlbgjJ ^JD(DJ 
Jb^fpJ <?TG37p 

ff)COTg)(TUJ t .k nS3TLD <£b t_rFj<5)G<2)■ 

I have realised the permanent one, whose 
nature is so subtle, he cannot be spoken of 
as ‘this* or ‘that’, much less be seen. 
Becoming finer and finer till nothing 
remains attached, he transcends good and 
bad, and transcends all knowledge. ( 5 ) 

lb<am)fTLU 0rT6JlLD ALfb-aiGufTllJ 

crojcumb n’-iTgjgjj 

c^csTflpnaj* &\ l_< 35) ,£1010 Clu^ih urrjjji 

2—CUU L | ^cu £2_€OTtrnijgjJ 

2_CMT(Tfb|9)| 

CWcSijT)) ^OTLJ 

AS^ffTTf^ UOT5 ^fb/T)fTffu 

^gstGit) ^uGurrGg, <£Q; 

^gjCGy djQ GSYnCiD. 

Go well beyond knowledge, and break 
the limit of the senses, contemplate the 
great endless continuum, repeatedly. 
Shed attachments and go beyond pain 
and pleasure. That liberation, then and 
there, is the only one there is. (6) 

c=W2>jCgyj cff0; djQCurbiry 

#‘GSfU2> 5,rTCp)L0 G<3jf^ 

^rgjjGcu ^rTg^jib u®JCU 
lungjih 

j t^yji 

^OTiuub 5>rrg)jLb C&rgrig,) 

CTgjCffU d?gl? ^63Tuii>? crrcjr^j 

Gnu&jgt,nn criu^jj&nn, CTuj^jibnCQ. 

Knowing this, with no atiachments, 
empty yourself, for that indeed is 
liberation, and the joy of Heaven. Noi 
knowing this, those who tire and ask, 
^ hat is liberation?”, “Where lies joy?”, 
will only tire and tire again. (7) 


<rruj&5)fTfT } erujftfljfTiT, cuij&fanh 

(TtOTirnj tgcOeu^rT^u) qrr>0>2)n^)ib 
OiDnuj^^j 

Gu rr^iiGu rrg)i •>_ on 1115,3,nG u rcu 
iSlgjGg, G7$ ^^jijn^LD 

ClurrL^1ii_|LbGufrgjj cub Qi_ii£)LDnG<J3in^l 
Cl^GSTfpJ 2 _Ct 70 U£) 

^i.A< 9 tfj.i 40 . 0 rT<^Gvj ffjCVJ 2_cn0uCu. 

Kith and kin will hover around 
and wail, “He is going!”, weep and fall 
and clutch your feet, as you depart. 
Cutting through attachments and 
rising madness, if you can only go and 
join the lord in your heart, that is 
well done! (8) 

< 3 s\_ 14 jb JD n«l ©j IbC'J 2_ &nfr) u n ; 

5 svi_rrcmLDCJMij<!j, s<r\. 14 Gam go 
cH^lcvi ujdgdctj 2_ u 1 n O^rTu}. gild 

lOnujGJT ^^jGcu; 

C§€*nL_lJ uWiJlOTjfl uiflCo, 

IT6L| IX) r£l <g>ipO-| LD 5,1^611 LDnuJ 
Gujn^flj^LD 

2_<sn0iD tycvctuxi ^cbcvjGrj- 

Tis well that we join him then; but till 

such time as that, the Garuda-banner 
lord is lord and soul is soul, so mind! 
‘Tis not hard to see men wandering 
in self-made heavens. Such Yogis 
are galore on Earth, they have been 
and will be! ( 9 ) 

s._cTT0,ii) j^euGncu ^jeuevj anuj . 

2_crTfjnuj ^icbcneu ^^Cuj 
£?_ cnrr crib spff^ojrr; ^Qjn error 

i 5 — <>n cn (Tn (* cprr GTf> rn <*£1 OT m <r ff ■ 

GllCn(ITjLD I Si 63"UT) LL| LC CiJJjUj I 9 Gfl 0 U_J 1C 

GurTOj, ^ GTi^CL^ I_b ip’ll* 

G1JGTT0LD 3,1 0U) Cl JfTCt» 

Clfij(tT)lGnjii) iOffi-i^in ir>rruj<i>G^n^‘ c - 

Mv lord who is, by ‘is’ and ‘is not’. h* lS 
revealed himself. My lord has eorm* 
to stay with me and destroyed forevt 1 
growth and decay, like the moon waxing 
and waning, like knowledge am 
nescience, like sunlight and shade. 
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^Sb^^ib iDmug>gxljb {b^ 

$(2)2>g>‘ OaibOurTsin Aipcu 
^(Ojcrfl @^2 ,^ld ^ibiDncnmb, 

^mcarnib, ^flciJ<?JT n Lb ^(^ lDnG ' JfTG ^ 
^(T^CTTu uiLl_ 5\_G«D>nU6^ 

£>ii ^uSltj^fciC" ud)&n<*> 

^^ 4^1 ^Hui^ijp 2)^ 

^CTOTOTTTCO 0>(fTjU>na3flA<ftGlD. 

This decad of the thousand songs 
b y Satakopan, blessed by the lord 
w ho destroys knowledge and 
^science, the lord who is Brahma, 
Siva and Indra, secures the lotus feet 
°f the black-gem lord. (11) 

8.9 / The Friend : On the girl's 
‘Affair’ / Tiruppuliyur 

Kuriimanikka \ Mand \ Misra Chapu 

n, ( n ) iDrrGrgfl,5, ( »j, LD<«ncuGi£>Gu LD6roflj5> 5)'— 1 ^ 
S^i-DCJnfja, 0,rr©0,6n Gurrcu 
^(^innncg cunuj actsi cn0> 2_5>£l , <!>>ncu 2 _«th. 

r£^<»>l £h€TI Cl <9 UJ 111 lSI <7 ncirr 
^(^iDficu cnbiDfTcn, Cl^t^ £n cu uj cu lLl 
^ 0UMe51o4,n 

^(!b ‘DfTUjCai CufT ^OTTlfj^U Cu^A ^CUGTT, 
Jt* C31 OP ifi n 

<@Sb!D(£) gtgsi ClaiuGa>Gc 3 tn? 

Ladies! What can I do? She utters 
n ° l a word, save the names of 
l he sweet lord of Kuttanattu 
iruppuliyur, who stands like a gem 
fountain with ponds. His chest, lips, 
e yes, navel, hands, feet and vestment 
are like lotus thickets on it. (1) 

^^cyicni^n! cr«n Q^LuG^cin? ^crafl 

(A,ip *>< n ^rruSlqjjtD ^COTf^liqtD 
^ UCU &i C^JfTQj , 

’H)j j^cti 4 icu ftcoefo 3>nein 

5 ctldQi i(rynn»an 

^On«T CliinL^GU l^llUjIT 

@a,Ccn. 


My Dear Ladies! What shall I do? 
She sings in praise of the crown and 
necklace and radiant ornaments, “Like 
the bright Sun on Meru, like the stars in 
the sky”, which the lord wears in Punnai- 
groved sweet Tiruppuliyur. (2) 

^A^ib jgcuen rglOTTnj] ^jjnuu^cvj Qun^ £n0, 
0 >i_eO £0 uu© <rrnij(£)ib 

tfTlflOlUn© QfFSVJGUgjj £p»UU, 

Q^F^ib *#n ^ (VP5>CU 
H^qjib Qun^ u67>l_ Gunn u*(£) 

^I<ffi(j67yi7u Ounsinipi€&2>^)ncin 
icsrafl Clff,©i£>nuib 
^(r^ugcfil^n ciigttGld . 

Night and day she stands and sings in 
praise of the bright mansioned 
Tiruppuliyur’s grandeur. Like the 
ocean catching fire, lashing balls of 
hooping fire, — his fiery weapons are 
impatient to destroy the Asuras. (3) 

ggrt h GU6T1U3 £lcnri G0H6.DCUujlb 0i(ff)lbu|lb 

Ou(nyb (*,ijp2)g3J 

cjn (iii id ^Gcnii <9)Goai u63i63«n& (fl)LL 
(bntl©5> ^l^uncSli^n 
Sn GUCTTib ^<?nn a_633T© 

G^jQj iSlrjncjr 

Gun gdcttlo ^>1 ffnii(£,0,63Tf£>!u Gusa ^^cofin, 
j@Jcl l^6?P€in ^(SDLpGuj. 

Yoked bullocks plough the fertile fields 
in Kuttanadu, where groves and 
plantations grow tall to speak the 
wealth, — of the lord who swallowed 
and remade the world, the lord ot 
celestials. This bright dame speaks to 
none, except about his glories. (4) 


i jGTxai $}<sr>ip0>6n ^W«>. 

U.J10 L|g}|A<9iGraflui I lb 

f^lcncsTii^iD £n<^nimi.i 4 j»i .^wcsrgii 

H 11 

Sii^GjTuSlgpian ib d,n»D60'>n 
0)6331 $<rty'n i^Slu^n 
^ipCiD63161)63ft <£UJl 

£1^ ^(n^cn ^ipA^twC-cn. 
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The jewels and the dress she wears, 
the joy in her face, — ever wondered 
where they came from? Oh, it is 
unthinkable! In the cool tank of 
Tiruppuliyur, where a large lotus 
blooms, she immersed herself in the 
grace of the lord of the worlds! ( 5 ) 

$rr)0> 0>CT51GS3T fJITOTT 

(2) Conrbyfyemnihfy 

ujffcntb s_gtt; 

»^0cn ^(r^cnrrco ^jckot GtfanjTjj 
Gair 5 jcot 

<$♦!£) <h(Lpf 4 ) £pdvt 
C1 1 n cu ©Si uu cvj Qacucfil^jCip. 

There is clear proof that the slender one 
has received the favours and the grace 
of the lord. Her lips have acquired the 
red hue of Areca fruit, that grows in 
Tiruppuliyur graced by the lord. (6) 

OiDcvj^cmcutf Oacbcu ghost G/hnt$.u t_|CU0> 
^cmh gjrrctr &x(±p&GST 
UTOu^onCu lDi_ ©j CnfTCiTup IT-gST £h«fl 
OJGTJTLD ^LDjjpjbgjl 

Ljco^ancu^ frrrcu &_cu£ijib 

ftcror ^(r^ui-ifSly^n 

iccucvjcvj ^ix) Clacucu a aotjtcoiot gjfTcn 

jbftncn gib iol-GiiijCcu. 

Betel creepers with tender leaves 
embrace the Areca trunks there. 
The cool breeze blows over ripe 
plantain fruit and wafts the fragrance 
over caressing coconut leaves 
in Tiruppuliyur. This young one 
has attained the feet of the affluent 
Krishna there. ( 7 ) 

i/ii curjcvj ^GiroioTiHiiAL 0 ctot QancucvSta 

GflncugyjG&CJT? UlCVCTTCUfl G<j>©>gu 

cm Clicnijj) ineinmGijncjTTrr Gcij< mcrfil iq gti 
G rbu'j ,s^\ ipo.j GiifTciiT i |di^ Gi imu 

iOGT> £>0,(0)111 

&6WT ^(ITjUqoSlvLLri 

t-H-c^lUc^ ^joicjimunGST 0 jdn rj,n»mh rS>JC\jC\jrr©j 

UfJGUITCTT @cuGcn. 


O Ladies! How can I make you 
understand? Good scholars of the 
Sanskrit Vedas feed the fire whose 
smoke clouds the land of the celestials 
in cool Puliyur, home of the serpent 
rccliner. She only prates his names 
forever. (8) 

U0<S\jrTGTT ^GUGTt (£)©JTrr)j ^fJfTljuAGU U^l \>•’ 
rQ rp<*ji <0 , got cot L^onoT 

iDcznrr) Ccu$ih»t C£©S) 
Gg\JCOCVJh51g 3T f^CfTipi ^C\S 1 t-IU, 
diijcvi^n 0)i_ih Qgjrrr^jih flbfTLD©nij0' *luid 
f^lcSTfgi ^cu^lb 

L 0.ip©3fls,CTT (/K.JC <cS^lli,nu 

i |Aijp ^crnfil tnibCn). 

Night and day she speaks only of the 
cloud-hued lord who resides in 
Tiruppuliyur surrounded by fertile 
fields, where alligator ponds are 
aflame with red lotus blooms, and 
sounds of beautiful music rise with 
Vedic chants incessantly. ( 9 ) 

&cnrfy mjbCiDrm a^umuib ctgtt? /gener 1 

^jCOT gjljpftlij (MDip^cvj 
(^dnrr) lD n LDorafl la n i_ in n crrTl <9,<9, 
( 0 )iprrrC 0 > 6 n ldcu^I 
G^TjCin ^jQcn gth $©i<5)iii i jcoij (^Ci 
rb n L-(^ 0 ) ^l(fTpUi 4 oSlu^rr 
f£)cirt0 IfJfllUU lSI QfTGST $ (TCj Cl I (fT) GtT IT lD 

@cucn Gf^nLiilL G<?). 

Or else how does her person waft the 
fragrance of Tulasi? She surely has received 
the favours of the Tiruppuliyur lord, 
who stands as a beacon in the Southern 
Kuttanadu, amid beautiful jewelled 
mansions rising by the score. (10) 

Cr^rfULL rfjlcHinr) opcucu^A^ib 
5,n(U<3,GST fh 231 

CiTjiTuili. Q^ncon ii G^ncorurr General*-n 
Gfl)nGOTt G5T 0 1 G^irtuCBT GflffTCV) 

GjfjITl Jl*. l_ UlfTcn©) ^l,U.Sl05)^jjCtT 

pencil 

Gi?>nuui_iTfT ^Gun GfbfTtjLLfTiT Qjfj(^)inni!j(5> 

A4»^*arur) G^ujujCgu . 
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This decad of the beautiful thousand 
songs by Satakopan, devotee of the 
devotees of the lord who is master of the 
three worlds, will secure a life of service 
to the lord for those who recite it.(l 1) 

8.10 / Svnpndesani: The winged 
chariot from the lord rejected 

Nedunutl | Kamboji | Rttpakam 

^0tDfT<b/pj &P9 $<**£!**" UPlbsttjtb 

Q*nQ tDfT ^<ru<ri>T 

^CuJ <3N*>Cuncb, 

cuzmftt cresr? <5M&Cg»fT! 
cffluicar $pct|CO(2> Clufl^cpCio. 

1 only thought I would serve the lord. 
Lo, my evil Karmas disappeared 
instantly without a hitch! Bui come to 
think of it, other than serving his 
devotees, can there be a greater wealth 
in the three worlds? (l) 

.jnGcn ^rrCv*yi ^ijCynKjyjiu 
ljujcu CldaldGljhcvj 

^thtijncrsT uchTictt ^.tpcO ,**><1 A^tji 

0 LuClD ,-5H«q fclHLD £><&>©J f 5<o3TIT) (1 >7 

49 l 5 > 2 > 0 >rT< *’ T ^UbcntuGuj 

uu»G«ar £jt)c3iuix> CluiT>.0gji 

a_nj|Gu)fT ufTC^GujgjiAGA? 

The wealth of the three worlds and the 
enjoyment ol one’s Self i n heaven, 
put together, -- will it equal the joy 
I have found here and now, through 
serving the selfless devotees of the 
cloud-hued lord’s lotus-feet? (n 


£_n>]Cu)n urr<sfilGiij(^j5t0? 

a-CUdMi) £p«Trryib s?— l_cbi 

ilfjjjiDfT t.Tcn 

Qaff>antx>CT>rja,o,n5T 
2>0iajn rflrai!) Ibrsti U>«un^n*,£ip u 

■Wra’iSI *)«b«ir‘ dlU>ujnfti 

<H(rjju>n iDoflarjniii srcstuiicn 

^esutunn ^,iibiCa> iSIrtlujCa,. 

Is it proper for me to join the lotas feet 
of the beautiful manikin with lotus 
eyes, — who extended his small frame 
and took the worlds, — when his 
devotees, great humble men, mv 
masters, roam the Earth? ’ 

@rS,Go, <£><*>*. 0 * 0 ( 2 ) ®t!$*! 2 > &_©!>), 

®Oion ! 9euifc <S )d,*_ <a fe0 a _j J ^ | ^ 
0^^'G<5>f7«)5>g, ucvicncumiri 

0**’i»***Mto «« *,, huinetT 

(olLMTfbi^ fjijp u|Ag><9.crr qmtuj ( 

i ^ffucinClaiffCTT a cij ctctt 
Cjdj iO€\'fT.9,cri cr>*m . 04 , 11 ., 
emfluilQ g>, ^(^srflCeu, 

My lord of coral lips and red lotus eyes 
swallowed and remade the Earth; I sine 
his glories. I worship his grace with fit 
flowers in my hands. I have his form in 
my heart, so what do I lack now? ( 4 ) 

cmfiWM .»(»)<* Oujbjj, 

IOiTUIOTT Ca»ITCU li.ft.rt 

ftif)'. 1 , (ijt o>,_ rraGdfr<£) 

ttuiai«n**l ja)*i Jffiar ^(rv.rbe.rrsynb 
»*- © ^>0ib SL_i_oSl<n>fl6i> 

ffia aifTOTT *fT}n)j 

CluDrilf1uLl(^ 

a (njGion? ^OfclCto. 

Were 1 blest with service to his lotus 
feet, were I to enjoy his swirling 
flood of heavenly radiance, would 
that compare with this birth 
albeit in a lowly body, — where 
I sit and enjoy singing his names in a 
flood of sweet poetry? 
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Cufftj gjCJT ^60 

LjftlTfi OsiD (LpAftflj oiClflfry c^lL-l— 

Clurrgjr £gj£)&cn* ctcbt ^ibrnne^, 
f0*n<5 Gsih uf^jAl crrfl Gfili^l^cn 

§673Tl_ ^&qn 2_uSlrt creucufub 

0AfT£$| S_CS3T0 2_lp£yjL0 U|ffTT una,65T, 
Quffluj g>Gjfl iDnu L_|<S>Clp. 

The wealth of the three worlds, or even 
liberation, — will it compare with the 
joy of singing his eternal glories? 
He destroyed the rutted elephant with 
his ringed fist. Riding the Garuda-bird, 
he destroyed the hideous Asuras. (6) 

LDfTll) L|<£FjGip ffT(GTjt£TjfT6aTfT)]ai 

lju*oj rrs, ^rrcirr Cgjfrcnr^ 
(ipcafl tonu iSlnixi (ip»>cu 

2_cuAii ^uciTiTkjifl (ipcncriLJL^P)^ 
5»csfl Lon^, Cl^jiuGug) 5,crfln ^uj.A^ipu 

M(^)5,CU ^GUCST ^uvujrrit 

fbGjfl lAfTft <*G\jd]l ^gstuClo 

rr(CiT)ih cufTiii** /bfa0>L_C<5,. 

Rather than attain the lotus feet of the 
great lord, — the lord of exceeding 
glories, eternal, self-made seed from 
which sprouted all the three worlds, 
— I only wish to enjoy the sweet 
union of his devotees forever. ( 7 ) 

fbfT^Li) GUlTUJftA 

(TjClflli £ 1 Ha AL^lOJU UGni_£>g|] &GS1 
C^n^ib. (ipiaA^ih 
^LDGJT it'CU"*, LJCVJLJfJUl^ 

(^(GT^LD UL-IT 

g, rr cn_i ld H^cyirr) uco {hrruSlfnn9ciP 
CainiGT^ib 2_€0n_uj LDGjrafl incncuCiincu 

<&lt iT^ntfjT o,\nng,eii sc* l l Cm. 

He made the cool ocean, and spread his 
peerless form on it. His countless heads, 
hands and feet are like a Kalpa forest 
growing wild over a gem-mountain 
with the radiance of a thousand Suns. 
I only long for the sweet company of 
his band of devotees. (8) 


gjlDfi/fcGfT <5fTLL.l_ GUCU<?fil*r)C37Cr>UJ 
r^n&ti) CloujiLjii) ogji 

^a>fT QAfTCTT O CLinGTT 

cflcu, 5,€WT0 UCU UCT)J_UJ63T 

(2)lDgC3T, C<3»ffCU gpHilAGnOTT CcTLI CTT 

g>msn^, G&irgxi ^cu c^i^iufTiT g>ih 
^jLDri&CTT ^cDiTAfin ^,ld rr^Grrmi) 

<9$CfJ CUfTUJ^>5j 

The lord has the power to destroy the 
Karmas of his devotees, with his 
conch, discus, bow, mace, dagger and 
other weapons. He is youthful, and 
love-god Kama’s father. I only wish to 
serve the servants of his devotees.( 9 ) 

GLi roLSith <j,ii>)Cujfl[)(£) 2£"i£lGg>rTn}j 
£>o5i£) gf 'j'' ld rr AfTiufTii 
&rrcn CiDGjfl Cgjfrcn 

ClLJrrearr sna, erdrr ^louDH^ 

^cucun ^iq.iufTrr #,lo 
^ iq.ujrrrt ^^.ujnn ^i^ujfTn cub 
Gftn^j&crr; ^tq.AcnaLu«9 

Cl<5cu£yiii> ir^eucu C<5,ni_unCi— 

Through life after life, in every age 
after age, I only wish to be born in the 
family of bonded serfs of my masters, 
the servants of the servants of the lord, 
— w ho has a Kaya hue, four arms, and 
wields a discus. (10) 

5)CU6V> G<9,rTl_l_JfT|_0 evj^nilOjCTT 

QPGJTrfjlGpCTUCT^U) Qjjrai fQcr>rT)&0> 
ALDCUfl, AOTCraTCnor 
<=>»ld 0,6731 ne o\ 

tbn^jSuuuLi rrgjgij cn 

^'ancuiUii u£g>jii) 

5,cocy 1 i0,0j0,fiQj uocnsai Giinipcuri, 

OftncffiJTi Cti_icraTiqrT id0>0>G61*- 

This good decad of the thousand 
songs by Kurugur Saukopan 
addressing Krishna, lord-of-blue- 
lotus-hue, who fills the Universe, 
will secure a happy domestic ld e 
for those who can sing it. (11) 
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9.1 / Svapadesam : On the 
worthlessness of life in the world 

Koiidapendir \ Svidhubhairavi \ Adi 

Qactcrt^ Qi_jcron4rr su*r 

AGWTL-CarrQ uili_g>] ^cvjcorrcu, ehne ,cu 
ujngjjii) ^Jgcucncu 
Qcno\mb Ciflgyo 

q CCTL- iSlfjrTcin 

*®\SincnTi_C<JftiDmu a_iuiucu ^cucurroj ^cucmcu 
g>tcr*waiGu j. 

Wife and children, friends and relatives, 
have no love save for what they see 
you have. The lord who swallowed the 
e ight Quarters, Heaven, Hell and all 
e lse, is our only road to freedom; his 
w orship alone is proper. (1) 

curiLj ld ^nncqih rrnCuncn 

a©05)5j<^ j ” i5lfD0ib 
oncnarui Qirv,^ ft cjstGi cu 

cm_<9>GTtGunevj a.cn«vjuuii; 
c^eairQrrCcu Gjip lD rj^ipiD cfujtf) crii 
<5>niT (ipdkWr 

MCticjt GiOTifrji sa_uuuju GufTACu ^cucurrcu, 
^eucm ai ACWttcrr O un^Ccn. 

friends and relatives give you their 
tlrne , hut sup your wealth like leeches 
ll U it lasts. Seek the prince who shot an 
arrow through seven trees, he is an 
°‘tsis of freedom. Other than him, 
there is no way, this is certain. (2) 

'"(ftjcn cn/fe a 653H rTui<S QaCu^-SbAnesaflcij 
Curr<T)<f)l uiiisiijy C70 fr)i 

^(n-jCndoirttH gu^nej^gij ig, cjrcniD ^h^Igo 
CT 6ST< j,C3i; OGTli n , n, jt ku'b\/ fa2T' <? • : 
'M^jCnQ^ncTT Qdtljcna ^^ijn ioilja 

CIM Xj^)|«nru'j i9ftDf¥ 1 AnfTi t ,'K 
..^cnniii e_ . 

^rrGcyji 

^t*eing you walk in affluence, they will 
c °me forward to wish you. Seeing 


you in poverty, not one will ask what 
happened. The lord w^as born in 
Mathura to destroy wicked Asuras. 
Love and serve him, other than him 
there is really no refuge. ( 3 ) 

^ijcnnb 

CTCrrr^i ^cinflA&uuilLftn 
gJgesauD Gtf>rrCT3U_ Clg>uuii ^curr; 

^CSTr^lu^LUfTG^jib 
cu^csiil/K^ 1 ctcstCcjt? 6uu-icg,jcngu 

GU63TI l_lfl>Glp 

crcyr^j a_ujuju Cuhaco ^ci>cun®j 

a£ ICq. 

Those w'ho are placed as trustees of 
your wealth, will behave like 
petty moneylenders in bad days, — 
what use, need w r c dilate on this? 
The only wisdom there is lies in 
praising the lord of Mathura. He is our 
hope and refuge. ( 4 ) 

<nc3Tfr)i &ii)GniX>£) 5>nCixi *tc.n<ty(L£* 
,@63 tQ id ft iO' tufrrr 

LDgjjfl Curtain 

CJ»GifT{T]j 2_gQ|GL)n; 

(i Q<5,rrcTT Qflujcjn-^ i£>n^<9, 

C1)L cogji^Clu S>rr)'*>f>«d>vf> 
Gifyri Q^ncn ^cnnuJ 2~ujujd> ^cucimcu 
^CVj£T>6VJ AGJTTic n jt^ljl. 

TWose who enjoyed sweet union 
with pampered parrot-like dames 
will also experience something else 
later. The lord of Mathura destroyed 
many frightening Asuras. So wait 
on for his servitude, that is the only joy 
there is. ) 

iA^nnu?« ^cjti ,l ^ ; ^(bG^ 0 ! 

Sol^h^cVcmwVtLinnAtsii crT/ijAt2n63iGiin i.^nsniM^ 
.l0,rn£l<L»*nrt 

tncitcmcv- OPft>n n cut tP&icmni * Nirvt.••* 

foncv>oSI g umit .iW mjtvi 1 c^wmaxw 

l^Vci «nc\ • > W»A 
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There is no joy, that is certain. Alas, 
not realising this, how many men have 
come and passed away in vain since 
yore! In short, praise the lord who took 
birth in the ancient Mathura city, 
other than this there is nothing. (6) 

iDnbQajnOTiTy gwsncu; Qfln<aTC«Tir,b; 

LDfT CTCb S£_uSlrui,(£)ib 

CcucTOTi_fTj dfljbgjluCu ,£iar>u>iu& 

ftecijTirrirftcnj e^JbGgjrr! 
«#H<arTrpj; CTi&Acn Qu»ha)g) 0,fTiu«rr 
CUi—tn^ijonqLj LSl (n ( b^ rT G3T 

©JD/Dii) 6*ficu^G\j cuiup^Gu 

There is nothing else, I have said so, have 
no doubt. For all beings on Earth, even 
thinking of him will do. Alas! At least in 
learning his names there is nothing 
wrong. So recite the names of the 
perfect cowherd-lad of Mathura. ( 7 ) 

6uny^2)Cij <*h£j3Tif>n {^Cuinih 

iDnujctiOTi ^i^uacfil 

CufTipgjj CufTZJ, 2_GTTGTT*£1L|65T£<r>lD 

Gunijp gjGDOTJTUjn Gui_LOg,j«niju iSln)ff)^€ijcsT 
CUGfiJT Lj^jCip 

d$tp gjtfriGmajfTu CufTih &;0>aflc ij tungjiii 

Qsujawj*? iSl&aCg,. 

A lifetime spent in worshipping the feet 
of Krishna is good. Alas, there could be 
nothing greater than singing his praise. 
The lord was born in Northern 
Mathura city to protect us pure-hearted 
devotees, who desire him alone. (8) 

wngjptL ^cOcnco <SH<3>Gjflcu cr^jrn}] 

G T G’JTff)J «(£,£) 

'Tfc* Gteiufiiiwir m% cm&Qaiugj] Ac^ni_(ip<pnrr; 

CUHjpAcn«5,imb Cunib; 
iDnrgji^cSlcin Qaniq aQ& ftetr mn L 

•** -iigjicsniju iSlfTjOjgj 
'•** C^fTCfT aOTBTCyffrcar ^CUCurrcu 

^'CXJCDGO AQfinipfi v7(jCt,Jijr. 


Those who pursue limited ends as if 
the infinite is not, — they only waste 
away their lives, alas!, — like widening 
their ear-bore and losing their ear 
ring! So take refuge in the pennon- 
mansioned Mathura city’s lord. ( 9 ) 

«*<»ir3TG33TG3T ^ICOCUfTCU 

<5 fjcitfT; fQfM. 

LDCTOicrjflon urrrjii) cut 

^IcjJTtfOTlLDfT fljllb 2_CDl_CD <D CmCl_<AJ 

«£*luiCang,gj s£_ujiijL6lOt.TfT; 

CTtfm^Trn C<juctf,ni_ n; iA 

goC iu- 1 • 

There is no refuge other than Krishna, 
*tis certain. To prove it he took birth in 
Mathura and rid the world of its burden. 
If you consider anything as yours, 
sacrifice it to him. Have no doubt, 
devotees, all is by his grace. (10) 

eHgjiii gcucncu injbjTD 

c^£uCgu 

2 ,rT 2>' Cart <,g,frffh W 

e i_ G &> n u car Q o gss& 

^uSlfJ^guGTT UgjgjJ^ 

cucucxj LSlon^iacn (hibcrjLD 

ucaarCi—• 

This decad of the faultless thousand 
songs by Kurugur Satakopan who took 
refuge at the feet of garland-chested 
Krishna, — those who can sing it 
will be our eternal masters. (1 0 

9.2 / Svapadesam : Waking the 
lord / On Tiruppulingudi 

Pandai Nalale | Bottli \ Adi 

uotjtot)i_ ffjncnirCfiu, fQcyt $(n-, 
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^2>nc55Ti_Gri rT r r ^ ; ^ < ^ ) ^ CT fl < g Can£l cumij 
a_«jr a,niDcnrr5i ©jcuuTAcnncu 

^IcnrjuQ LJfT^tTjCo 0 )OTT UCDCTOT ( 5 *^jpib 2 ) 

fi( >)vA> £li- H-.AfiCcn! 

o Lord reclining in Tiruppulingudi 
surrounded by surging Porunal waters, 
P ra >' look at us with your lotus eyes, 
an d pan your silent lips. From the days 
°f yore, through your grace and the 
'°tus-lady’s grace, we have thronged 
your temple and served you in many 
XVa ) r s as bonded serfs. (1) 

ClaJjfr 'Q&t £r& 0 > 

<^lm£tr>LD0» QJ fioCl (SuJgii 

2_CUT Q l_) n CUT 

^(-CufTG^, cuLp cn(fT^J?lcyirT) 

^^ujGrjrrrr £*,(£> ^(^CtA $ fp^i&nsb 
Ul * 3 '(0) ^crrcrjn* (Tg,^, <£lcur lj rrg, 

UfhlAujGuft dJ)6yiCVJ«ff>(£) ^Ciufluj nuu 
° ^^CWctl Q uncrr ld^ctt (<3*,ip (^ctHh 
emu go rr6T>6V>4R> 

^ Lord reclining in Tiruppulingudi 
grounded by golden walls and fertile 
el os! Through generations as bonded 
* Crfs > we have served your golden 
ee L never transgressing the limits of 
^.° Ur holy domain. May vour lotus feet 


th 


at 'rneasured-the-Earth decorate our 


h eads 


one day. 


( 2 ) 




er^^cncuT An-cuii) 

^ £>$? £>_ GJT ii)U| ^CUMMu! 

n '" (0)fT)Cfncvie\j Cl^iijgu Q^ncru < xxt«cintp 

Kb ^Iftncri 2 )TTlDctiij«, fl,G jsi ig 

2_cut ^airxjjni] tx>^a>Auiih 

j. . - 

10 '^ l3in( * n QPC'MC'J^LC ^2,nLp ^'^jfb^^cnnu 

^ ,«fti f*,0,rrGcur! 

Lord reclining in Tiruppulingudi! 

Vvo\ l ^ e r ^ rce w °rlds gather and 
rs ll P y° u - You lie sleeping day after 


day, — how long!, — till your body 
sores. O Lord, hear your bonded serf of 
unbroken sendee petition to you: Pray 
open your lotus eyes and wake, and be 
seatea with your dame Lakshmi. ( 3 ) 

l_|C*flrhl(A)l4A 6U 0(0)6531 U)lbl6J> A 

6 ) {jury 

gtgut ^53CU)5)Uj2.ib abipiunC^ 
CTOTCsncur ^GTTGunxu! ctcuta^ 
jijcrflnr^gj 2l_6uAiii (npGUTfr^ji. cm cfil oj ilu j 
rhH^&GTi • ^H,rruu 

ucrflf^i^ often i_jCuGTiibGun6u 

^fjysuflcunuj ^Tcuuu, j£> GTjntjnGuj. 

Reclining in Tiruppulingudi, seated 
in Varagunamangai, and standing 
in Vaikundam, you enter my heart 
and clear my thoughts, Lord such is 
your grace! May the three worlds 
also see you, and may we shout and 
dance in joy. Pray come and show 
your cloud-hue form, and let your 
coral lips redden! (4) 

uCTTCTTiDGuincu 5>caf) curruj .TIcuulj 

fn £>rtto3i CU0L>2il jf^cur ufti rfjlcvm • 
(ipn^cucO CWgtf iglejft 
2)TTLDCna LU ^ ^ C3T(T)^rfj€YT ftyj 

UG 1 JGTT (T36UT UL iTAAlp 2 _cnn) Ourr^j^co 

2)6UUT ^ f^^nujl 

(SjCTjCTT iDTT (5)€rfl|T)ff)IC3T ('/m.; 

2.nuu <flaTu ujDtmcy aenrn^nCsur! 

O Lord reclining in Tiruppulingudi in 
cool waters where conch and corals 
abound! Pray come and stand before 
me, your coral lips reddening, flashing 
a smile of dazzling pearls, your lotus 
eyes half closing! Did you not come 
riding the Garuda-bird to save the 
leg-bitten elephant? (S) 

AfTlu 4 Wi • 1 ifD<anGii s^eyrur,^ C»VirTGUTir><ar»c\.>uSl6F 

fttTn Gl 1 fTG\j, 

idtt innoSI «orTG$ii>ngarr ctcutitji 

ui A <ffcG5T<i7T(j}| (ipcUT (Pfijrin 
AfTtLi ^gut GQ^!bG2> , (iptq hjitGcut! 

qjujCu ^(fbUL-icrflr^i^biq turTiu’ 
anuj ^ 1 ^ 1 . 2nn(^. uirtcn, <,^60. 2»6uuT(hi 

cub AiqCunGcur! 
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O Lord of glory on a serpent couch! 
Worshipping you with flowers, water, 
lamp and incense is superfluous. Alas, 

I know not how to serve your feet. ( 9 ) 

gjfTGTT dbfT id cnrjLungin 2_GjTg>] LungST; 

eunsTT Onagri LD(ip ^ ^ 

.£*^»2>£> rr< * T r 

^jgtTrjniij^, Q5,fT|t^GufT0lD ^IDQfT^iGTI; 

rbrr^ib ctgst LjAipCan 2 _ctt ,5’cuCio? 

Brahma sits on your lotus-navel. 
Siva occupies your right side. Celestials 
stand around you and worship. 
Can I ever praise you fully? (10) 

f+vih crcuftncu ^cuncin Giccu <5^*2^ 

G&ncvjLD (gen nff /n C^rruGrr Cl^fTOJ 

iDncncvj 

unc\jn cnoj(2)^)5 )id liucbtcjudGlu. 

This decad of the thousand songs 
by fair Kurugur’s Satakopan on the 
lord of great virtues will secure 
high Vaikunta. ( 11 ) 

9.4 / Svapadesam : The Eleventh 
Separation 

Maiyar \ Asaveri | Misrd Chap it 

tt>tD < 2^n pi) AC33T Graft ih LDCU IDCOnQlDCU 

CIsujujitctt micfilcu G<sit $(fT)ir>nCcu! 

ClffmuujnrT <9fb)<9i ld ejtbg)} u> 

<ar>0)Ujfi! a_65TCinGJT* AncsaiA A(fT)gjjii ctsst 
agwCcwt. 

Lord who sports the dame with dark 
eyes on his chest, lord of conch and 
discus! My eyes pine to see you. ( 1 ) 

A6MtGgj5t! £>_©fTGT>GffT0i ^nsrarA n,(0^' , ctgji 

i® 

CTCjsiGGjaTOAPGiraT /)<>>«.$ffjnrr)i 
.Qjuiibn ifa : 

cBOTaiGcTOTrin (ipcaf )guitar crGJTfj^jii) ^rtGran i 

.tXlfluj fTSDUJ 

(VjCTBTeinnnGla,)!Giucst Gicawyj ij>ncjp 

^cmpiM iG«i. 


Lord, desirous of seeing you, my 
heart speaks countless thoughts. 1 call, 
U I shall not let you go”. Alas, he evades 
even the gods and sages! (2) 

/»./£)gjr<n ^iq.^nCtuGST 5 >fTuj Wi.cnjp 
CD fTGJncO 

(£GTtip6>£lGflrr)£) CuiTCVJ, GTG3T 2 —GTTGTTlD 

; 

lDGnipft(2) ^SSTJU ( 2 ) 63 T/t)tb ^ 00 * 

A"g>2>mu! 

ftcmpaA&mxj GTgSripj Cuj£)f£J<njC«*. 

Like a lowly dog that wags its tail, I call, 
with my heart melting. Then you 
protected herds with a hill! I fear your 
grace has missed me. ( 3 ) 

2 _(Q| 6 Dj&j @£1 cron 51 < 34 , 5 * ui _0 

jQesman 

Qurrjjcugj GTftjCl^nGVi errenG ligd^Gujct 

lq rt^jfliCO CliFajiiji® cuacjTGijfT a,fT err guitar 

err cir rjj lD 

^rfjl€ vi^ ffluj ^rflujniij ^ii LOflCcrn! 

Lord confounding the gods and 
Asuras, you came as Narasimha! 
Fittingly I have surrendered myself, 
but fear for what lies ahead. ( 4 ) 

^rfluirriu <^U)iDrrcinG3T vSI(jrrcnGST, 

OurflujnGDGnu iSlijiDanayr (ipcirr ucru 
cufft curTGri ^rjcfilc&i ^ ur> gtci 0 

u cn crfl Cl *h ncn^l 

Aifliunor Aipcu anOTJi* A(ft) 3 kli® 

The lord of gods came as a lion. He made 
Brahma too. He reclines on a hooded 
serpent. My heart seeks his feet. ( 3 ) 

22_C5Tfir>GT!0> 

Cljb($)d £>& 1 

fy(n)Q.Q>*0’ (^,'{. f ^5'^GGjTGjT;G5,cun5,i‘_(2) 

ctco cu nii 

1•"»; * 1 . n 1 gfil« tt thi (^j ld a,i nA( m m 0n&) 

2 L_UJlJ 5 ig*l 

tft****"' 2..GaTGng3T S , _STI(GTF)lh GTG31 2 _ GAffnii 
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T origins to see you. I contemplate 
v0 ur form. Peerless Lord of Vaikunta! 

My heart rejoices in you. (6) 

S> toi&b 2 - ^ fT<=nu37 2 -^^^ S- 6 n«T£)giJ 

0 ,LDl_i rcu 

«$ 4 U)€U n\ 

, I j,n<^ro*^T OjmTCL, @£> ^a.rnn! 

ry^rruV 1 ■’ ’ '* * a-0C<ni! 

O Lord who came as Narasimha and 
tore apart the wide chest. You live in 
the core of my heart. My heart rejoices 
in you. ( 7 ) 

■n \t i 1 '► 6T<\)«u n\h 

OuH 0 lp637(T)f763T ^GUGTTt G^COCufTU 

Qurr(fTjL_^jii 

-**.^ ur •=w.^ 4y>u '€* 

gtgOcvj iTtb 

(7-, U.J 0> 60 31 63oT 63) 637 0>6337(j^l 

C^rctctCl. Ccjt. 

I have seen my Krishna lord, — 
he stands beyond the six schools. 
The subtle cause of all the world, 
he is the womb of even the gods! (8) 

0>633T(^O0,(T633l()O, ^€31 0»633T @63)6377 

ubooicyu cfilcir>fiJTiLimiSlc3T ijit)C. 0 (t(^ 

Og>(7633Ti_ (70»(£^ 2—63ST63370 £10(760 

^"63)600,6*7 G 1 0(76370637637 
^6337. 0 , 0 * &IDW Q« 1^(7637 ^^ 0 ( 1 , 0637 . 

I see the lord betore myself. My heart 
has sung his songs delightful to devotees! 
My Karmic bonds are broken. (9) 

^14 UJ n<2F7 @«)631 67637(7}] 676370,^ 

Q (T> iq LLJ (7 G3) 637 (£163)0 • J^ip ^lij ^lcrxri 

M6n6Tflc37 

O 0i (T Lq UJ (T633 637 (0)6370 HlOft, S>_ CO&d) ^677n # , 
^14 111(763)637, tSM«m (fog* 


The lord who bears the Garuda 
banner keeps me as his servant. His feet 
once strode the Earth and all. What a 
wonder, I have found him! (10) 

^0(7 l_D 0) UJ rT6iT)<PJT ^ L_ I7g,0,6U <37 0,63763) 637 

OffJJJ ,^(7 CLIUJCU 00,631 ( 0 )(f 7 ) 0 tfL(T 0 

?'_Cft(Tl.J 6JT 

Cl0fT6sr«n 6jxr ^i,uS1g5>gii6rT @vj 

u0>g*ib 

6jC00>^li GLtn6376U<T g,(i) @637 2_uSln0,C0,. 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan of fertile fields sung 
for the lord who killed the rutted 
elephant grants the lord himself, — 
the soul of the gods. (11) 

9.5 / The Girl: Speaking to the 
birds and the bees 

In tiny ir | Keeravani \ Maty am 

@C3T a, uSU£ O06lJ6y|li) l£(»T)lb 06) 6$0, 

O 0 i( 763 ?t(»^ @<^1(0, 67 ^, 0,637637 
0637 a_.uSll7 0ff>f76U l£lipj>G06ifrLfl63T (^U^GO 
Gu 63 ) (- 0 ,( 1677 ; 

6T63T 2_u 51 170, 0,63376337 t9(J(763)63T |^(T 67JfJ0, 

067 . 61^^1 ©Jit; 

6T637 S>—uSl IT 067.6fil0> Oftfl^luu (7(70,(0)11) 

@0,0,63)631 C 60 6331Q Gift (7? 

O Lady cuckoo! What have you against 
me? Must you and your mate come 
here to coo sweetly? Alas, you do not 
call my Krishna to come, need you try 
so hard to take my life? (1) 

@0,0,63)631 Cmi 6337(^1 ttJgjj ^GJTfT)] 

637 ff)l 60 Gcj63)1_ 0, (7 C7T! 

67 ^.^ 67)<.87 0 ( 0)10 g>|lO C 0 GO 6 yilb 0 ,fe 3 )fjfb<£) 

67(T)'(0><J>I *7 

G0,n6fi)(is0,6jn Qiotuuj«n ^gu 6 vju 37 
6 £>( 0 ) 61 J ( 70 ,( 0)10 ; 

r94&ftv'W*T ^ih, @«jfl 6T637 a_uSl(7 

63)0,tuCg,. 


589 
















the sacred 


book / Divya Prabandha^ 


O Lord of glory on a serpeni couch! 
Worshipping you with flowers, water, 
lamp and incense is superfluous. Alas, 

I know not how to serve your feet. ( 9 ) 

2>frcn g,niDCJJirjujn63T p cvrg;i a n-,^p lli nsfl: 

CurTCTT Cl AfTCTT igcTT LD(lg ft_ CJT 

O} n 65T J 

^CTTfjrTLuC) QgjrT^cun^rTjd) ^ ldqft^ctt; 

Ibn^m clean q^yiCan 2 _ot icuGu)? 

Brahma sits on your lotus-navel. 
Siva occupies your right side. Celestials 
stand around you and worship. 
Can lever praise you fully? (10) 

icuu) rrcvjcricu ^cunein ^i^Cldgu 

igcn i^n^sn no o\~ Cactusst Qsncu 
LDnCTjoj ^uSlij^gjicn w- .,. ug>$aj1rlajT 
ufTCViii q^XI^cvj urfcsrcnmCiu. 

This decad of the thousand songs 
by fair Kurugur’s Satakopan on the 
lord of great virtues will secure 
high Vaikunta. (11) 

9.4 / Svapadesam : The Eleventh 
Separation 

Maiyar | Asaveri \ Misra Cbapit 

omD^yr aldcu u>cunCio«o 

OflfLUUjrTCTT ^(TVjlDfTfTcQGS^OJ Can ^(TCjtDnCcu! 
QculuLU nrr <5*^> 3rtfl 

fijiAujn! s_otienflsi ih Arcmfli tp ctgji 

O) £SJI C GS31. 

Lord who sports the dame with dark 
eyes on his chest, lord of conch and 
discus! My eyes pine to see you. (1) 

a_dncric5T5> o.acrtA. cren 

Cljb^sih 

crcraiGcjaiC^ An cs<si 1 ^rc^cBw^ujajnLLi, tf)c3Trrji 

trfrcffaiC crain n (ipcsfl guitar crejrgjjLb Atrcjini j 

if! uj tTen uj 

rb 6831 emu n Q O) n Lp G iu (Sjt cicffirry iv n cr» 

J*«*» *$>»*_) t iCan. 


my 


Lord, desiroiis of seeing Y ou ’ jj 
heart speaks countless thoughts Ac 
“I shall not let you go . Alas, he e a 
even the gods and sages! v ' 

^^rbtrCujOi 

.DOTipa,® 0 C 3 ipii> 


0 * 3 "$ 

{a jrrOd' T “ u 
(prOTT a—Gtrcn^ 




,fTUJ- 

C&' 


i9cr>9^«Tt0g)i ev&TV Cugjipi^ 

Like a lowly dog that wags its tail, 1 c ' 
with my heart melting. e ^puf 
protected herds with a hill. I fea > j 
grace has missed me. 

Oujnjai^hJ wrftjCUncu 

Cl£0* 

inrnjACu Q^uju|ii) curT<pncurT 

Lord confounding the g ods 'h*'* 
Asuras, you came as Narasi ^ 
Fittingly I have surrendered W 
but fear for what lies ahead. 

^ifluiniu ^ibiDncjncoT i9o n ^* 0)0*' 

QurflujrrsDCflu iSlijiDGnsn (ipcix 
«j(fl Cuncri rj cfil G3T ^ U 


AlflujMGJ! AlpCU AnCKTTA *<*♦>$>! ^ •?*s 

The lord of gods came as a lion H? 
Brahma too. He reclines on a h oC ^ 
serpent. My heart seeks his feet- 

A^^Ga,! 2_GST€T>GJTA AUCTTlA ^ 

Qi£>€>*^ 

&(*&*>*+ 

cfilcnnii^Lb al . 


2.-GSIGBIGST S^Cn^TLjtb && 
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Longing to see you, I contemplate 
your form. Peerless Lord ofVaikunta! 
My heart rejoices in you. (6) 

2_.63tcdg3t “9_CTT^GT^ih ciGin 2_cncrr0j^j 

g,rrc3T ^MDrrjjCg) ld GAncyjTi. 

^lACUrr! 

(hfTGTGl 'C3T LDrTn(n| g(*> 5-vCl^ 

^'T^lr^AuQ &i& ^,u-i 

O Lord who came as Narasimha and 
t0re apart the wide chest. You live in 
the core of my heart. My heart rejoices 
; n you. ( 7 ) 

t£Hj<£!ui '-5 H 3 £)i (5) cTcOc\jn-ih 

^ Un (2) ^<£1 r^lcrTnjrr^jT c'dicunu 


Qunjr^il^ii 
rr*il(£) 

GTfibcu it ib 

A C[b uj ^cjuTGTinca^cn <3,cffjn0 

Q&> n fijftn01_ Gen. 

1 have seen my Krishna lord, — 
lle stands beyond the six schools. 
/he subtle cause of all the w'orld, 
e >s the womb of even the gods! (8) 

GTT63T 0,Ctf3T ^jenewr 

^orxjnuifTuSlot u<T)C(Dn0 {b& 

* &fT W7Ti_fTa,(^ ) v_U9iasns GW«v> 

Loncr'GO^iCn Q ,5 nerrGcTrGTr 
’ ST| &<*)} r^tDtjn CLj^iDfTCtr < ^uq.CiuCcn'. 

! See the lord before myself. My heart 
j ?* SUr ^g his songs delightful to devotees! 

1 y Karmic bonds are broken. ( 9 ) 

’ Ujn «T ^gjaiOT CTOnjJ] <TC3TA(5) 3±P 

r\ uj 

^ u * UjfT< ^<ar T ^cnrrjniDCVj 2 ._gxj^ld ^cnib#. 
L,fT CT)Gn. £,£, ^laClUGST 

® liirb^GU^d) • 


The lord who bears the Garuda 
banner keeps me as his servant. His feet 
once strode the Earth and all. What a 
wonder, I have found him! (10) 

c 2i^rr iD2>ujfTGr>«jT «2ML_rr£>g>6UC3T g,G3T<SD63T 

C<?nr)j cuuu6u rr5 

ifejn 

QdjrTcjrcn «j>it ^.uSl75,^16^ 

u£*g>jti> 

GjCfDS-O^ GUfT63TGUfT 0>li> 2 _uSW£G<3,. 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan of fertile fields sung 
for the lord who killed the rutted 
elephant grants the lord himself, — 
the soul of the gods. (11) 

9.5 / The Girl: Speaking to the 
birds and the bees 

I tinny ir \ Kceravani | Mat yam 

2_ ll9lTdj Gscucyjti 
Os,rrgWT0 

CTOT SLllSIn Cartel) ifijppCjpdnflfiW ^uSlcu 

Cuc3>L-<5>fTen; 

CTOT 2_uSl<Tft x^nenesr §»T GufJ*> 

&s\ cu^Ig^it; 

2^_uSln 0«vcfil0> QftrrQuuirnA^ii) 

§}g>8>Gr >GS} G<aiwJ5T0Cu>fT? 

O Lady cuckoo! What have you against 
me? Must you and your mate come 
here to coo sweetly? Alas, you do not 
call my Krishna to come, need you try 

so hard to take my life? I 1 ' 

$g,4,OTOT Ccu®j.(S><a>&l ^ cn » l <S*2> Co> " ! 

^oinr^Gv.' Gu<st>l 0>hgvi 

er^cnoi »»j> a>6n5 ^ 

Gjringi&y n 

«fl!,.®** CA-refil®** Cl*"""* 

££>( 0 ) 0 . jnA(0)lD ; 

^ ,k ,i*n CT«n s>-»^n 

^£$<3^ ^LD, 

(3n«?>>uiL^. 
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O Lady heron! How melancholically you 
and your mate converse! You need not 
have tried so hard. Alas, the trickster 
Govinda is no true lover, that is it. Now 
my life is already in his hands. (2) 

GljC3")l 5>fT67r! 

CTcucn Q«gnc\joS1 rgn- ,£i,0$n 

LjGDI_ 

5»6uii) Cl a tij ^1 cu g\j n cfclfincsuuftLlu^CujcirT 
2_uSln @^(5) 2_ssinGi—ft? 

CTffLIfiTT CWcuaSl »00^jd)? £jU> 67^1(0) 

< 5 iTL 0 >(£)rjCU G£>l10Cld. 

O Lady herons! My life is in his 
hands, need you go around me with 
your coquettish walks and jibes? 
This sinner-self has done no penance to 
survive. Alas, how can I hear your 
piteous calls and live? ( 3 ) 


«9tfK3>(0)ijcu C*, 10 l D rr-jih aotjtgtstcjt LOrrujC^r 
Q gu ffifl u u l_ near j 
Ctocu ^£lcri 6 TT C (h rr^nGcn ctt cn, 

C <9 cij cyj lo , C<9jni^£> n 6n- 
iD^jT(ipib ai(ff)<.fi(ipLb £>ida(<9) 

Lp cy IC LD . 


O Peahen-and-peacock! The trickster 
Krishna does not heed your calls, pray 
do not take to the upper register. 
My heart and speech and deeds are all 
there with him, my soul and body 
flounder somewhere between! ( 4 ) 


S-ipcxj^OTT-fD ujn gT)] Cini u 
€1i A n GT1! 

Jjjd) 6j friih fyes-i l 

{&) ip C IT) <J3 T iW C C3T n 

^jb^ij^jTOjnudJjGn ^cii cyip s_cu(^ld 

CiftllMOl I 

Ibiii fM* } lOttm jcjrr rfjii •* >•> s>_ WoT 6 tfi>i rhOT(<5^ 
cr effif! Qfiifl n Gfl . 


O My perching Mynahs! Do not cajole! 

I have nothing to do with you anymore. 
The lord of Sri then took the Earth by 
trick; he has planned to rob my life as 

well. (5) 

cTCJjmcnjfl i^ncn Gucnrri^ ilirjj ^«41u 
OTUgjCw! 

^gcar (£,rjcu $ ifiliprbC(T) cCj; ocn s-uSlna 
rQcsr QtfuiJ lu GufTuj ^>A(<9)U) Guntucin 

^hcariGwrdn, cst><5j &noSl 

iQgtt uAii) sniD j£ljP£)g>Gfr <56X11063370 

<?,rbJ^aTfT«n. 

O Puerile parrot! I have brought 
you up well. Now do not start your 
sweet prattle. Your beak and feathers 
take my mind to my lord Rama again. 
He enjoyed union with me then, 
and deserted me! (*>) 

<56x1063-370 f^nij ( £luj C<5,rT6U5, HUOtf3^0^ 
<5,6337 Cl<5GU6V nLLJ 

6X1 fill LD 67637 <5)(r^LCi n<553tl<3<5ilb 

<$> cm Gear cn ^ ld ituj cstCu 

CftniLt^UJ fffilcuClcVJ fT0 li)lc3T@|lb Guoft* 

AfTtlCi-CvjLSldrr a..^r»j cresr £2_u9ita(5) 

_t ^fTCviCc^- 

O Dark lightning-clouds! You remind 
me of Krishna. He enjoyed my 
company, then deserted me. Pray do 
not show his lotus eyes, lips ana 
his dark hue; your form is like death 
to my soul. ( 7 ) 

2^.u9fVfy<5) c^gjl <9inc\j65T 6TG3TO}j SL. LD 63710 

g}Q!bG& 9 & 

uSlGu cT'i igjCu^ncrr 1 <9, <5337 6337637 

(0yip(f))fr Qfr (7637^)** 
i jtpjCT) Gffna)Q]pn0i urrcvi 

IJuSl/br^liU IJiGVjQiffnij) fi«t» L ‘iQ6afft I J«33 TL I 
52 _<ani 

O Foolish Koels! I pleaded with y° u 
not to sing my Krishna’s names. Al« lS - 
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you have killed me. I gave you curds 
and rice and sweet pudding, and taught 
you to speak. O Benevolent birds! 
Good reward for my labours. (8) 


9.6 / Svapadesani: On 
Tirukkatkarai 

Urnkumal | Tilang | Adi 


ijcnnn ub lSI*£ hrrcTTf 

1 1653T . Cgugo O&nQ 0$#rTcu 

£)'b @6* Qtjeb 
fyGFfl Olj0 &nry 2> l U) 5>fn_D^D(j LDcurrn^rrcru 

9*0*® 

,9,6331 Gu(^>cb shsf&Gfindn a_c73T0 

«TTip (T)C33T633flG3TfTCn. 

O Bumble-bees! Do not hum, your 
music drills into my wound. My Lord 
Krishna of dark hue, with large eyes 
like a lotus blossom in a large lake, 
comes only to rob me of my life. (9) 


Cnp 2>«lfipa> Jbii curror r^nuGorng 

f^GSTr^CsairTtb 

utpcjr 2 ><\.'*>r(^ji^fTnii a6tta rrch! 

LJu9c3TfTj| error @of|? 
@63\lp(T,C\j CV Lg LD «£D U UjCgH 

#CT>If fbCVO) @c.3Tl_lti 5)6 ^gouCIuiu^j 

O Good water-egrets! I desired union 
with the Vaikunta lord knowingly. 
This jewel body has learnt to slip away 
bit by bit. Now what use flocking 
around me? May joy descend and reign 
everywhere! 

£>otuu> srrii^u, <R«njpo,* 

Ljrij 

Adi xj&ytej&frgt »<«*.,«, ^(rejshOoiijij, 

I fl n u 1 03 63T5, 

Cl/>>63T "d /n OaitiicSt 0.9061*. 

This decad of the thousand songs 
by Kurugur Satakopan blest to sim. 
m song, the pra.se of the lord who 


2 -(5(5) LD(TG ^ J s_uSlrf1c3T 

Ou^^'Drreu C6HU63Tfl>l^ii>; CT63T OsiLjGftctfT 

ClA ff <WH-CfiITciT? 

(TTcucufTtb <9>ndi) 

lO^cfluj LOniyor #637 LDfTujib ^cncnCl^nCfT) 

My heart melts, more than I can bear 
My love surges when I recall liis wonders. 
Alas, what can I, a mere servant, do 5 
He lives in Tirukkatkarai where lotus 
blooms abound in streets. jjj 

^CTVKnClgjrrpii QdWcu^ibQsrnpjtj) £ . 

- St_(a)LD; 

cblcncFrOffiiTCTT ^rr um^th Gcum CTc3t&J 

ffi-uSlft; 

A.isjssjiC.Urisii y,tg,C«ircnajg, Q acil 

„ „„ 

2,i«!nOT*K.cv63T jjjrrciT a_cna,(^, 

j£n©r>u>Ciu. 

In every thought and every Word 
my heart fails. Even when I sine 
your praise, my soul melts. My Lord 

and Father living in lake-abounding 
Tirukkatkarai! I cannot think of 
how I am to serve you. 


£ n <ar>inujfTcu Or^pySifi Ci)(£j£l#£ju 

rr-nen toCUuj#, cion s^uSln ^ iU £ ^ 

2— 63371_ fTcjr ; 

*" IDeu («s Oanc^sua, 0*<>« thasq 


a ' ni ' (WiAloj a.insicsjian 3,0,3. 3,«.iiG)i 

c^A'Oa, 

Through goodness he deceived 
heart and entered it. Then 
tecanie nn soul, hurt me and ti 
my life. My dark lined lord 
lather lives in Tirukkatkarai. I 
not understand his deceits. ( 


i t,o> 
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a&£i*>a»urr«, ^ &llb 

o _ ~ ®/b(0)i a 6)<jfT63T 

il o . . ^HUUOT 

T f , "T T *©&n. 

J he lord who contains all the worlds is 

how a |h e e d r 1 ^ ’ I , cannot understand 
uchalow^ rUkk i atkarai lord fancied 

such a lowly soul as mine! (4) 

^ CU 0 ,u*Hfc Cu», wfcg,* 

SU<n ' r Canon6ua - ®ft* •■Cm, 

CUOT| t Gioopfl ffjgjr 

^CTTQjf^J^C^! 

retendmg to shower grace he entered 
mo me, and in a trice he swallowed 

? ! b L° dy , ? nd soul - °h, the tricks of 
ark hued lord Krishna plays' He lives 
in fertile groves of Tirukkatkarai.(5) S 

”* * Aai * — CW,^ 

a>rf " OT,OT «'*» 

My Krishna’s tricks appear to m* 
mit hs This chaff of my soul which he 
sucked and threw aside wakes up to 

■ u » t . ll f n Wee PS day and night 
My Krishna, my Krishna" ?„!i 
worships him at Tirukkatkarai. (6) 

mC,™, ^ 

•St.CCU.rd.amtSr ^ 

* S>_u 9 rr 

a-carC. 
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Worshipping my Krishna af 
t i atKar,l *> m y love-sickness grows; 
I think and then weep. He came and 
took me lovingly into his service. But 
my soul diminishes day by day, alas! (7; 

Carrctr 2_GnTi_rr<aT ^dtr^ &)<£$) ctgct 2-u5^ 

g,ndn tL.oau^ 

2>fT(crrjLb rtjfTcn cuiTjg^ citfSTcncn (ipigrnra^ 
< 2 >nc$rr so_«l»c nesr ! 
<J>n«n t£rr Wo^g, toller &>nCthar>Q 

mlugj ctcjt 

ulLl C<2>- 

Ble came not to take my service, but 
to eat my soul! Da> by day, bn b>* 
bu he eats my all. My rain cloud 
lord at Tirukkatkarai, — was * e 
interested in service? His attention 
was on my soul! (£) 

S>_uSla ULI.JI CTtPJT^j Ct_ LtSlfT ul-l^ 1 
Lm fht afl «jfTu)&j . 

AfTLlACnrj 

cripcu i?,ncu C^uch Clg,ujCucim'fl* C ** 
My dark hued lord at Tirukkatkarai h* 

i“Yu eyC ! 3nd coral ’'PS, four arms ana * 
eodly radiance. Which other soul d<* s 
he tenure hke he does mine? (*> 

^"rfUCUnrangl E_«i,on«jT e f, ls rig ) «'‘ i ' 
«,n«nflcsi 

J<*0| o_fbjD ctotcdot «aJ)1uj, 

® fTc * T CTCtTCPOT? HpfT)£DLJ 

»*<*>«> MCMl( *|iW*'^' 

I thought, “If ever I see him, I will g<> b 'j 
him , but before I could, he ifccc'^ 
me and hastily drank mv all. M> da f 
lord of Tirukkatkarai is smart! ( |C) 

•*iqlucpniiia fl-icijacncra, 

ld.^Ictt (slgjCTT ns 01 '■ f " : 

C,J,q ^ •* cr,ID 

«V«««U ftrfimetes i, eni 
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his decad of the thousand songs by 
atakopan of ivy-walled Kurugur on the 
0r d ^-’ho killecf Kamsa will destroy the 
Mirage of the world, just see! (11) 


9.7/ The Girl: On 
Tirumulikkalam 

Enkanal | Kharaharapriya \ Adi 

^ ftffcstco <5M4,U) Ajflcuntij ig«r»g Qfl 

o £}<*<*> 

***** LQ fftfTfJfTuj! 

q c_ cnn^ il| ii> 

^iipniL (ipiq crib 

(| |( (^)l ih-'KTi CTC3T gJT^fTUJ 

^frcu&cir ffTdrr gj^nwGiDCu O^^iSGrjn 

q £jtoGijnCt_. 

i n ^°°d egret searching for worn 
Yj m y. garden mire! Go tc 
,r nulikkalam as my messenger, tc 
gra ^*^ an . cer lord who wears tne fra 
lri nt | u Iasi; then you and all your kii 
Place your feet on my head. (1) 

'tfnQlb iSlfflujnCfl) 
fT * R> («)(5 (JJ- 

CT, n . CiP.lJpA^CTTja^J 2_cnrT)iL|d3 

*J^UI|<OTT0 CTJJFT 

2>'*£q„r\ @}Pui46TOT0 

y>' a_ CT>n)OfrT(T5,0^ 

Q _ OjA^CuGoI? C^Ct^Gij’ 

Vo Ur ° n Veh,rd * 1erons flocking will 
Him an j Ucs hm! I am spurned b\ 

i| Vinp5r 0rn , cd h >' m V kin ’ wll ‘ u US l 

Tiru^l. y/] my lord who lives in 

Ve nn , jhhalam with his retinue: arc 
° ,hl for his company? (1) 

^ 5 ' 5 ' < frc\;(^ Lr) 'p> r* 

<**«*Wn ^ 03 n, 4 

&’<*>* G$<n,tb 

^C5Tf^«5.r >>♦ 
5 ' a>6T1 ^ 1 * , -C^H>U4lb 
^HCun Ucjft^ijLb 

** AC7,JV> * • ' Ml <a i 1 

& lOT>Cu Curr^jvb 

<4 •+, .11,/* KZjfk 




O Flocking storks and herons searching 
for worms in my lake! The lord resides 
in cool Tirumulikkalam. His limbs and 
eyes are like lotus flowers, his dark hue 
is like the leaves. Go ask him: are we 
not fit for his company. (3) 

.INiq*^cfi^tfSTCuKil 

w£l(3 g^&niij 

^(fKQpi^A*CRib cTCSTcyjiib Qdiig&Arrojnuj 

<£1(fT)GiDC3f1 ^CuiLfO) erf it crcjnrDAflinGv, 

IL_ tbcnipg, A,CV 

£t(£Cu>afl gjsctTI < £4A<b'9& Clgjcifl c61<Mbi_| 

AiqluCm9 

O Beautiful clouds blowing towards 
prosperous Tirumulikkalam! Go as 
messengers to my beautiful lord, and ask 
him to show himself to this wicked self. 
Why, would he strip you of your lustre 
and drive you away from his sky? (4) 

(.filfliibuj cu6tr>GTT£*igi) 

tfflCTT t @CU(g>U) 

4"^.’' (Lp<?Qcu*fTcn! 

o cm it) m ib OTyr^.i n0* ( m 

O^crfl ctilA ldl | <0^1^01 rr^ ^efi) gdottGujc^t 
id on <3, gji ca') nrj ujib 
glmtit o,cn ^v^3cvnn*(^ citjr 

sucnaff»«>^ CUuijiflCcn. 

O Radiant clouds spinning in the 
sky with a hery lightning hoop! 
The heart of this wicked self is 
the Vaikunta of the radiant lord 
who resides in Tirumulikkalam. 
Convey this to my lord, whose 
coitlure drips with nectar. (5) 

£jl$hJ a. <sjt>Q532>c\j iJ^uLjii^cjTAdT g>/i OiDmJil 
tfiiniii Gftigrcn 4) Ci, 

Gung, iniflcb 

LT)/FjiI3 IDnITC3.i 

ciffin iuniL, cD n n i rn ld 
ftngij (aim'll j^GfuKi deir fa iT'6niu»b 

/Jit? ibVunGin. 
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O Sweet-lipped bumble-bees! Go as my 
messengers to the lord who keeps his 
dame on his chest, in Tirumulikkalam 
surrounded by nectar-dripping flower 
groves. Repeat my words, “Radiant 
jewels and silk clothes”, to him. (6) 

<5>i_n cDcncnitiii aeDcuiuiih Q&ncjsrQ 
^(^6filOTi63rCuj63T Cd^rrCTT gjj 

ui^n 

2_cnfT^o4 li 

*|_IT U6UCT1 CUnujOncJTfl, «vSTrT0 

gjfluu lOnrrjiTjib 

UL.n Oun^icucunujo, (^(^{^5 

trrc3i»,0 6£>ciniJ}] u«Jsfli5C*J. 

O Forest hens! The infamous lord of 
lotus eyes and coral lips who left my 
ill fated arms and took my silk and 
jewels with him resides in 
Tirumulikkalam. See him one day and 
speak a good word in my behalf. (7) 

C7Gr ' 5 >(^) £p>67T|T}j uGrafluSrrACTT 

jgjcm Jlis UL ClDOlJU) CtJ633r(^ 

^eyrr^ftFTcn 1 rrcTT* 

<9><J37TAQftrrcn $otp i£$gtt qGT>L„ 

C-CnjnujLD 

L|C3TAQ^»rrcn ftnujft ClDCjflu U^Jb 

O Rumble bees and beetles hovering 
over large flowers! Speak in my 
favour to the lord, your words are 
sweet to the heart. He resides in 
Tirumulikkalam, fortified by high 
walls, he has the hue of Kaya flowers, 
and wears Tulasi blossoms. (8) 


O Tender water-egret! The Lord wears 
a Tulasi crown and wields a golden 
discus in Tirumulikkalam. My jewel¬ 
worthy breasts have paled, tears flood 
my lotus eyes. Tell him that his keeping 
away from me is just not right. (9) 

G)<hGL | (rrcjTjjj 2^«r>9u£rr.9><?n gn-ii) 

UCTTtfUOlfTiil Cg>IT0£>J 

lS< 5> ^GPULD Ul_CLDClJli) GlDcO rTjCr>l_ UJ 

ejrcjTthi £>rTcn! 

i/ilA. CtDGjfl GLD6\S1 q_! CTUJ^l ClD<9>Gr>CVlLll£> 
pr.gl 

O Soft-gaited swan-pair feeding in 
my lake! You enjoy amorous company; 
my lord is in Tirumulikkalam. My 
body has become thin, my waistband 
has slipped, my life is departing. Go 
tell him, this is not right. 0™ 

«jaCS3Tfl»i 

iQt£OT>CU<k 

<£lciflGLnfTi£)uinrcn f^evurj^ui Otfffcvj 

.. il^i @CUCU(t ClJOTP <?L 

curuujigii a_cntF£>5> 
gjcucofr ,@u t-»g>g 

<* £*»*(?£*• 

This decad of the thousand songs 
by prosperous Kurugur's Satakopan 
praising with sweet parrot-like worn 
the radiant lord at Tirumulikkalam. 

will cure sickness. I * ' 

9.8 / Svapadesam : On Tirunavai 

Arukktim | Nilambari | Misra Chapu 


gjjjpffiii <ip«*u Gi ifTgin a, 

Cjn^iuj 

£,'6nu> ^0 

^ €*» fl) 0} fT (JTj 0, f 

i opcrtC'J 1 W'fbftJ f 7 ® 1 Cy*t\czv 

iliCUflAi <9.OTP £,n OjgjitDi . 
a LDOTUfiAl OanOTnf'^l g,0,cij 

oejn^jj i annutCn. 


i gSIcticplu nuSlcP 

IDOMJyfri •pGJT/f^UJ 

^rbca^ ! a,u9G3 T " n ‘ 4 v5>’ 

Gciiifjla, LftCVjna (l/prt&tfv* * &P . 

Oi 63)49-. 2 A>* T ^ Cufl : m 

" g Aff . q CuimOtf- 
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For those who keep him in their 
hearts, and contemplate on him, the 
lord in Tirunavai effaces Karmas. Alas! 
How can I reach him? (1) 


0**14 cjir ££>< 2 ucjr 

C/&0TCIJ CT, 

cuiq. Gcucii &i_vf id t— lj tScsTcnesT 

ld^ 3» rr <rrrcarr 

Clfhu^iurTGJT 2_cr>fr) (£>iP 

$Q*b , lCkJfUU 

& 


liqGujCfr AjtfOT^lALjOLJQjLb ffjfTCTT 

ctisd cu Q ^ rrC cu rr ? 

The lord in Tirunavai is spouse of 
lotus-dame Lakshmi, and Vel-eyed 
slender Nappinnai. Oh! When will 
I attain him? (2) 

erancvOsirTGu ^CjOgiAu Ou£U /ferren? crar jr)j 

ctl jCu rrgjj ld 

acd6uu9cu ldchid cir r^A AcrarcrafrT^crT 

«5>g)j ipcycar; 

,@ou ^)(r»,».^a 7 »fcr Csa 

(^CDGULLjtfTT l^AGXirrcijgjj rh^TCir . w Ccjt . 

1 weep with thoughts oi nothing 
except when I will reach him in 
Tirunavai w'hcre he resides in good 
company perfectly. (3) 

f^nGcncu ,^n 9 C LLJ (w5T rcr&fr 2_cfrfinc3T; 

^> f rg)iLD 

iScnir iq kdidl j ljGT jfl C1<5 iL uju I 

'& C * T LDfioni da (Tcncufefih ^^5 

cjuj ^ (i) A err in i u lSIcstctnah 

incraTfTtfTrfTf 

o Lord of Vel-eyed Nappinnai 
in Tirunavai amid groves! I know not 
how long I must stay here doing 
deeds of no return. ( 4 ) 

iflcwTrTcncri iDCun in r^icn,* 

ID GJ5TU1 L_ 5, OT.* * ii> ; 

"“"™ 2 eva.<b& 2 . uSIlT Co,cun*, ^ 

_ 9 cTd*c\j rttb; 

*** <iH9* +J)ar<rifr 

^«an<ru'olfl,ncii, •? 


has made his home m Tirunavai O wT” 
W,H these e >« feast on him? ’ 

M ewcoo 

(w,ct 

ucun* Co^cu*cn 

ClftcsmC, CTU)^:^ 

^ ^"ckcuit 

My Lord! Kins of ,k 

. ( 6 ) 

r “ n nioS1 «^ •£>*„ Q* nc o 

C S cuc* M OooBa.Ca.f „ ^umu- 

ftfLOf-To, s.8,^^ *2‘ I ’ rTG<:U! 

lou took the Firrt, »• ^* UJ - 

OTirumaJ.lordoftheeo^ ^ kin§ ' 

living in Tirunavai! Take^’ ^ * nend 
sen-ant. me as vour 

(7) 

»#•«*; * 3 * 

*-* 

*Up u 

^D(^Cctt ^^uuniu 

a ' in CT< * 

^ a ^Ccn ^ Oftcir * 

o Lord of Tirunj, • ■ G * C<:>,! 

dispoling .,11 niy doubts! Makl^"' 
”onk,-o,v„„ r(e ,, lorH - >nr 

— vour sen-ant ,SJke me. 

c W 

•- 6,en ®“ i ^ 
y**'* UPSxioua,; «,,* , no 

^Acuot cfil^n,.i.,v| ^ W>njai ( *, ,0^. 

.,,, 1(1))(i ,2.“ 
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The lord of Tirunavai, by his will, is 
eternally invisible to gods and to sages. 
Now who can be with him? (9) 

Cluipjii) 

cruCurrgjib 

<£)fbcng> ezQjPj&g, ^l^fTjiDncu! CTGTTrpj 

^sDipuuar; 

O&n-fjjgjj ^rr u3guit< 5 Csn-GDCDAcn ^ijp 

$05>ncufTiij 

^ibCg) s2_cnrr)<^lerr£Q cni) iDcrafl CDGWesam! 

My hean is disturbed with thoughts 
of impending union. Alas, I call my 
gem-hued lord who lives in fragrant 
Tirunavai. (iq) 

cuGOTcmii) tusrafl ldi7i_ rr,c\j jofTCufruj 

2_CTT6TirTCnCJTft 

^cnncrarii) io£!cn Og>Gtfr 0(f*y*rv«T0 

<9L-CarruC5T 

ugjijT ug>g>jii> 

cu cu aj rr ft 

LCJCjffl ^4,«Tn0 ID ©TIT ID 0, in ijp CD IT 

ID CD C& OT> C UJ . 

This decad of the thousand Pann-based 
songs by walled Kurugur’s Satakopan 
on the lord Tirunavai residing amid 
painted mansions, — those who master 
it will rule the Earth and exude the 
fragrance of Jasmine. (11) 

9.9 / The Girl, lamenting her 
loneliness as evening approaches 

Mallikai | Ahiri | Adi 

i0C\J©Sl GDA AiDjjp Q^C5!fI)CU fT0lb ^Ccun! 

CU6OTT ,.» - Oji( ggQTiO 5,CU(fTjU> ^CcUfT 1 

Cl<9«u thfyn iDncwiCuu^ib lduj^^ld ^j^Ccun! 

»}„.v C(X>AfbJfl>GT7 J^CcVJfT? 

«?K€u^ &<\I. fl,ruc©»)rjA 0>OT3TGrar<sn <nii><Grr©ji 

^ujn^cri cjjtjj ^nCujnen 

M^coluj (ipcr.cuA^ib C>AncnT0 

U<9>«uli li> . 'fMl*,<x> 5>^UJID ^Gcuo 1 


Alas, the jasmine-wafting breeze, the 
beautiful Kurinji strains on the Yal, the 
setting Sun and the beautiful red clouds 
in the horizon all do kill me. The lord of 
lotus eyes, our lion of the cowherd clan 
has forsaken us. We know not where 
to go from here taking these breasts 
and arms that he enjoyed. (1) 

i_)4F>c$L-ib gjiiHujii, ^Ccun! 

M&jixh jrpj tDcrjfl Qa^cirn^cu . ^Ccon! 

lj*cu & • LOncncu su«m ^Ccu*! 

U0fltinb (lpCDOT)CU 5,©J3T an ITGDI_ ^Ccuft! 

<^0>GU UGDl_g,gjj £_633T® 

L£nCuJfTC5T 

^<9>Goli_£,gd ^(D^LD cxj rnjrr«3T 

61237 2-ujlrr *rr agpo CW* 1 ■' 

Alas this forlorn self has no place to 
go, to escape from the breeze and the 
recd-flute, the evening Sun, the Sandal 
fragrance, the Mullai flowers and the 
Panchama Pann. The lord who made, 
lifted, and measured the Earth struck 
death to the Asuras. Alas,Gopala, 
my protector does not come; how 
now shall I hold on to my life? (2) 

CTSffT £_u9lT AAjfcgpfr i^fy 
@«r>657T (ijxancu t b(tps, JJ 1 -^ 

fy rr >*b& CTlhcmuD JjjdQ 

AtfacuO 1 

fhG&\ ^cttld ^lf^jAuo ctld ld nm&sv gv ntjnGP'i 
fijfTLDCrHjai ACTTT gjji LD Cl <9QJ CD fTLU| lT) , ? CULj 
ucafl (gjipCLiAtOTFjO) 5)fTtfjfT(<ff5 

urrcfilGujch iocjit^Cs, iglcjjrrp] n^ih 

O, the wicked rogue, that youthftd 
lion, our lord does not come, alas! He 1 
enjoyed our supple breasts and swaying 
hips in consummate union, then <■ ' 
us aside and left, how now shall I ho 
on to my life? Alas! His lotus eyes- 
red lips and dark tresses remain 1 
torment my sinful heart. 
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THE 


un( £CuJ&T IDOT&C& " 0 * 

cvnesn ; cu(*gth - Clcucu cu" 6 ^ 1 - ^Ccurrf 
Cid6u Q«wib u><£W 

Oloctt 0 > 6 unu Ljcrrctfl Oenib uffircrfl ^Ccurr! 
^«i) M<rrt 2 _cnu 2 > ^ , 5> UJS1) ^^0 

0 jGr>g><i)g> C^lb OuC37T£T>LD <^l C {4, <@gll 

^Gcufr’ 

^cfiloSIcir uf?u> c§mcuc^ cii«5>$><fccfr ^Gcv"! 
ujnn^tfTU. QfVj(e^g( LTtb ^crrry -v — ■ ir r 

Alas! A great big beetle came on Garuda- 
wings, fed on this flower’s femininity 
and left. Now the cool breeze blows 
hot and scorches my sinful heart. Even 
the cool Moon so desirable, and the soft 
bed of flowers feel hot. Alas, even my 
heart is no companion; more than this 
I cannot bear! 0) 

ujrt{ipen\_ ClfTjiCT^tpib QSJ'CfV ^CTTiJu ^Ccur* 

4m M(^ lD/tctic\j llj ii> ^Ccun! 

ujn-(tp«ni X'** 6 * 7 -^err .r*cmb acu ^Ccurr! 

Sj .£l 0 I^)»r* 'StlGevnl 

uj rt(Lpc^)i—Q) gjj^DCTaT gTOTTCni ld G# iTi£] id rr^ lo 

CTlblilcu Qp6»T ^QjgJJ.5,^) LDITlildjn. ^^GcVjfT 1 

£2_uSl rr Arr^^iDa^j t,Tcjt? 

<^cugjjcr>L_ ^|(rv,<rnCli_j0ji£i Cungjj ^rtlGg,? 

My heart is no companion, how now* 
can I save my life? Dusk has set in. 
The cows are returning, our cowherd’s 
/lute-melody hurts ussw r eetly! Alas, he 
has a heart of stone. Mv trusted 
companions are dying before me, and 
the time for his grace is far. * (5) 


Mv life may not stav 0n ., , 

for dusk has come but n 

My lord with Bnh m > r heart. 
Okshmion hijidedriB 1 ^^’|* ,nd 

n“K drtu,, »4?w;^°; 

( 6 ) 


I say and how? 


^(T^CTT^liJfpjLb GljHj^j ^ ffl£P, fTClj ; 
c^(ff>cn ^cucuGai ^gvjcd; 

^cudrt ^(fTjCTT Ocjjruii] ^UcTla, <£^^€1 l^lcucvmgjj ; 

»*(9 UACU Ulrtcncuujli) aitGcjtictt; 

ilcudcjTrr^ (SlrjU)G 3 T cuwtjt A' ( <VOi ,ucj,£ 

Cff«T <£!(*, c\b ^*61 pr.(njtb; 

ra>OT < jg^ L Ju|(£,ib j @i ib? : 

O Ladies! The time for his grace is 
far, other than him I seek none, alas! 


94^4 CiDcafl ® 4 *' 

• * *»*m* c£ £j£ *Z+ « 

tn t—j>2> *,*»<<, ,,Z^^ mKma ^‘JC ib; 
h * 

O Ladies! To whom '^ Ccu,r! 

^.ntyhean remain^ 

The overpowering cool k ” tlllef! 

•**?... 

of bright incense cool h \ fra S r ance 
“ d 6wh jasmin P “"' 

blowing over me, with 1 C ° mes 

Panchama on the Yil h ' h<? StraiIls of 
■ ha T. (7) 

Oum*^ jg* ^ - 

**• '”"**» _-%C<W 

“™~ n4 .@2”:: 5i 
-A-j 

a4? *" i *®*4> -gti 

The cool fragrant hre e2e t 5 '^' 
red clouds are ,no re ^ the fad,„ g 
K"*nawh„ p | ^ ^ Ikntha, 

leh. Now the sweet pl^, , ° n nie and 

° n his flute for the C , “T he P^.w 

^'ith honey-jasmine g'^^j h ' S * av ° u r 

Sandal paste, is cool 

an 1 ean bear.(8) 
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■ &l ® £ii5 (*,iproCft a_ujCuj«ji ftncir; 
^ CW .'fe£i ®am- ftor Q ai i, 

C&ncv)5, 

gjlg,! Clai ftrosra.si, CWofinQ Curf) £ 

Gusns Clrf,,*,* unglti, 

«-IITil6y)L 

ujrranD spOTQ) <S,ij5Wlcuii>; ^ibto! 

loncncyigii) u)nujC3i GiiirrjircJr. 

The flute melody he plays to the Gopis 
is alone enough to kill me. His beautiful 
red eyes, darting messages between the 
words of his song, then making a sad 
lace and pretending to be hurt, — alas, 
alas. These are more than I can bear; 
evening has come, but not my lord. (9) 

U>nC«CUOJU> &Jfb5>g*j; LDCTUJGJT QjfTIjaeJTT; 

U)" LOGrafl Ljcuibu G1JCO cjnjj <$«ar»s9ji 

C^ncu ^Gcun! 

Ct^rTiq.ujg-jy (^pnjjib ^jCcon 1 

cujtco cj>crf) suGTTfT (tpcusncu *0(ipfln a, 5>rfl 
ificuoSlGn^, ^curfiiSI exjgroiQ aygyjLO, ^Gguh! 
GcucmcvjLmi) cfiWtbiSlcvj cblcrnf^l r^cufr^ib^GojfH 

ffTG^Q^ncuoSl 2_UJGU63T &«*{&) 

g 5 ) C.G i_ < 

Evening has come, but not my lord, now 
How can I live? Oh, alas! Cow bells are 
jinging, flute melodies are floating in the 
air, bumble bees have drunk deep from 
the Mullai, Jasmine and Karumugai 
flowers. The ocean rents the air with 
its roaring waves, alas, alas! (10) 

^^tfarrry uSln ^rbn^lcGsijn 
^MGSjfl .t>Jcr>jp ^lijS^iun iDirejicuu u,5c\< 
■* K,lOT5€31 6fil,: 0 .^acUii&jdCa 

n^n he e, G^nuein <f>nnr)OTi 
^Guca^l 5C-Cff3TO slcjuj^ 

•SyfloA&jtfi h CiArr^f.ji 

^r^crfl^ch ^*,5,^ iglejnjj, .mh.fildW 

ncjrjTie n| 

^ r “ l ‘ 9n6 * TG3T ,DfF «naj rbGTOTssaflo, Cl^fTiugGib. 


This decnd of the thousand $ wee ! 
songs on the lord who swallo* e 
the Earth, by Kurugur city’s Mar jn 
Satakopan, desolate on separation 
from the lord recalls the wail ot , 
Gopi separated from the lord at dus '* 
Devotees, sing this well as worshj.P’ 
and rule the Earth. 0 1 


9.10 / Svapadesam : On 
Tirukkannapuram 

Malai | Miikhari | Khanda Chap 11 

toncncu rbcjcnGraflg) ri^>np(>^ 

cSIgdgh <3<* u 

ftfTGDCU iDfTGDCU /fclDSu IDGUIT @^-0 ^ 
Coucncu Gtcngju) teller 

GTrC tu CVJ ^ijCu ^ id rTf^g, rTGJT lo 

End your despair, rise and worship 
the lord, offering lotus flowers ^ 
his feet morning and evening; l J lc 
lord who slept on a fig leaf ^ 11 

deluge, lives in Tirukkannapur ^ 1 

washed by the sea. ^ 


,tf>* 


OSGTTClfl G5(n^LDGULU6\J ^£K 
ClSDCTTCrfl CJUJfTjg, LD^Icft |A^) 

2_<STi6rfl fijrri£> Q^fT^tQgji 

Cltf,"** 11 09 


Strew nectared flowers and woi s1l f 
him everyday. O, Devotees, keep 
in your heart always. The lord resl ".^ 
in Tirukkannapuram where 
touch the sky, beside fertile ' 
and tanks filled with crabs. 


• j| 

UlgjfTCMTi rr! >i } , , .0.,r, ^ /U jrr Ci in* &* 1 
dilGSarf^l chilli rr locun ,^'c 

Oiirn/ilcO (*,ijp 
GunCT,naT -^innn 
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O Devotees, gather and offer worship 
with fresh unfading flowers. The lord 
resides in Tirukkannapuram with bee- 
humming groves. He shall end your 
despairs individually. (-) 

uneven LDl.U l9<aTCT.CTT 063* 

v.o<5>6T 

cum n iDGon 

^ tin ft) 6<r>; 

ttjncnGP *-»bib)'b LD^glcn 

Worship with fresh honeyed blossoms 
the spouse of Dame Nappinnai, in 
Tirukkannapuram where walls touch 
the sky. He who resides there willingly, 
shall grant us refuge. (**) 

0a«f3Tth 9^(0)lb &><z\ /bfTsn «?h^l fe&tin & 

ct g\j go a ib; 

U50CT3Tii jE^csTncO 

4(0«r ^cyHnfbfl) LD^Icb ^C5 ^ >c * 31w 

To all those who seek him, he gives 
refuge here and Vaikunta upon death. 
He lives for the love ot devotees in 
Tirukkannapuram with high walls. (3) 

eHCutucsn ,5*^10 (h<a t fh"<* 

utcugvj rub; 

klflib ClurtOTl .O4,d»fc*0J ,^<^|<StfnCOT 2 -‘- 6Vj 

^iGfT 

ClufTCST Gju-tfbib 

r^iCnucjl , {JjIUGT^lD fliGTt V»llOUJU.I'»«S»(2> 

<a) IfJUJ U I L> 63 *. 

He is a friend to all who seek his feet. 
He resides in the gold walled cit\ of 
Tirukkannapuram. He tore the radiant 
chest of Hiranya. He is the abiding 
friend of seekers. (6) 


OlDlUUJGiT ^2^)10, djl^lblSg) Oan^GUfTIT*^ 

(PGVJ GVi nib; 

OunujuuGyr c^0ib, OgjfT^GurTns,^ 

STGuCunib; 

O {} yj uSl CU (vLI fT CTl GTl 2— fh \CT) ib 

GJTITG3311 | tj 

eqajOT ^ancreruLinnfMl^ 

^ Graft UJ G Gtfl . 

He is true to those who seek 
him with love and false to those 
who worship him outwardly. In 
Tirukkannapuram surrounded by 
fields with fish, he is close to those 
who keep him in their hearts. (7) 

£,6.n ^riGTT 

GTGUcurcib; 

0mjn; ifil ^^ib; 

tosraft OufTcirr tjujfbg) iA<£)6vt 

( 0 ) a> fh sjjrr gtst n 13 ub 
■i* uijGiniLiq ff,dn urrajCiB. 

He is close to those who seek his feet. 
He frees them from birth and death, 
so worship everyday the feet of the 
lord in Tirukkannapuram with 
jewelled walls. (g) 

1 in^jib rhrrtcniib ucraftai (fcoaftigih iSlcojft; 

<nftib <5nqn ; <rTGn<5hC^ev cidrr^^iri? 

f^fTGun Gfi1(jvii|ib -Vi, .i,i 
.r»»^)uirrcncyi ^Oocugu 

^cuguguGui. 

Worship him and be rid of diseases. 
Our Karmas will not bind us, so what 
do we lose? Vedic seers prefer the lord 
in Tirukkannapuram. Those who 
attain him have no despair. {9} 

W*** <W.. c ^ l Gl.CV,< > \j; CT<at ( ^«n n > / 

<***><& U)n^,n 4^|ftQjth ^n^nniS^^ 
^GVjoSltt. 1 <»TujrF->«3i 

, ni £) 

'.-Ujocucv! IT(^ ^frnnl!^, 
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I have no despair, now what do I lack? 
Ihe lotus-dame Lakshmi sits on his 
chest in Ttrukkannapuram surrounded 
y jewelled walls. Praise him and 

never let despair come near you. (10) 

ur.0 l^ngnsfiUa, Ccuejp, 

U)rri_U)fgQ| ^LC&fTucSr Cl/jacO 

<-iirt_«U(r®ir aifiij) ^uSIij jb^icit gjutjjbgitb 
l - m, 4 ^i»6 ucsiflifleji ^nsnaCctT. 

O People who seek liberation from 
Karmic despair! Sing and dance this 
decad of thousand songs by hieh- 
mansioned Kurugur’s Satakopan and 
^orsh.p the feet of the lord at 

1 irukkannapuram. (i j) 

10.1 / Svapadesam : The heaven¬ 
ward journey begins / On 
Tirumogur 

Talaiamarai \ Harikamboji | 

Rupakam 

&nGn 5.1-l b <*«!<) 

(fnjG lO rr^fffL rt 

fr"©* Gu>sfil - 'bar© .Jn.flA.bg, rglcpg, 

<&0’icr\Q0 > 

^ n © li 0 «"< « *<n Vi?*,, au>aJ s, 

acwt, (junujA, 

°’ nen "^3 > ^B> .SMCmrfil mihQc^OTjTi) 

@cviub a,£IC UJ. 

The lord of lovely rain-cloud hue with 
tour arms and curly locks, lotus eyes and 
coral bps, is the only refuge 1 have. Lotus 
blossoms profusely in the lakes of fen ile 
Tirumogur, where he resides by his sweet 
will, destroying all the Asuras. ( 1 ) 

'® eu,i *£l u.diClpr.c&jy ^ 

&GR t gjUpiruQen 

■***"»** ■ JW“> Q, lAsLcm 

„ . ~ ^*lXHDn<SJT 

tfcU> Q,hnen •.M.ferf, 

. ^{^CiDniTfi, jt 

*** «*«'* +* & th 

c^evrrgl, luaCio. 


The lord in Tirumogur, where go°^ 
Vedic seers live, has a thousand nam eS 
and wears a good Tulasi garland cro^ 1 
I have no refuge other than him through 
every birth. In the shade of his lotus fe et 
is a lake of all goodness. (-) 

<£*«Tr5) ojrTii) MAe ^ L & @cuu) O&W 

<rrc^Tju 

fbn63T(ip£be5r ^rjClffjTrr^ 

ClciitSCTJDJ, @10 fl- 

fbCOTfry n^nii) girafl jt^g&i/^giib £, 1 Dgj 

Cl.suG^* 

The four-head Brahma, Siva and all th e 
gods worship him and seek h lS 
protection as their only refug e j 
Victoriously he roams protect^ 
the worlds. Good if we too can re ilL * 1 
him in his Tirumogur. v' 

^l_IT Q^M_ GTlicriLDu CufTf>)gJ ^aOai^' 
GTC3T0] CTS3TJJI **&' 

At-ii Cl^fTcn O^rT^lcsnujft 

ui_n Ctansn un ldl| ^icncuinu u^^' 1 

Cl^n^nfu ncin n<?)<rL 

@i>rr Qau_ uQGUgjitf) 

Devotees, come let us go and 
worship at Tirumogur, to the lord & 1 j 
sleeps in the Milky Ocean on a hoo ^ 
serpent. Gods and sages const iir1 !^ 
approach him w r ith their p r,ll j 5 
and worship him for all 1 heir fl*. 
and seek his protection. x 

^5>rTOT7Ti£»rr! cuiDifilcjn ^, L it t?V 

-t. nr^ji fl^n.iflOiJrt(j? 

'olflittb-jjTi C^rTiiSJ^^ G.JGV(A>Cl0“ J 0 ; 
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Come devotees, let us go around the 
temple dear to us. Sugarcane and paddy 
grow ripe and tall in fields, in Tirumogur 
w here he resides. He is the first-cause 
°f all. Come then, let us dance in joy, 
lor he measured the Earth! (5) 


O Devotees! Woes will run away, come 
quick and worship. The lord of thousand 
names is also a lake of compassion. 
He resides in Tirumogur with lakes and 
lovely groves. He was bom as Dasaratha’s 
son Rama to destroy Lanka. (8) 


CArTGucvjciT, 

AfLlT)fDli> 

culift(2>ii> ^einusiT, 

8 fiCTOT •CT'Cm CUGTI GmUCU ^ip 

^l(fTjGir>rrAn rr 
^14 <^w3T{f^ ILfbtTJJ 

gCcj^T. 

Copala the pot-dancer is deadly to the 
^ s uras and sweet to us, — his devotees, 
Sods and seers as well. Cool and fertile 



^ irumogur. Other than the lotus feet 
our Attan we have no refuge. (6) 


LDGJufl^j g, 1 c^l <3, GiSUT & 6f! 

i_i cu cn q 0 6 <j 1 j cl n uj , 
Oaffcn r^neu g,i_ib G^ncn Q^ujcuud, 
qM & 0 *3D 1 GTCgT0|L£i 
CU6V.1 ^nili—can Gi_j{tl£Icu 

(f^G ld nfiiv n 

jfl&giJ; Qn udQL p-cn 1 _ f^cu ^rjcxjr i^aii 

CD l_ OF) 0jGtfT G LD . 

The lovely lake-and-grove Tirumogtir is 
now close at hand. Here resides the 
warrior lord with four arms that 
overpower Asuras. We have attained 
our fortress, the lord with lake-like feet, 
lotus eyes and coral lips! (9) 


cunsST Qlj^ld lj rrLp 
g-G^n ,'jpg,Gvjn<3 

^IDfrijib jgrr uenL^gj Cmfl£ Og>rTCu 

(ipcafl (ipg>cun 

tlPlbjuih G^cuCgrrQ a_<s\j (05 Q<3 ujcu ncin 
^(njCiDnasvii 

<3, * 1)551 2 >nu, GllCVJ(Gtj G 3 UJUJ frpLD gjjiun Qa 0 lD 

5>lq Cg,. 

have no refuge. He made the wide 
ar *d cool expanse then filling it with 
^ ater > made the gods and ancient seers; 
1 en made the worlds and went to live 
* n happy Tirumogur. If we go around 
l m once, our woes will run away.(7) 


Qa0u> dfcujg,,; ^gf K 

' un d<9,rrcri C^nc^cu J) 

° lJlljAs ’ <; ” ..^,u 51 riii s_sr, L 11, ousi, <9.0*^^ 


a, .** *,* 3 , 


fii fiscal otGiu. 


fiifUD ^631 !_£,£, ‘bG’U ITjLD^^ GTOTip^] 

*b«v ^iDijrr 

&Gfllb Q^UJUJth GUGU ^Hi*fcg63"IO 

Cl(3CjT£U 5>2,»TCV.I , 

anon <^ui£) ClarrcffaiQ ^Cifluuncst 

^l^GoifTArLn 

r^ninGin fj,cb*<G5i£ji GTcrinGOTjiitUai ,cTfi^hJi£lcaT 

fbU)fT<5>ne^^ , 

Good celestials, — fearing the wicked 
Asuras, — seek the lord who takes the 
desired form in which you seek him, and 
protects you. The lord in Tirumogur 
is our fortress forever. O People, come 
then, let us praise his names in joy!( 10) 

GiatQnftGfl fU'Stn&nGnl (nvafTirji ^fTQT^L l b ayfi 

ff€\ ft ^ ^ <T« /iT ^ 

^J»l (TlC(T| (J1J ( 3U A Gil 

guitiLi^Si ^uSIgfigjisn <gc?r><-ru giigstt 

‘Jfifi! CtiGuCLinr^^, ‘ 
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This decad of the thousand songs 
by Kurugur Satakopan, on the lord 
of Tirumogur, the pot-dancer lord, 

— those who can worship him and sing 
of him in joy will end their miseries, 
this is certain. (11) 

10.2 / Svapadesam : On 
Tiruvanantapura-Nagar 

Kedumidar I Bbairavi I Adi 

Q<5,0LD 4H/1' CT«U6umi>, C<9>0Clitt! 

ctc3tc3t; 

Claujinib &*\ 

(^jir^i«9w^co6vjniT; 
crfi1i_iDE^cni_ ^tgSIgvj udnctf) c&^ihiSlGinncaT 

A(r»)ihM <^wib Jllii 

5) b_UD CiJUJCU <sn GJTrf 5 2,»_|0fb®>^ 

i_K2)gija) @OTiCrr>. 

All our obstacles will vanish on 
uttering the name Kesava; the wicked 
Yama’s messengers too shall not 
come near. So let us go anon to 
Tiruvanantapura-Nagar, surrounded 
by happy fields, where the lord reclines 
on his venomous serpent couch. (1) 


.<*>& 

ntfisT 


SCHMID m«tt; G^huhliu) 

CTGVCOfTlb £-65^0 

C«(t»>>b 2>eOT . 

Me^*"* 1 * 


^'cjTn)j Cutiuju i_i(^^)rjTT^€Vj, 

675,ib ant J n > 

(<9)GJTiry CjTjfr ujftu ib iDnC,^ (0}(rt)!bg>] ^ ,3n 

tossing &Qofi Qupl^Cvj ^GsrfTjSjMOrbS’" 
id mu cin 

6£>6TtiT7jLh Cp>n ^^uSloLDnii,; 

c_ tb lj n £)gr» C q. 

If we go now, despair will not bother 
us for seven lives. Mansions rise like 
mountains, the flowers of Kurundu, 
Serundi and Punnai trees spread their 
fragrance in Tiruvanantapura-Nagar, 
the celestial city for those who take his 
one name in the thousand. (2) 


£/rKii> C<bmju <rrcucumr> j 

5)mb <£Ij9uj* Qtf n 63iC tf5,T 

d e 

The lord who swallowed and reI ^ o0 ( 
the Universe reclines i n ^ ^j s 

Tiruvanantapura-Nagar, w ‘ t; oU 

mount Guruda on his banner- ^ 

firmly join him there, all your ^ 
will vanish. So just recite his one tv ^ 
from among the thousand. 

0 . 

GufltlBcn 6*l0lb igCSTr^U OutfluJ $ T 
eurrsCiB ftifiuD-: Canc^Gu guujGU & 

e,****'* 

Cfb«vb Odujgi) n 

Cljbj^OTJiDufncb ^ 

O^UJ^C5T0fTn^CtT 1X1 

Speak without fear, he befriend 5 ^ 
and reclines there in Tiruvanantap ^ 
Nagar, surrounded by fragrant 
and fields. By the side of the 
they worship him there, with 1 0 
and proper method. O, How ^ oflU 
they are! 


ll 0 cn cjt 


^cjarcraflujib Clftjtjgj ^cogu 

L0CXJ ^ 

$<s>^ 




*0 


l ' GtrTjGJng, <TjfTU>iD; 

$cinarariis rt>nib r^rbUi<£F , 

U .ffificb 300b*'* 11 . 

-ifTf 1 

,J>4C53T651TTCV)ftn AifiCVJ l ill^lD ^ 

Those who seek the lord’s feet in p 
Tiruvanantapura-Nagar, and * ° ^5 
him wuh holy water and fresn 
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and contemplate on his name, will end 
this life and become celestial. We know 
and say this with certainty. ( 5 ) 

^iDqfjruugj GSTfl)frnAl— (df) . * I C<9(T 

<£*«**> 

^LOfjn Cajtctt g+frC, 

usrafl G<?ujOjn cfilCTnC^Trrri; 
t^iDffaOarnl (olfirrcucuft G«3)63^TLfilG3rr; 

Gt-JfUJJ tid'dI1n 

jgjiorjOTfriT gjn<SF>gj gj^uib gd£d>i. 

G <a> n ©SI j|) ott n C (j. 

The lord reclining in Tiruvanamapura- 
Nagjr, is the lord of the celestials, whom 
the first among them, — Visvakscna, — 
worships, and the others follow. O My 
people, listen to me, we too must go and 
join them. He is Govinda, who ended 
the woes of Subrahmanya’s father. (6) 

gji€7»L &>€} G^.fTbfilfbgjtpn'frCa- a_i6)lT t 

Gg)61jl_0 uD{D H),if) 

LjesriL.g)g, cud Ljrnn unihi^ s§Mbinc33Tu 

uGTT<rrfl 1 <5, it oott l . fTfijr , 
iDerii ^<5,emeu cijfTgTurrr i jrri_n lo sxmcO 

^jTibai ja«-D 

<*>CiTM_2>£>GT>6Vi <f?UJ.'h<£h>LJ QufDJD'TCVl, 


N ir'^^”Sn' 

on .he hooded couch 

among «, this is my )ast 2n °J^ S 
anus SCO 

* **" &0-CT .SMS 

cxfftDOTcaT ^ (1 4 

My period of notice tn I 

lust see! The (V ' Us end ed, 
T.ruVAnanupur i nA?"' R / OVed 
auspicious With 8 ? ’ u tul1 1,1 

fragrant flowers and h frCshl >’ cu «ed 

Vamnna's fee^oi'^f^^rsh.p 
without a trace w ° es will enc j 

0>) 

^S)a> oSlcno, ^ 

** anv * ,n 

-- ClurtOT .ndglci, „ : ’ 

' "**© CT «> a , 

• £QfT l i UD 


jcurrCu). 

Our great lord Govinda is also the 
destroyer and creator of the worlds, 
souls, gods and all else. He reclines in 
Tiruvanantapura-Nagar, by fertile 
fields and fish-jumping waters. Even 
sweeping the yard there will undo all 
ourKarmas. (7) 

■' G&) &(f) C7T &> CT"> 6U U i C\J LD | <*h ntPCT> G3Ti"| 

. l>%fTGhiini ft CTCTTtin, rr\fi&. 
i-ti ib cau .-smogM* i .chcTfl uuflfisrrinajOT, 

*&<£> /kn^ni 

(hi tilGrain r^LDrr*,t,TT s^err^n ^ , n ^, ^ 

r2>i^u/^ (ol^nsaiCcnitu, 


All ^^i^vairrC 

All our n 0 ... ,, 

vanish when w^ ' l hemseli 
The lord reside. ?«**", 

Ti ruvanantapura- NaeA° Th"" U a 11 

worship him with S Those u 

incense and fresh fo,*^ 5“^’ Ia,r 
attain eternal el orv pelaJs - w 

* (1C 

<bcn^c« 4 

l4 , rtlhii 

^(b^GciTn^ . ^ 

o, 

rf(jtr i^^ <rvaT< » u 
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This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan on the lord of eternal 
glory at Tiruvanantapura-Nagar, will 
secure the embrace of the slender 
bamboo-like arms of well ornamented 
women in the celestial world. (11) 


10.3 / The Girl, lamenting her 
loneliness as a beautiful night 
comes to an end, and a long day 
begins 


Veymam | Ahiri | Adi 


Ccuoj 111(2) Qu0c\S}h4l£) c^Ccurr! 

^U)C'S)«L|ii>^TGCT ^«flcrJLDL^Lf' WJ'Tg i jlbO{»/l0w#»-#V 

* au H2> ^a.c ML b^C6un! 

*** iduSIcu ++44, . ^Cwn! 

40®© c - ( 9g»0 Ci£uj^ 5Curr^(£j 
uacO c^uSlrub £>£[}£). ^Gcuir! 

^ r fjft ^^OiCTrCi^riOTrr^ Frn^l ^Ccurr! 

§3 Acfj)ffT>cuGu n£ ftS^Gffjrrrf 

Oh, my slender bamboo -- like arms 
droop, as the love-bird Koels call! Oh, 
these flocking peacocks dance, heedless 
of my loneliness! Oh, Krishna! You 
took your cows to graze, you are 
heartless, alas! You kill us with your lotus 
eyes. The day stretches into eternity. (1) 


jb&G&CincoGuj £, Acfincnnrr! 


5.L-(ip«nCu i^taTOTnQ^fTrr^tb ^GC^hsS 

( 5, > l P'bg>i «>CTTst| CTcn I^rbj^) '. t ivG* 

^cfihte , ,o.b ^eiioCcM-cnA. 

=fi«w. ;J * #cm Cujujffiau Cun*eJ 


Cline- ' 


n Jr- „ " urm oreasts 

m?h°V 0> u ro 7 ed ; swepi m y mi 'r 

and broke the sky, then left nte like 
dream, alas! Desire has seeped ini 
my every' pore, more than I can bea 


O Krishna, you are heartless, you leave 
us and go after your cows, alas! (2) 

c&cu igcrr t_j* I^ltjifj CimuSs&u Gufiifb^; 
QffuuSi itQ chacrfT^ij'j vsr&i ?<k.ct^ CcmcrriO; 

UJfT6U0Lb gx) CDGT3T ] uj fTC3T 

<g0&$l 2-® 1 

CaiiwfliSDuj ftnCOTTcrr; 

GumjugxJ LJcbCu § ^^GTnrprrcu; 

Qurr^ ftiucu aop jgenar 

sncjgjj ^uj^^lGujnLDmiju 

^iD'bg, a <f* OgifT^^csjvr-jGujmb s>cjfl«SDtD<5}r , G«r* 

My hot breath is drying my soul. Alas, 
I shall die with no companions! Oh, 
I may not live to see the dalliance of your 
dark frame again. Tears do not stop from 
these fish-eyes, the day does not pass. 
Curse our lowly birth as cowhcrd-girls- 
this solirude must die. (3) 

^& a tl£ii6T»5>CdJfTLh 

L 9rf»2>* rr 

gJuJQOpib fgl^crr^cm.-M rrc^l1’* 
t i«,^a,cu , »c.nGu J 

uuLggjg, j£«p 

uffCBlGiucaT id 

a c^Tt-i (5 1 (5) 

£)ch a. 

ucrsf^Qinni^l rglcrjcjjTQ^nj^.iij ^<6*‘ CsuiO^’ 

O Govinda, you do not think of ° UI 
pangs of loneliness, alas! You desire on?) 
your cows, you leave us aside and 
after them. Your false words are lik- 
sweet poison running from y° 11 ' 
ripe berry-lips. They have penetrate 1 
my every pore, and kill me every 
time I recall! (**/ 


' JCwiKltfiin^JI liilc3-|GJTl 3 iiJ,rTlT)jLD 

LJAQj G'_Du.»(5,^,iu G. jn uj ^ 

-Jwcfjlyp udguc^Isd^ current. gilt* 11 ' ^ 
£kjf*] tno, tofTcsDojujiD 
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iDfrrriSlGjflcu (ipcocnGUuGujrrgj gisjt 
CUOT (i£)C7»£U fh LOLpeSl^)^) 2 _ C5T ClifTiij 

cSnsrafl i £^0 ftrircorjA «r-*cmu, «^iCg,rr! 
t ^i 40 «£lGu.i r nii 5 fS^tnflujrruj! 

O Krishna, you spend all day grazing 
your cows, your apologies kill me, alas! 
The inebriate evening comes wafting 
the fragrance of unfolding Jasmine. 
Come, make our breasts fragrant with 
the Mullai flowers on your chest! Give 
us your lips! Place your jew^el hand 
on this lowly head, alas! (5) 

<=»^q £ TO Oj C3> 0 <V« -Z^ CcT^li.) "iG 

<*5»P 

5 /^cu a_53T5-(2) ^rflensmu^ib 
ucurr: r£)qr.* tftifc Cu£^r^u3,^;r*GfinrTi_Q; 

1 ' u * j&i f7'»»*TCT 1^,,'fTjOD r^ltA^/fr; 

'^C^VDin £| c ,. w rr; cnn&i&y V0!i flbffSf’wrrrK^cu, 

- I a. rr Cl 

G'rijtri criflgji *»_ .jSin a^Jj Qld^^cvi sl . AC.*. 

p Krishna, give me quick, your jewel 
hand! Alas, my femininity cannot bear! 
In the midst of thai act. other damsels 
^ dl grab your feet! Alas, your grazing 
cows is a shattering blow that dries 
m y sou l- Tears do not stop from these 
mv heart does not stop too. (6) 

^^I'Dcrin^j o.^d* Oif>np<^cu sl.A(/k 

- Cicncn. Om.'vcncv ^jpcyrri^ cfiip, 
*,cnnr ^^onn , C<«rTfj, 

ftcr»5yjr L iujn^]<rrcn v^risnAe'T 

i,,ulC3 ^ cuCTTtOTnn 1 3i_-dr Cl5r^j^ificu 

^Qwonn CliDtfrr iixajn Grt^ds... CljcUl,. 

"H'M)•(***, » +»,&***>* 

swG<7airr\i^ 

A «*ct»cog>C1ljuj 4$<i' firr«U.T5 T Oe.«' T d: 

i V r ^ lear * melts like wax in fire, out 
1 ^ las loosened. Our clear eyes form 
Pear H tears, our breasts have paled. 
shoulder ^ droop. O Gem-hued Lord. 


you walk hurting your lotus- 
soft feet, grazing lovely cows! What 
if Asuras fell upon you there? (7) 

<5^1 < { bn-<9i<STi £)Cncut_j QuujuSifiu, CTGijt3rCl<5>rTiLj 

^rbj ^ ? fTGJTQi 

.S^yi^LQ C1S3T '.i i 2_uS)n; «-2 rott l?ott CunC&Cu; 

GG'jLfcirja-.ujLD 2_£nftC\j{bg>i 
&- ©J6&1 IL|lb (rjoSlujlb CTC3T C0^«55<5,LpGujCiJ ; 
ffLI^lClaiU 2—G3T ^nLDCDfTi^ £h G7S1C3£li£! Cli dm It 
cr^ai^CTTjiij i5£><9> &sr\-*x 

aDQ«u. Aj^Tl ^Gn ^tusrfiujn £ 

O, My heart sinks! Pray do not go, what 
if Asuras fell upon you? Wetness and 
desire swell inside me for union. O 
Krishna, do not slip away! Displaying 
vour bewitching lotus eyes, lips and 
hands and yellow robes, pray enjoy 
sweet union with these other young 
cowherd-girls ol shrivelled hips also! (8^ 

». <bOJ<-ucuQnfr0vb r 

gjI^tatjCTTCnj) x L_fl 0<9»G^ , i , '^5J n !3nJ ^ 

J) I* f*u {h 6T1 

ib^uj^A ^lrTfLjr^gdib; 6 T U3 OufeTTnisrua 

^(pG nr> "-ib; 

jti h CU-^nv-rnsr*; i GvDu.’Aal. Gt mtGawO: 

iftl&U UCU ^Arrn^C” Ir.i'TTi ^ fL.(fT)GliLO 

vol &> <TOTr(Jj) 

•i;l cn e_i^)<bc fr '^ 5tjrt cjaj : 

r&i.'v i ‘taoj. ,^MCLiClf; n { kUd *xv»*.'- 

Va'^nevj 

(o^«p,fTcrt c e^ii%Gv^n’ 

F. very time uni enjoy sweet union 
w iih good cow herd-girls and overcome 
vour misery, our femininity rises 
uncontrolled We enjoy it even more, 
lias! Pray do not go after vour cows. 
Hordes of Asuras are sent bv Kamsa. 11 
von get caught, atrocities ma\ happen, 
take heed, alas. Oh! (**) 
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dham 


cfilcncmijd); crdn GWcu Glftneh 
^fbC^n! 

^5-rjnWKCTT qjg3t tmaiurr gtoj, 

0>cij2>0jOjit lorry* t£lc^rr)j 2-$5>0<njn; 

^joflcDiDu^ih Qt-jrTl^ 2_&ia,(dy] ^rjmDcncninih 

a_cun 2 >g)Cj>cu s_ l csr^fl^lcncbinih fiGTin^i STkairr^j 

asirQff) fTC5T@jcr>u ^cfit Gojidhcu; 
$ffu£b$gyjii) u<D» GiDluuli s ; 

blanii&csfl GufTiu <rrr%j5>OT C^Ggij! 

Wicked Asuras sent by Kamsa roam 
and disturb the Rishis, take heed, Oh! 
You like to go alone; you do not care 
for Balarama or his company. 
Alas, my feelings scorch my soul. O 
My Krishna, our cowherd Lord of 
coral lips, you prefer grazing cows 
to even Vaikunta! (10) 

ffunuj <rrnii3,GTT ^turi G§)6^ &*£> 

$061114 $iqGIDCU Qun(n ) ir ) cu 

GU4»dl SUbo'al Off]€3T 

ciicrsT fu Gahuctt Q/jnou 

id f^j€infliu j n oWj^Ib^ ion6«r>Gb 

^ffuQCTTn(^li) lShflc\l0,IT)0 C^OyUiOl 

\_)Oi f£lanrj CiftujLJi^ jrrsji 

2 _ ju^b i igjgjj Jjjyfjtdrr /jnnGi) j. 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
Porunal’s Kurugur Satakopan addresses 
the cowherd-lord of coral lips, spouse of 
Sri, with the words of a young Gopi 
pleading with him not to go grazing 
his cows. Those who can sing it will 
attain the benefit that she attained. (11) 

10.4 / Svapadesam : On the lord’s 
worthy feet 

Sarve | Devagandbari | Adi 

dflntjCu 0iGu<iilii}rf)1».(0}0j .DjnCion 05 163' 

•) fl (JT7 cn * 

»Uj0i 6uOTTl63n631 AlDAi ItjU ] 010)0,^1 
if,n Gunotih lucjjT, crifl ^Icarfrj 

Gi »n (?,in(,Tnt;iirt 0 . 6 tT t r ilfl,fr>jEii«h lit i0C«nr>tjtCcn 


Damodara’s feet are the m ea , i 
devotion. The dark-hued ^ lSCU p rt h, 
of lotus eyes stands as Water, 

Sky, Fire and Air. His gl° r y IS 
by the great celestials. 

Ou0«t>ldu.)Gc3t, cijncn^gjj flgsTHChiu* 

t naa><&' 


^(fVjcntDajCcn, «5>i CT ‘ c53TuJfT ^ > . 

<ri63 

$0, CllDUJ 2_OT>£T)<£l63T!£l 


l&fflgV* 

• {n 

^(fVCniD 606D63T 

■ 5h 

Lord glorious even 10 the Jo 

celestials, hard to see for those w ^ rlt (i 
not love him, lord of lotus e > eS 
Sri-damc on his chest, /i) 

forever beyond pairs-of-opp oSlie 

^Gn^CTffT^nOTT 44^UJ"65>; qf>l,tf n6U • f > 

ft-* 5 '* ^ 

&&&&&& $tbe*9o\ ^ jj. 

»nl®* 

Cnj^CTT Q0,63316^L 6^C33T0,6!T3T LD1 L 


5>ncn 0,«nn(^Q0>nc33T0 Grrdsi ( 

rt 

* _ 0 

The discus-lord rules us, now ' v 1 | H * 

bring us harm? We have overcon ^ 
pains of rebirth, never to return- 
seen and placed on my head, 1 u 
eyed Dame Nappinnai’s spouse- 

0)C<nCbGiOC\j l^CTiuST^Gj^G^ 

^'cncuGtnd, fljja^dnrondn ♦ 

tf)CT)G\jClf>6b 5»n631 l^n rTj| 

WM" 0 

r . s% fl A Ai 

jbUT»6V) G»JP0,0>Cu ^.^nGTiM) V . ( * V 

*'<5 .. [e J 

The lord who slept on A } 1 ^ ih c> 
stands on hills worshipp eLl fee 1 
celestials, and in my heart JjiU 
are on my head. l ie is insep 4 
from me, 1 am convinced 
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GTG7T Q<F,fCT,0Lb 

al£1uj rcDLD; 

oththfjfrgti ^gsjusmcv oycnemb Quffl&l 
s>_ an i_ uj can; 

Clajaouui^rTcji iSl^nA^; CluiujGungyii 
CluniL cucucuor; 

2b«^uu0ih 5 ,u>A( 2) rT>nj,2>g)i ^GnOTmjnCcjT. 

He cannoi leave my heart, I am 
convinced. The discus lord is lull ol 
mischief in him. He makes falsehood 
appear real to those who do not see 
him. For us who love him dearjy, 
he appears reclining. 

!bnAftgj <smgdctstuj non fin fhiTfiiC&niryih 

^,**2)1 .Sicmaratuunn*© ^(5^ 

, ib ld n «n on 

@cn G^(fv,ib 0sni_iu"c*><OT- 1 

ca^cu5,2>naT un^ib 

i j craft ibGib G 63 T. 

The serpent-couch lord graces all 
who meditate on him. The mat-haired 
Siva, with his crescent moon occupies 
a part of him. I worship the lord 
in my heart. w 

uerafl uijid 

i9cn>fl c^CTTiTjjib dfTgfT; iSliDtffil 

unanrfl G&n$ ** 

rglffyifl) Q<5 loO ufr^ 31 ^ 1 50 

a 1 w C cn. 

O Heart! Worship the greatest good. 
Diseases will not come close and birth too 
will cease. The lord of gem-hue radiance 
bears a golden discus. He is Madhusudana, 
the lord who rules us. v ) 

.^i^iuirTrin ^ ^inrjnA^jib ^ui incurrcaT, 
aim i£l union, i ifiru fh{b nc B' ^ cr>| 7 

Ginujgjfljnctn 

i imjjl ^ib G<?Jjn<mn«VJ cufaTnn 

i i nSjfTui'kGii 

Qini^l fficsr Cl^^Gfl 1 uotpcufi^i 

CVl n ]Lp 0i 633T I flu.]. 


The discus-lord is beyond the ken of 
gods. He is the timless lord and creator, 
he grazed cows. On his broad shoulders 
he lifted a mountain. Praise his feet 
without fail, O Good heart! (8) 

aidcu iflcunu ung ,ld ; 

* itotjil <jyjCi.n 

cfi)cS3lGL_ G&ICDCJTU.J rruSl G7T fil C\J C\J fT li) 

Qgjnts^rGL Qsujgij CTcjin^jib 

cui£IOujn^ a 

ljC37tGl_ urjlDfl’ LJwaflcUGnS,ClU. 

I trod the path of relentless service and 
worshipped him as he taught in the yore, 
and saw his radiant lotus feet. Instantly, 
my Karmas have vanished. (9) 

<rucmdMAjncu iDcanh inn^suencrn 

n ^gtl, ld 

l_Icd0iUjftcvj cfilcnaiancu, ujgj] ldcxjij nc\j, 

j^rjncxj, 

^iogri0,oi O 0 QTQ 1 

C3I ft) 

5 ,CD 0 iujrren anfireub gjionAil^ uffiCir). 

Madhava is lord of gods praised in even- 
Quarter. His feet are adored by his 
devotees everywhere. Fix your 
heart on him and offer worship 
everyday with incense, lamp, fresh 
flowers and water. (1 o) 

■ tfbjry cisinfTjj lhjlo t »riLfn iquiT'cyt 

tncv><£lfirai loncncu cucnn^fTL cjt 

Q^ncu Oftnctu ^>(t 

‘ 'A&jib 

AJDIpnnA^ g>n 0>6roi<.'roTG3t 0 ,^,^ 

^Gsrutj^rUui. 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
Valudi-land’s Kurugur Satakopan on 
the lord of the celestials who has strong 
wrestling shoulders, otters shelter at his 
feet to those who can sing it. (u) 
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10.5 / Svapadesam : On Narayana 
Mantra 

Kannan \ Saindkavi | Ekam 

&.dr zr&r Lp cii 
JbCTrr^iiii iDOTrii 2_cy)i_u?n! 

CTGWC73)ili) 

6 ^ZTV (> 3 uiib Jb^OCTjrrCiD. 

Those of you who seek Krishna’s 
feet, meditate on his name; Narayana is 
the Mantra. 

£)fTS3UTC3T CTLDLDrrGST 
unn ^CTTOTT 

CllfT065tf7tb Cl&ffcyicu&g) 

<3>nrjcirr ^nGcirr. 

Narayana, our lord, spouse of Dame 
Earth, killer of rutted elephant, is his 
own cause. 

&,rrCcar s^cu^ GTGvjcurub 
fijnCcn ucdl gi L 
a,rrC&T s>_ta'3T0 
nCcn rrCcn. 

He made the Universe. He lifted it. 
He swallowed it and remade it. He is 
the protector. (3) 

^crrcuaCTT, 

Cancncumu r£MU<rn &€hassuun& 
gjlTCtlQj nrilj lDGDP 
Ujpcrr^jmij £>nieCij. 

The ruler reclines on a serpent, in the 
ocean. Strew flowers at his feet and 
worship him everyday. (4) 

rb n ^n, rbftsnC^njTyih 

■^idi n in€\in Qd9,ffCT5T0; 
unicitj iT^nLOLD; 

dbOi__ Qu/dcditGi/j. 

Worship him every day, with 
fresh tlowers and sing his name, 
liberation is here. (5) ’ 


Cu}tun<jjr G5unij l_l£> 

-f>ifiLu mocurr eyj crrrsTJTjyr 
Guujrrff (ipc^cu 2 _<rroTi_ 

sunujfTcjTj u)P5,suGcoi. 

The Kaya-hued lord resides 1 
Venkatam. He is Madava, * 
drank Putana’s breasts. * 

kOrT^CliOT <TT67TP£j CTGTTPQl 

GucuoS'Grjcu 

$>gd 6£63T(frjl£) c ^G 1 ni_U_|fT 

GJ&yb angnGcu. 

If you can sing Madava’s names, . 
harm will come, nor sin attain you-t 

ontjn cj g,thso>6TT 

£> n (ip^CD GlJOTTffTOTCtfT 

CufT ^jfT €£>gj<njF7IT 

Free of faults, he who sing* ^-jll 
names of the cloud-hued lord 
live like the gods. 

c^LfigirA^ ^fflujpcncrr 
2 jLCHT<9>l 1(<5-, ffTGtfluj 

Q^rnipcunn^Ml^ 

^ ld gn cfilcn^nAGcTT. 

He evades the gods and gives hi* 1 ^ 
to devotees ending their Karmas- \ 

GfilcDOTT CU6D ^(f^GTT 
/ Up GiD G5T (5, GTT ClQj(fT}Cr&U Gt-i^U) 
i?F, GITUEJT JJjG31iX)C\j P ( t O 

(0 Gin CJf l£ 1 CJfi Glr^tq UjnCcJT. . ^ 

Karmas in hordes will fl ee ^ 
tear, strew lotus flowers 
contemplate on him. 

r ^ffjia njrrcjr’ (A/Tjlib 

»jtqUJP(3T fl! C-^rrt 

^ iq 111 rrrr.4,11*, yt«,***G ,Gfn. 

This decad of the thousand bv ^ LirU j| 1 e 
Satakopan will secure for devote*-* ^ 
grace of the lord. ^ 
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10.6 / Svapadesani: Crossing the 
Viraja river / On Tiruvattaru 

Anti | Sitddha Dauyasi \ Adi 

Clu cij mr ^tc^ujnrT j^lD 

G0GEJ i&n0 *^*^ i 

SjlC** 5 * |g^rTCO&£|tf T Sjp6U> 

ii t nG<JT fit- V 75 T L • 

' u (*)Cn $>£) £ ,fl L . Cicr>^C^!ffijnil l_ airjA^ncTT 
cu wiiO a* 

The lord of discus resides in 1 iruvatuiru, 
Waiting to be commanded by his 

devotees. No more do I seek birth in 
,hi s dark world. Dispel all doubts, and 
Worship him. O Heart! (!■) 


c*jrrc 

U-. 

,J "CQ 

5 »* 


PIT) IT] PCTT s. 

tSljDuu ^Jjjuuffcr 
old 

Cl’ ■ •*,ir,r ffi-. 

^SjljLLI LI<?I UrtiqU ILjp<cflCn(^n^ 

EJfjg}! r 

*T<lirr (0 .*. 1 : 0.04 

t rr r tf jyt <sn r;n irs's't wjVIcjt^, ll . 


^ l nging songs and worshipping 
^esava ai Tiruvattaru, we have ended 
karmic attachments and worldh 
^°nneciions. We have attained the 
eei of Naravana who cuts rebirth 
* ° you hear, O Frail heart? ( 2 ) 

Sb^Tvia^i^qrjj g-onpa-i-ysrcAGf it,pio«Waa> lic\' 

vsi pov-i'^ol: 

■ ’<3\TT ■ i c * • 

1 s - «mr, „ii ' ninmn.r 


'•Q <^vr 


^(r^sunennu.! 


and hastens to give us Vaikunta at our 
command. These are not happening 
by our leave, O Heart oi mine! ( 3 ) 

ersr oHb\2^*6^ *£>0.- 

{S-w*,S ! \' T “’ .£»'«■ vC. ''4-^ 

GUiSV t liyi|Ch(fJA.53i ■ “l-UelDiTI uifTPtan . _ 2 •* 

Gin l1i_ n£)jpPifr: 

ld 63* . u«ne»^^iu ejnfcrne.‘juPwj*nu 

r^cO ^if^hGV 

£F,nG3T Q<9UJG,irCCT r . 

The lord in Tiruvattaru tore Hiranva’s 
wide chest with his nails; He battled 
for the Pandavas in the terrible 
Bharat a war. He resides in mv bean, 
gracing me with great Tamil songs. Our 
graceful lord is indeed good to us. O 
Good heart! (4) 

GlJfTto31 GJJP G1)L£' Air*v GVlflut llJpfpmTT 
iulTGT G^rpu ^*1| .1JJIdW tatfKafTtGSl P,1 fiv^ 

Cl * 

rripi jjji gttgii tb Aiip lj nf> 

i ttr>c?'iv 

«5^>OP 0*6^ 40 |t| GlJ fTifffl ^rtcil , . fcj. „vvi 

eh tfO> vA 'ij U3 .* _ 

The lord of Tiruvattaru gave me the 
path ot liberation at his behest, I have 
his feet on mv head. The lord wears 
honev-dripping Fulasi and rides the 
Gam da. Now vnu can laugh at Hell, 
O Heart of mine! ^ 


L 1 'TT ^tlb\|liTcVr 
*IW »V>’ 4 * ; 

O' VKUJiicr 


cvvC . : iDGA*G 1 I T 1 >>( 

^ ^ % ^•* : T ’ * »r^u. &n*A 

^ •' I '■''*** .- •'■■' «•(«.• ".I - ‘ ■ ' .V... 

L ‘ivt-.uumitd N.nwy.ma r<\ iiing his 

'.,1 . nam f s - He his come on Earth N’H lotus-eves) lord will never leave 
1 u • m I lruvauam o| Rival we ill h mv liean The lord on l'inivauaru hill 
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reclines on a serpent. He destroyed 
the rutted elephant by the tusk. His 
tinkling lotus feet are on my head. (6) 


the worthy Garuda, he destroyed 
many Asuras. He resides in my heart 
forever, of his own accord. ( 9 ) 


(£)6inrj AipcuAGr; (gjfTjj^lcjTLb; Joih CAfTcfil jjASar 

nsji; 

djlsnij (3^Cl| al_gu ncini_ 

^CJTGJT 

O j CT 5 g (£)^§CLj LOCJtff) IDfTL 6)JI7 l1l_ (TC3T 

LDCVJ <T ^Uj.GlDOO 

G&GTlCf CrjfTJjlD gyCTTCULD QLDlLjbj9c3TSll 

aid^Glo. 

We have attained the feet of our lord 
Govinda who lives in Tiruvattaru 
surrounded by jewelled mansions like 
a Tilaka for the ocean-hemmed South. 
My person wafts the fragrance of the 
Tulasi from his feet. ( 7 ) 


iSlr^ujngjj CTCjTfry iSlrnug <^2)15>&! 

r 'n/^ ^roAQAfTCTSTL-rrcST 
^ rfl ^fjC3^fluj€y><S3T c S>^Ali> ^673Tl_fT63T 

Qurfl UjrTfTA(2j UAAfTGU , OufDrtg? 

utuCTT 0u rQj lDit nj] 

curfi cufTcifT curruu ^ cm ctotC ld G\j 

gu mi. u rrff)rrj nsoi Affile fa jtGg3T. 

The lord in Tiruvattaru reclines on a 
hooded serpent. He came as a lion and 
tore Hiranya’s wide chest. He broke 
my cords of rebirth and made me 
his servant granting favours such as 
I have never had before. (10) 


Atajp gjjcncu c£lon«J cjrr)l 

$(f»)(l£l4U- J 6ST 

<an&(bj0GjTro <9AArj0)g)6tfT A^gjjub <@<-.11) 

QlJlT(ff)gif LjCtfTffu 

cmmnFji^cifTQQ cucmn GurTcyjih 

CLlfuLl~fT00)ITJP(A) 

jbOTTf5l Q^UjG^GGTTn GlcjfT QrTj^^lcVJ 

^tAvjpCU^GcU? 

The lord of radiant crown and fragrant 
Tulasi garland, lord of discus gaining 
victory wherever he wills, is the lord 
of mountain-hue radiance in 
Tiruvattaru. I cannot understand what 
I did to deserve his grace. (8) 

«f£^jp<£lG3TfD ^(fTjiDnnLSlcu A 

£,c3TG6JrrrT{1^t£) 

^A<£1G31 IF) ^l(rT}lOnG\JfTlT Gi'JlTCfili li) ACiWI 

cli n l. i n«T)j I 

i jALpiijlGSTrr} i^cn £><rtrn^l Cl 

Cl G>( ^l<2)Anai 
, <rrc.n Q.Q 

ctl■» u'rtlujnCcsT. 

The jewel-lord reclines in cool 
I iruvattaru. On his radiant chest he 
bears the lotus-dame l.akshmi Riding 


AnL-iqg, &>dn AipeuAcn a(*-’ CbO^ 10 

U|ACU 

ojn't!i_rrjT}JQj ctlD Qu0LftncjiOT ftitfTfti 
U<tl.L-ITiu iDfTcmco $ u 

LJ ^ 

CaiIQ ^qrm G)jfTC5TCLUTACn Cu*C$A<£) .® <3 ^ u 

O 0 ' 

This decad of the thousand songs by 
Kurugur Satakopan on Tiruvanaru-lord. 
- who shows us his feet and averts the 
disaster of Hell, — is sweet poetry which 
will not satiate even the gods. (H) 

10.7 / Svapadesam : On 
Tirunialirumsolai 

Sencol | Begada \ Adi 

CJa^ClafTGVJ ACfi^A^GT 1 ! ^ „Sln AIT5>g)| 

&)<+ “*o l, ■*,<**) 

6V{Cf)/fS- AGnciJGP. ifJfTUiC^ 

uDfTUlA A6\S1ujniiJ 

SL uSlff»-/.C S> (?n Afivjfhfljl 

lijlCOTffjfffT ^^uiaciicnraTCTanb && 

i s» uSlfr^li) <S«6T»«|i s>. < 
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O Sweet-tongued poets, be on 
your guard when you sing! The 
Tirumalirumsolai-lord is a wicked 
trickster. He entered my heart and 
soul as a wonder-poet, then ate 
them, became them, and filled me 
without my knowing. (1) 

^nCror rQcnrr)£b£j) GTGUGurT 

&_uS1(5ud ^"Cror ^u-» 
g,nGroT ujnfirr gtcjtlj nG3t 

/2>C316^CTTg> ftrrCcn CTCJT»(2)0 

Gg,Croi unCcu 

^(LpCg, 

C^j rrCj •, 4 /U i^sTiCln^nLPjij^ingST 

ffT63TG^r>CJT ^pfQ fj)j li 2_ •*> : 2_«wCl_. 

Becoming me he became the worlds and 
the souls and filled them, then himself 
too became this me and praised himself. 
Sweet as honey, milk and sugarcane sap, 
my lord of Malirumsolai, — he became 
all these after devouring my soul. (2) 

CTrorroiroi Ctctt 

ID ft'LI M*(*i 

CTsjTCT.car ^ipgiiriiib g>trCG ji j 

UDfTm ^ib Lf> rr ror Carr 
Clg,drr (j>65T ^(r^iDnoSl^ffj^C^rrcncug) 

fiUrnf ^*5<n_uiSl<3 Gsnij)# 
uifTOTi ^rorrgytb Gu nG&uGcaTQ«5>nC,aja ? 

(JtottO( frncu ih ld nctn 0, ^i^Cen ? 

My lord resides in Malirumsolai de¬ 
vouring me. He entered my wondrous 
speech, then made me all himself. How 
great is his grace! T fold my hands in 
worship, need I say more? (3) 

<r. > t.,, ^abiorrGtn ' 

c\J(^ib & £1 , 

»>n ( ^. roroi &. l cbib v» "cau 

n->i £■ 

'fl.cjn OaiTG^ '<£bvu<7 u_j li^oTTfT) 

$ ,id n,eSt^ ^C 5 nc?>&. 

«3»Gtr (ff^C^tTub ' n6^(T jfsfWTCTOl'T. 

js^flrnn fKC»Slua.<^j 


Becoming the worlds and all the souls 
in it, he mingles into my body 
inseparably. He surveyed the Earth 
and chose Malirumsolai. He shall not 
forsake us, our enemies shall die. (4) 

rt,6roi Groin fhoSlcu gtuj<9> 

(b«vcvj ^LDijn Qunc\Slcti cruja, 

Glfe3JlG3Tfn^> 1 GlTT<5iCTI GTGTOlGTO 1|LD 

MpGS^eun ^cjtuld .f*,£rocu<!flrr)uLJ 
ueror .^n unu.c\j ^cin^Gb^cn 

ujnrornujg, fteairoirotaj flhnroi uniq. 

Gl fh CJT S3! n C7 G3T (gj| LD <JTffjl v ^j lD LD fl 6&T . 

n&SIncrocvjui nCcan. 

The warring Asuras are dead, the 
good celestials have flourished. The 
seers who contemplate the unknown 
are also rejoicing. My lord who sang 
his own praise in Pann-based songs 
through me stands in Malirumsolai, 
singing the auspicious Teneka. (5) 

£1 i^iuncvSl^^Ca nGsiGVHunCtsn 

0pGijG\j(i3}ir> gjtsn 

G^(r^LDn gu uSl it) ff)lroi a_€nCcn gtogu^^i 

£l£riip ajftGnGuujc'rflA^U) 
^(r^mnevj etrorenror ,gh, (i ldosvj 

^GUGpii) lSiniDG^) lb AfTtnmngj 

^^loac'j CTUJ ^ &*'* ugci> 

rr£,o, ^ihifinCror. 

The lord of Malirumsolai devours all 
the worlds. My loving master also then 
protects them through the ages. The 
lord of Sri, invisible even lo Siva and 
Brahma, lovingly gave his graceful 
feet to me for worship. 

IT- error s^ioiDnCroi 1 
^^fiDM-b • p*,k;w ^juMDngr) lU3 
'Jaw i^niDt.^ ^aubion<gi,ib 

^5»Giin C!*njQnh Cdh^i^LD 
Atqujlb ^iproMcu^ib, 

*7e>gui£i ^iibLDoro? 
oi^ptaA ^miL]ib iQ-sroflif) roiuv 
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The lord in Malirumsolai, the mountain- 
gem who sings love songs, is worshipped 
even by Siva, Brahma, India and the 
gods. Seers of great enlightenment 
praise the holy mountain. (7) 

ldcdcvjGuj 

$(fT)UurTn)0,uCcu cr«rr OjCtjgoGuj. 

€TlGiJ (0)5)0, Gift, 

(fTjCGil ffcl C I.D CT«T£| 2_1 _GcV, 
<^(5 > LOfT CTCTTg^j 22_u5lGlJ, 

Ifi (SS T G UD , Gl:fT0iC0»| 5i^f^l^GLD 
C^(fTjLDfT Q2>nuj.iL|ii) iSlfflujncjT GTftfr 

DG?tpl ^LpOjCUCDtfJT G£>(rc)CbC<vJT. 

O Malirumsolai hill, O Milk Ocean, 
My head! O Tirumal, Vaikunta, 
Cool Venkatam hill, My body! O Great 
wonders, My life, thought, word 
and deed! O My first-cause lord, who 
never leaves me! (8) 

SfiSjP (JpgjCVCHCST Cp»(f^OjGCTT 

CTC3T^|jLb .-yf ^Cudf £_£U0 CT€\J Cu rfli) 
£>2Lifi\ C^n^ii Q,G3T<3)iCrtCcrr 
UC3TM 2 ^/ 0 , 0>fi£g)|4) ^)(9)0iigu , 2 _ipgyjlh 
Gil Q31 (131 CP CTGJP f^| t£i (£) fT6JT 

<5»<t6 -^l(njiunoSl0ic»jGflncr)<;u 

«urrtfl in<snCi£j fin^cfrGi cu; 

tL.L gyjLD SL-uSl(fljU) iDUilfl, 6 J>l1Gi . 

The ocean-hued lord of Malirumsolai 
is our master, — the supreme cosmic 
lord through age after age, who creates, 
protects and destroys all in himself. 
Well done, O Heart! Hold on to him, 
and let this body and life die. (9) 

|»ji inn iDncnui 

^IfOjlDrTGtfl^lCTjCa fTGDQj Girui 
2 ) 1 ^ 4,01 GanGan! u/nOcji § 

**/■ GTCPGJK.JT Gifl <* a nO <' ' 

v 90 iDi jGVj(g)itb )i jnrfjl • i •- i_h 

"Jti 1 ii 

v uSia cju j *9o4i(th£ 
inrTCTT. ^fbJ^nQih in€STrbj4,Gcn. 


O My Lord of Malirumsolai, my 
Protector, my own Self. These five 
sensory fields, five sensory organs, 
five motor organs, five elements 
and the four envelopes of the soul 
are all part of your cosmic Lila, pray 
let them die! (10) 

inner 4,nrj ld ldcjild Ca,l , 

«pOjn C|i£r<Y»j*uiA \Dfh J<9i, 
4,fTOTT ^rbj^ncaDrniju 

4] nGcn jj^nGcrr 
GgjOT ^i^ngu Clunipcu 

4i_GAnucrr Cl^noj 
inrrOTT ^fbJ4,»i05j4oJ u&^itb 

^l(n,il>nc*y^^'^4rcT''gw» 

This delightful decad of the thousand 
songs by Satakopan of honey-dripping 
Kurugur groves on the destruction 
of Mahat, Ahankara, Manas a nd 
the five senses, addresses the 
Malirumsolai lord who entered me, 
and himself became me. (11) 

10.8 / Svapadesam : On Tiruppcr 
Tirumalirumsolai \ Revati \ Adi 

^>l(njii)rTo9(nj0iG^rT<£ricvj ldcfico <rfwrC(p^j 

CTC3TC3T, 

$(f»)iX>fTC\> <n>fb£) fret t >i, r^crnrriiuij 
(^)(5 urn inor/l £> i^cyrcN* OurTC5Tcafi& 

$^U)n&j ,£l ( rty jGuGo* 

Even as I uttered Tirumalirumsolai. the 
lord entered my heart and filled it. On 
the southern banks of the Kaveri wash' 
ing precious gems, the lord and spouse 
of Sri resides in Ten-Tirupper. (0 

CuGir sl cinm^tf^fn iSlnfTffjr 

CuClGP CT^injI C1CT1 a,f<>,4. if»l<3nfnujU 

CJlj) 4,1 GU G7Lp incnGU GTljp. £>. <> .•* 

i53310^ 

ft; uSl (T) rp n cn csi «MI rtuAu 

i SI 
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The lord residing in Tirupper has come 
to me today, entered my heart and filled 
it, never to leave. He who devoured 
the seven worlds, clouds, hills and seas 
is contained inside me, tightly held. ( 2 ) 

iSI 14 2)0^5 C5T; 0<5>(^2jCg>63T; iSlarjfl 

a nCijOT; 

men on cumpftcnAiqctT fflffiu&j 

> ld n c»n ll) cn uj j 

G^r tu|<j <Jv,Lp ^(n^uCuOncaT 

GaiTd-^l 6 T«T.£f,( 0 ) CTClflgjJ ^uSltfJ’CljnGip! 

I held him, destroyed rebirth and over¬ 
came disease and diverted myself from 
the lure of household life. Tirrupper is 
surrounded by pennoned masions 
rising tall. Attaining his feet is an easy 
task for me, just see. (3) 

CTClflgjfl LlSlcSICU ITIQI CT'Si'T 0>Gtftt0iGT1 

0iC4)ulJ3» 

i^flgy ,^iAl UJ il AjCn^UJGBIfTLiJ <fc 

AGrfl&^crGrTjsyr: 
<fl<rfl aacfilui (<^,9 

^(ffjuGuqfTcjfT 
e £)t i (4»l uj Cacfin fi,(ir,«aiGtrn. 

Mv eyes rejoice to see him so easily. 
With lightness of heart l too rejoice. 
Tirupper is surrounded by groves with 
sweet parrots. The lord there will give 
us his clear Vaikuma. (4) 

CiirrCGar £>(iTjCijc T <3f T A< l fcniij <rrGi*(.# cam'll 

** 

C4HCJ1 1 L 4&d>£f 

<hnGffir fTfhn'i 

C&CT! CJuj 

(bAnnG^. 

The lord of Tirupper with neciared 
groves who grants us liberation is inside 
me today. He has entered this cage ot 
flesh and is himselt clearing the path 
of all obstacles. (^) 


^(ffjuCuir (jjAnfTCJT 

QufT(rT)uGu ffi_CD([T) ) jQc5Trn iSlijfTOTT @cn<T^j 

cuibfti 

«@0uClJGjfT ffTC3T(0j CTCC1 

U<gj{bg>ncin 

^(f^uGu Oufbrr)i ^(ip/Kii 2_633T0 

4f* Q} G G G 3 T. 

The lord of Tirupper, lord in 
Malirumsolai, has come to stay and 
fill my heart forever. Tasting the 
cool ambrosia of liberation, I rejoice 
to my satisfaction! ( 6 ) 

a_cw0 ^CTfl^C^rn^ a_[j) U iT 

Gtotmojgj 

Q;5,rTOT3T0 a_a>6Tfl5 > gj, 

C1<9nci>^ju Quff)C0QT; 
5UCT310I Qurr^lcu ,/y \* 

^<5»<rurrGfi5T. 

With surging love mv heart has reached 
the last word. My lord of Tirupper 
surrounded by bee-humming groves 
remains in my eyes lor me to rejoice 
forever. Relishing this taste, now 
what do l lack hereafter? ( 7 ) 

o.«*t@)Kh iQcmja, JH*cundi; „ 

OLirHiucin; 

CltOTIOTflcU clip 

A«T)di anCcn; 

OJCTD1CM1 {»,W\> iDtfrafl LDfTi rTu^etl <3^ 

^^uGuon€3i 

^^JTCTOILO cren u>6»i& A ,u H t *vk*n<3i 

tT5l0fT>. 

The lord bevond the intellect is inside 
my eyes. He is the subtle essence of the 
seven Svaras. The lord of Tirupper is 
surrounded by jewel-mansions. He swells 
and fills mv heart today. fo\ 
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ffTOTTcncsTili Clurr^cnrT&Ailgi 5jG3ifi^cn 

CTGJTGQlCTT C^CJJgjgj fTCST J 

<jMC3T(£y CTS3T6JicrTu Lj^LbGunftu L-icwn^^gi) 
<rrc5T ClfliLcurrcirr? 

^jCOTn^j CTfijfTGJTg) $Ajj> ifl rr i_ r^js>ch 

(A,y> (5 u G lj rj rcjr 

tf?>65TIT)J CT«JT«>0 ^(f^CTT QflLUUJ CuJTn^^aj 

2— #b G <T) G 63T. 

The lord residing in Tirupper with 
mountain-like mansions, today has 
made a person of me, sitting in my 
heart. Why had he left me to wander 
so long?, — I begin to wonder, pray 
let him answer. (9) 

2_.fbG.0<^; 2_0>fbgiJ ucreflGtfujgji 2 _ctt urr^ib 
Clun}G»DG3T; ptC 5> ^'dficnih CGUtTOiQcug,] 

A^jpnn tDCJlfDftj ncOTTn^cii cu n«j) 

^l(ff ) uGu<3fT'b(g) 

,^4‘D<D 11 n ^jiqujnn o,if)A(0) ^GvjojCu 

^ t(j cvi hCgu . 

My Lord. I have rendered joyful service 
and attained your feet. This is all I ask 
for. No more shall miseries besiege 
the devotees of the lord in Tirupper 
where many Vedic scholars live.(10) 

l£l GVJ fi\j IT <£H GVj GYj 6VJ : f^GTT GU UJ CD ■>. ijd 

uCuriCiDCu 

rv,sucunn ljOjh ciinip . *,< n ,**•. nj oi. CAnufijr 
a'^ncu ^juSln-ftgjcn u£,<5ju> 

GuCvjcvifTn n (<9yp Oi incji 

«fi1^.ibGi j. 

This decad of the thousand songs 
by Satakopan of Kurugur where good 
men live, on the lord of Ten-Tirupper 
surrounded by big fields will secure for 
devotees the radiant Vaikunta. ( 11 ) 


10.9 / Svapadesam / Archiradi 
Marga / The Twelfth Union 

Sulvicumbu \ Band tune 


(£$> C&Albui (Ip^lcu gjfllflujli 

^c!t>cvj $Gn\ ja> cda •'[yZ'fr 
cjjp ClufTiflgytb cucnib &<sp 

CUfTljp t_j 0 >lj) f£)nr]OT 3 TG 3 T ajiDGJirjtf, 

r 

Clouds in the sky played horns like 
heralds, waves in the ocean clapped and 
danced. The seven continents stood witn 
gifts, to sec the devotee of eternally' 
praised Narayana homeward-bound. (1J 


rF,rTfjC 33 TOTT g,LDGT>fJA AG 33 T 0 2 _ 5 >j)gjJ 
t^ijcnr CluncsT L^rflg^giJ 2?- aJ,T 

5>L_CU«iCTT fQcJTlTD tb ** 1 ; 

C^nrjOTuh «£l6nrj0,g>] cr^^m 

iG^-* 


SL GVJ 


On seeing Narayana’s devotee, 
the rain cloud joyously filled gold-p ot ^ 
in the sky, the oceans stood a A 
cheered in joy. The mountains maoe 
festoons for him, and all the world 5 
bowed in worship. 1 - ’ 


s gjflufbCVj lOCU" 

CUjrr gu n 

2>u>n 

creviiT^ ^JCT>02>£* 

cu»p arK^^fT^rra^ Gtdnr^j eut&gh' ' V 

When they saw the devotee of * ^ 
Earth-measuring lord, thev rA,nt >c j 
flowers, lit incense and 
worship. Bards stood on 
side and sang ‘Hail!’ and said, 1 1 
way to Vaikunta’" '' 
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cr^lrr ^cnujujQin 

CLi(dj 5 > 5 >orff; 

r * ijexin ^icuct ^cyn cn^^7 

Gi fT lL 14 C 3 T fT; 

C^^rr (6^rjcvj ^iprj^nij^CTT ^GT>C\J <?>L_CU 
^gU sfiljfl g^iLpfTiij (Lpm LDng>6U£JT ^IDITSjUSi. 

All the way the celestials made resting 
Points. The Moon and the Sun lighted 
l he path. Thundering drums rolled 
like the ocean, in honour of the nectar- 
Tulasi-lord Madava’s devotee. (4) 

ul,T 3 jCiJC 3 T 5,u0fi crcnfTjj GunaoSlcvj cufTcsrcun 
^ LjfT &Jl£lcj7, CTUl^ji .^c_ vi> U(£)g*J^ ^ T d Trr l^'J'-0 
urrujcjnn .^lcjiGsrijn, 
fb«j cuffuicurr CsuencSl 2 _ctud0£C5}. 

Gods came out to see and offered their 
Peaces to the lord’s devotee; Kinnaras 
an d Garudas sang songs while Vedic 
seers made fire oblations. (5) 

^Qjcncfil a-itriD^lgj^gyib, *iDijp 

hcda, 

tfucuibu^'fl crnbi^ii) 

$<**fc*o»*; 
o ncnAub AufiiLincsT £,Lnn 

CTT^grrQi 

^ RCT7 Acmrr UK.^cr^iun Guni^^^^n 

iD^lyprVjCg, 

Incense rose with fire oblations, bugles 
a nd conches rent the air. “Rule the 
V s y« G) Devotee!”, the Vel-eyed 
^mes cheered lustily. (6) 

Cl i < 9 < ^ **Ti, i (i 

a ‘ Qgm&eSliSrfft 

£l . ^ 2>"(9 +' 

erno (IftfloiOT. <£)cnrT icsntytpi* 

t&) ' ^ GftrTQj^ctr ^ 

c^ 4 ‘q u.rtrt^,C< 3 ». 

joined in worship as 
joy, to see the bonded 


serf of the lord, — the ocean-reclining 
Kesava, radiant-crowned Gopala, lord 
of Kudandai, — on his journey home¬ 
ward bound. (7) 

(£)U* ^iqujfTn ^cuit Ga>iTcBff) 2 >can 

CTcnn^i 

(ip 14 a_cni_ GuncjTcun (ipCDrf) Qpen tr) 

cT^)nQ«,rT6TTcn, 

Q 4 OT 14 Qjb® mflcn CanuiaU) 

(gjfpl (£) «l IT 

< 4 nqcij o_ctni ld ngjffucan er»«a u&yjb/b& i_|aC«j. 

Gods in rows teamed to see and said, 
“Here comes Govinda’s bonded serf!”, 
then climbed on to the high walls of 
the festooned Gopuram, to catch a 
glimpse of the devotee, — cast in 
Madava’s image, — as he entered 
Vaikunta. (8) 

CT>Q*|£)ft-^th M(«)g?<tyiU3 CUfT0c6lcb CUfTGJTOjlT 
Cy>£1Jft)«$hfe3T ftiLDfT CTlDIT (^L_ 

CTC3TIT}] 

Gr>GH(&)(b(hg>g)i (tp<^rlQ](f^tb 

dSlu jjhtfjCniT 

cnoj^rbfljii u)(2)Qj^j id 63n(snn<jur gSI^ICuj. 

As the devotee entered the portals, the 
bards were filled with joy. The gods in 
the temple bowed and offered their 
niches to him, tor entering Vaikunta is 
every man’s birthright. (9) 

6fl^QiCin£, t CTcarn}] rbcu G«i^jlu«n 

uS) <aVlcv.' i nnii.t «flcu lj nr*u fh erf 

<sn fi: 

iQ^liqiD fbcu fl.cwrc33T(iptD . fQ«y>ir> 

Gtrlcrt^A^ipib 

ur£l ,ip-s, ld t (K«n<!Mun amV>G^. 

Vedic seers praising their toiiune, washed 
the devotee’s feet, while moon-hiced 
dames greeted him with Purna Kumbha, 
lamp and saffron-water. (10) 


^arut and Vasus 

damsels cheered in 
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ojfcai «««u» U) „ ^ 

-fMftSI- ^«U Culf!raTu«,£| ^^^Gjngl 
»»* * W* (SKS^M •L.C.n,* 

• „ ■ _ <o } <3 rrcvi 

'Hbfb'***' QvSHS&fr £ i6nai c^cocu.-A 

OpofloiCij. 

7 h f e d 7f jhen stood face to face 
before the lord in his jewel Mandapa in 

* St ' n 8W-Those who tnaster^this 

cad of the thousand hv Kurueur 
Satakopan will become bards. (] i) 

10.10 / Svapadesam : The Twelfth 
Separation / Allegiance by 
swearing 

Muniye | Abiri \ Misra Cbtipi, 

<' P<rflGuj ’ *, UU(I , 

A n , . ^ ^‘-HTCUJur* 

^ *«» **&*&>, 

^ V * IUCT «* to * 

&> n ™ Cuftftcvj czCdi m - • ■ 

ajnuJli Q aaJ C^«. e-CTw.^Caj 

i?nS B !T h r SiVa ’ m >' wickcd Coral- 

pped lord of lotus eyes, my black un- 

rCv h r l0fll,i,f ° rl0rn sclf! 

At last you have come to me. Now 

1 shall not let you go, pray do not plaj 

>our tricks again. ^ ^ 

'flOjCj.cu mate, or; . r, 

.r.ncT.t,. . , 

CUo. 4,0., ^ ^ ^ 

^ £ ‘W*"0 «!*■». 

^ . n . S-raifortaGni 

& •^'renr, ffujj «**>*,£ 

, J( ^ ( ^4^, 


Pra > ; do n ot trick me, I swear upon 
the fair lady of the loru< residing ° n 
vour chest, and upon you, take note! 
You openly made love and blended 
mio my soul. Alas, now you must 

call me unto you. (d) 

**-6GU ClAfTcnsTTnaj 

^l,cfilA(a, ftn uibju* GWnfiii 'Qji < £iCJn&> 
«**<$UE)d*|£jC*.4j* lUG'&i 
C “ rfl » iSWdr. atmeoT, . 

I • 

wacv ^^Co,! a_uiu* 

•*.*>«> 

° tlle Fi'st-cause, stock of the lotus- 
n,1ve l Brahma, Siva, Indra and all lbc 
gods who worship you! Other th- 1 ' 1 
you, I have no staff to lean my soul upon- 
•' uncut-gem-lord! Coin 4 ' 
and call me, you must. I’* 

®" LD| ,fT «>«** UfrCij,! 

■}t ,t f» 

** <Vr£| : 

fT ^ < ’ 


* 


eT ‘ i " JIJ,il ,-<*.**- Stj** 

rfi 

O Dark expansc-of-space, and all l h‘* 

Bini.!Vouarctlw*ky.il.e!i8li‘- ,l,c 

& odi and all else. You are the W 
j-ause of gods and men. Alas, vou h- 1 ‘ 
lehme 'o bear my burden alone. ( ' 


*’ tlr ' fiTTc-JTtfotG:! if, 1 jnjlT 




v *' r ft, 11 " 

* - ' «• ^2? 

^Vu.ncir jic^* ^ ’ # 

•* 5 S-V^I, at:*. I • , &5 m 

* ^ 

^f,9u u/n^o, iinnA,^ c «," ' 
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you forsake me and let me wan- 
A r ' "'ith whom Jo I do and what? 
\ y^» is left of me, what am I? 

j i ' L ‘ lf *d. you drank my soul like a red 
ot iron dropped in water. You are 
m -V amhro.su, still. (5) 

Opial 

© * *••••.*-. C*a Tgj; . ^ 

e_q51cd/t 


Like a huge black hole you have entered 
the three worlds, and hidden yourself 
completely! O My first-seed! (8) 

ep-scu (^pcvifiu^ 

«rrcu cu nib 

^vp^jsO fr srtl iL_c3nflPGST e ..aicnar crcncj: frjrrcn 
GUfbgil <5n.0GU«n 0>rTOT? 
|JP5)CU Qpq£(2P&fy£j 


. { . ♦ ^r•.x* jS_,SRPuj.il._fTiZj 

a~crr-Q<. <n£ltuniu 

,trjT '^ <9wTu r shuisi, 

C**tA0lU I U*iu 

rr ; ; A, J Lncuffuun^r>cuA(£j 

cS^riri ♦ IT 1 CTC3HT ^cStCl fT’f 

sweet lord, my life, my soul! \ ou 
aye drunk me insatiably, now go on 
r *nking me. O Kava-hued lord with 
tUs eyes and coral lips! O The perfect 
atc " for lotus dame! O My love!(6) 


tnc\m ULJ n<sn<;u49,^j 

gtgst ^cjrCt jCtim! 
^ < * w ' T "i ^'(TCft'0 l9cT)2> 

P *. £>LJU, 

ftnc ° ^urrdAii; <^wirfT)fTiiJ iplcuiii G«9»itL.i4CTM_«f»» 
<nri,/>,nuj! 

1 % j , . _ 

A£,.. ^«4J tf_63U3>C3TL> W>IUfr)£JJ 


^ hive, you became the love ol 
,ut us*dame! Forming like a dark 
^’Unt.tin with a crescent moon on it 
L°u came as a boar and took the 
^arth between your rusk teeth. 

I °rd n ho churned rhe ocean, how 
1 ' ln I li t \ ou go now? (7) 


cu nyp u n\p mu, 

<SMAriTjTjj ^ipfbgK 

SL-iuir£)g, QpmefilaV. cp>! 

O First-cause seed of all the worlds, the 

( first-cause, you! When will I come and 
join you? O First-cause continuum here, 
there and evenvhere, — surrounding me, 
wide, deep, tall, and endless! (9) 

S^$<b§yl £ UJfTlj^ (IpU^olcVJ 
Qu0tb unCip!c£i! 
Qurfl.u u rj £»<& u>curr«j 

Ourftu. <9.un (fTjfrctjT 

^giiujCio!js>! 

^.qpfhgji OujOuj CTC3T <J^«jrT <^,0)0 

(A,ipjT,^nGiu. 

O Great expanse, wide, deep, tall, and 
endless! Expanding higger than that, 

O Radiant flower! Expanding 
higger than that, G Radiant knowl¬ 
edge-bliss! Expanding bigger than 
that, you have mingled into me! (10) 

^ip ^rftanuj. ^ujisnci^, ^frcncTT, 

^cu(T » 1 c8{*y wTlLj/pit) a, 

47<_C*fTLi63T Cl4*<tara» 


^'caflu Gi . ail-CSTCDC^T. 

cm-j* ^aVlu Gu0uSlcr>fj 

■ frjfT ‘ • ('h«|ilcr<c?r m , u^n ^iu UU.JC3T 
^u iDiS' .oyiV, 
;Co ’ * r * ^ 11,301 jftflfflJ -X.«- 

$$i IM •*** 

'on - irr 4 0 . t ^tytl^^rruj 1 cn<ai (tr<^ci> <v»/»i 

t, fit <*,(*£ Ou j n1 

*1°W will 1 let you go. 111V own 
j\ lv ^et over-soul? You are ilte endless 
^ J| ’nus. their Imit and die eiijoyer. 


JMCUff ^rjj^fT^pAarnciij ^vgc^oi 

^icun- jgcu 5*-i-^ ' A 

S\rr)Thihnn c_* uhA\C$>. 

This consummate decad o! the 
adorable thousand songs, on the lord who 
appears as Hari, Brahma and Siva, is 
bv Kurugur Satakonan who found 
his liberation. Those who master it \\ ill be 
lx>m in high. (II) 

A burs Lotus Feet our Refuge 
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Mudal Tiruvandadi of 
Poygai Alvar 

Invocation 

for 

^urrii.icjno, u Syn+r CunCrjfftj 

GDOJUi^jgjj 

^'A’JjffLn^cTT cufTup £ r ^nror[){b2; n fJ 

LM^sulcTTr^ft^ Q5 iL3 > ,t «^t Ljrtif^gjj. 

The fighting bull among poets Poygai 
Alvar took birth in fragrant-bowers- 
and-fields-surrounded Kanchi city and 
rendered the first Tiruvandadi in sweet 
Tamil, describing the modes of 
Worship, that devotees may live. 

* * * 


^cuujui &,£}(linear -Clenijuj 

* 1 -" -^pujrrcjT i*Ccpcr 

Q^rrcu iDncncu 

®I-IT <JffTCST^j. 

The Earth is my lamp, the ocean is 
^ e oil, and the radiant Sun the flame; 

^ffer this garland of songs at the feet 
°f the radiant discus-bearing lord, that 
may cross the misery-ocean. (1) 


ftu_co gtgu ^cvj^io 

§IT «J0£)g 

iLonC^ 5>n«n: 

c?N£ 

E_cn, Gifrtfh ^ 

, . && 
!$■'' !bgj], ©-6WT0. , 

J he ocean was churned, — when, I 
°t know. The ocean you mad 
” r *d|>e on, parted, and slept on, — , 
not that one? You took the F.ai 
p ’ '" whcr e, I do not know. 1 

<*nh you made, lifted, ate and rent. 

' "as it not this Eanh? ( 


Ufrrr ^snci|ii] epn e^GUfibgj] ^ULuqiB 

unrr 2_05)5) 

£ rr ^STTCLIli OtfCVJCU 10 ;* (gijIT 

S_(«)Ci^ GST 

Cuiii Qlj( fTj id n<rinr; 

^rfl<&C©JG3T - 

0 c^^CU *C75Tf- OjiffH. 

You took the Earth, with one foot 
straddling the space and one foot 
placed on the ocean’s edge. You grew' 
and grew, I know' noi how! (3) 

gh rracij ^fiGGS T iu>Tuj 0«J7fDrreneur, 

SfbgjJ 

GlufTj/)l Gunsaj Gunns, a,s>6mb <®iTiTg>0, - 
^fhlGYl rTGSTfTLD 

inn c^rrjLD nNfrcuajiTi,^ ^CSTq^i 

fi_cr>rjg>2) 

-f^GVUD ^ LD n ftGSSTL-CjSjj ^ITGS^; 

How' the poison-throated Siva taught 
Yoga to Daksha, Pulastya, Agastya 
and Markandeya under the Peepul 
tree! They closed the battle-gates of 
their five senses and realised you as 
their only path to freedom! (4) 

(^ifjcsT, ftnnncssTGsr- itj fTic lD ; 

^gstgSI cm i_. i_| cn - ecr it0 ; 

2 mn-fTyfTCU , LD6T>rO; 2— CTWT)IL(li C^fTuSlGU - 

gug^jj 0<V: 

£^(rV,LDtTl U 1 J , Al Gtfl Li L-J J CTO^tU^t ~ 

Gajco, Gibi^l: 

a Anfr:G(DC3^ ^•jT'rji 

His names are Hara and Narayana; 
his niounts the bull and the bird; his 
texts, the Agamas and Vedas; his abodes 
the mount Kailasa and the Ocean of 
Milk, his works dissolution and 
protection; his weapons the spear and 
the discus; his hue, the fire and the 
cloud; and yet he is one to all. (3) 

!?,A 

- G73r b 33icyj3i £>nian; 

iDffiu«.'C!i:wn, ui^a'iup<fj,(T6n ? . 
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*<$ cxkOftfT^Ca,^, 

&6737Cl,C3T 

Gld ujn^in 

All ye people! I can never forget the 
ocean-hued lord! Then when I lay in 
the womb I folded my hands in 
worship. Now I note the southern 
Quarter which the lord of Arangam 
is facing, Yama’s Quarter. ((,) 

^OLMib, £l«n, 5^3, CI SluoJW>li> 

&"'**** *(5**,**: crGucuna) . 

®co <£rrg> 

^SOTsmesT, O&Q mrrsu, 

fhnn £?£> 

6H635TCWTCBT UOT>L.#£ 

™ e Quarters, the respective gods, in each 
Quarter, the ways to propitiate the 
respective gods, - all these are the 
wonders created by Krishna, the 
changeless eternal wonder-lord, the 
dark ocean-hued lord who churned 
the ocean in the vore. (7^ 

'*'“'**' Qjrrod a****. wirrot^ 

r opiurri^ 

CT5 J, 

^(fTjiDaGcu 

*unn CndhlilfTOt! QLJfT^JTjg^j 7 

In the battle of the yore, — O Lord 
rirumal!, you blew the wonderful 
conch and wielded the sharp discus. 
Rut why did you hide the bright Sun in 
the sky with a chariot wheel? (8) 

Qun^CdW.0 <$>n cjantr,n&ij 

&'< ^OTTtTjj a cjy 

* ( n, G,ncu S,h ^ 

^ Cu,ocnuj *’ <**> *Q<t« ifta* 

.DCJRP: 


O Lord of discus! Taking a huge ^ orn l 
1 you stretched your lotus feet an 
measured the Earth, even as the world 
feared and the celestials tremble • 
When you came as a huge boar an 
lifted the Earth on your tusk tcet u 
how did it not fall off, resting as it ^ ,lS 
on one tooth alone? 

LD£TJTC£p|LD LD 6 \j Ll J cb lflrfjl fh L- Q) ^ > 

to niSf^CP^' 

gfrt(JTJTb Tdju i) GiftGllflUJ 
c^ 4 «V(£) pencil m_ £n 

^G3T2)J 

a_ cu(<9j ^ctt(tl| cb & <rmC i_rr ‘ 

Alone the lord of infinite gl 0 ^' 
O Discus wielder! They say it is true that 
you swallowed the Earth, the mountain 5 ’ 
the oceans, the winds and sp* lLe 
Come to think, was your mouth * 
hig as this Earth? 0 ™ 

■ 

cunuj ^Gijcrusn ^cvec-fc; eu mp0>$> n & i 

CljVLi 

5) n LUGDCDr)GJT ^CVJffug,, 0,riLD (olgjHbpH r' 
(ipenao 
(.vClffliir© 

a'A*'**’ 


^l,A 2_6Wli fT«n <t> (Mk 

^fT€OTrn r. G«,cnn G^cft. 


The Eanh-striding lord then carnC ( - l u t -* 
child and drank the breast poison cm* 
ogress with relish. My hands will s* |u ^ 
none other than him. Mv lips win ** 
praise anyone else. M v eves will not > l ^ 
other than his form. Other than 1 
names, my ears will not hear 




6fJ fTUJ f 4bGJ31 , <a> _!—<■» 




go CD I 

left, a,r Tfe\i, l£p l c^jCD ' 

C€ucn6blu4ii>, ir,sucv>£>iT ,Lp c 
<STC 3 HJ)nuj ^libTjlrrjnjTj^ . -‘ 4 1 
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The ear and other organs of sense, the 
five primaeval elements, the five sensory 
impulses, the five motor impulses, the 
eternal one within, all these are 
Manifestations of the lord, who came 
then as a boar, say the godly ones.(12) 

<f$)UJC\JCU n-.gjfT gj|ipf»UJH63T 

(iP uj c\j qj r: it & lu ffj ^ id <j , (ip can 63U15 ; - 

^UJSUGIJ 3*,* 

J^^ujacu 1 r^aJLnnii^cnnGy Ljfjcu 

r^ij^ujfTuj i^ciiirjnn ^ <su ri. 

^11 the gods naturally seek the path to 
attain the feet of the Tulasi-wearing 
^arayana. Earlier through proper study 
and practice of their roles, they achieved 
l heir states of godly nature. (13) 


< 5^611 rr 5 >mb mi ^r^lr^gjCufrrf}] *T <b£) • 
crii Ou(nfjUiffOT CTeinirn - 


*""£>£liMlD 


Cl5,rT^§Qin; 


2_ 


1 r ^,1 2 _^irVjCcil (lf)5>6U. 

Recording to their nature, and each 
^’cording to his understanding, they 
all worship their chosen deity, placed 
° n a pedestal or drawm on the wall, 
as their god. Yet the lord who measured 
] lc Earth is the first-cause lord and 
I0 rernost of all. (14) 


f IPSjCVi ^Gi,rrn fipcijCr); <^ib fvp^ijfhCTHjpVfi 
f ^Paoij -^Guneisi ftprfl igii cusin<mncin ; 

^5iG\J ,-sji.u.j 

CU< *' jrT< ^ fl ^cucuhgo, (V,fiLn 

Gtf 'GVi !i i «*» A, g , u 

*<iv»cunn i 

l°remost among all gods are 
k I riniurti, and the ocean-hued one is 
c °iemost among the Trimurti. Were 

R ot tot the grace of the benevolent 


first-lord, the grace of all the gods- 
in- name in the world are naught 
but waste. (15) 

U(lgCg) UGU U&G^Jti) CufTuSlcjT oenp , 

^ (JCL| ^flnQTrCLDCvj 5»onr(^ - 

Cl 5) ft G £h 65T 

5 , 1 _cu anevj ^cnffuuuft 

5,CiT3T61l GTT(fT}lh G 5 mj 5,£73T 
^l_CO €£&> 6U<?J3T6J3Tn ^ 14 . 

The wasted days gone by!, — 1 feared 
and wept. Then I saw the ocean-hued 
red-eved lord reclining on a serpent 
bed, — his feet caressed by lapping waves, 
— and offered worship to him. (16) 

iq 11 j i n t.lU) 5»L-LJIJ, G@>iT 6 n GiT> 5 G LD GO 

G a cvicu, 

(ipiqu^U) <s£l*ii>L| (HOTurr - 0114 

2 _<£lnnevj 

rr-niTj<5>nfi3i jgg<srafiuj«n<h) 

^n«T»0u 

a2HTfb<5)n€3T. s_«V(<9y 

The lord rides the Garuda bird. He tore 
into Hiranya’s chest with his sharp 
nails. They say when he measured 
the Earth, his feet straddled the land, 
while his arms streched out and 
measured the Quarters. Even his crown 
measured the space above. (17) 


fT,fTG3Tfp (tpOTMSYJjft^GTtGVJ {b(CTv9< SL_673Tt^ . 2_C^1 
G Gil GiTOtG 637JTU 3 

'.^> 3 n 6 fliin s> «3tm mgjr. GcvGimnftl 

£>5? GJTjfjil LI 

Gt in^m^xi 21 6 ^' o.| rrgnith.i jeric^lcinminiu 

^,G3iru. Df^nb 

iD^rr-jgjj Gi inm trx^n 

The lord who measured the Earth, also 
sucked the poison trom full breasts, ate 
butter irom the hanging rope-shelt. 
battled with a anted elephant and look 
its tusk, entered between two closely 
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growing Marudu trees 
the beaks of a bad bird ’and"! 

hue of the dark ocean. ’ d h “*J e 

‘ ** "■«*» «* 

*© <wu ^ "to 1 *** 1 

° ,*j> L ^ 

^ssrafrr^-w. 

%i«n«abX n dtk ! f °"'’ 

and adorable red eves m T 

sl ~p. to„ caressTis bodv'an *1 
rejoice. What penance earned v C 
this good fortune? ’ ^ 9 ° u 

£)a ®»n* uu> *, A,* ■ ., v , 

c -—-* *—*r 
^ cw ^ «*©«.** «x! 

The wealthy Senkanm.il, The W 1 r 
adorable red eyes, released hi. parents 
from,he,, shackles, escaped .I/ ™' 

haunt of Ins detractors, and ere ~, 
a child in another house 1*^ 

Ilk, lee, are worshipped 
bj the good celi\sinls.a| as i 

U\j) 

iQeifiiQt, £Wi> ^.vi a f 

vruf^i 

Oflrirnr)i, -Peng '" J -' n ' u ' 

• / "* iT A-nbw, 

m aAiAagif 

* * •£«n«KT l| rr,^i 

J^cr.L * 4,^1 ,rTS ^’ 

Alas. (> Dark Heart of mine' -j*. 

Senkanmal who went to M ,k i ° rt 

took a gif, of land, then grevv' S 

measured the lianh. h is , 11 ^ 

a discus , |)r 
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w capon, a bird tor vehicle and a 
serpent for a bed. You must attain 
his feet, know it. ( 2 1) 


d.nC.stTufi 

Uki Cil ^ 

. -r r -L £ 2 i-^fS) rfUjl " 


'^ ur w® O^rTfr-tr «\ T 

^ ft'.’ja'C&ncC’ „, rr Q ai jnr£W^ 

^ ^ * ;fjTL *&'**& 

— - • ^'Af*3^jT0 jv, r^,^, iitbt |, 

h k known to the whole world, - n°‘ 
K* - O Lord who rides the Gan* 
L* r l ' ° U alethc fragrant butter churn* 1 
) t e Bamboo-slim arms of the Gopis- 
and were tethered by a rope that H‘ 
your stomach with a mark. (22) 

1 cit' Tll b J >,- 2 !mnd 0 > .,. . ... ' n ' 

j*titer*’’ 






y,<!»G«.n er . a . Ul , < j, -, Cu _ n ^ 

j, **'-»<■ T-r-sSi t 

5rt,-yrr Wr . >.p7iv* . 

J; * ,ls a ni ‘*tk on y< jur fingers I«# f 1 ' 
he barnga bt>\\ -striiio. The cart k*‘ J 
rna.K on y ottr foot when vou kick* J 
un vou tore apart Hir.mva s cl** v . 

rh T I ?'" 8wn lot us dame I ik** 1 * 
th « left a mark on your fingers' ^ 




(» | Wl I 

* . * » 

^ vT ' 


*• «_ JBO ,S) WJ nAg, « O' 

tP 0 *^ 

11 'Oancti^g,!, , «a* 

. , . ... i'*-"' 


• " ’ J 

S k VOUrfi,1Rm lips «*' <S. 

" ii h butter,-O Lord dark as t^ l,l l 
cian;, _ t | le C()W J iin) e't a 51 ’ 

ound j-ou to a mortar Did vou “j 

I :;r sry. while outsiders .««J 

■“Hi watc hed? Speak f- ' 
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S-fiTiG ctot a_Gncmb ^Gurr^j 

(TuClj ngsj‘_b, 

^GojgClogvj id rjg,<sCin Cufrcuflj < 51 cnnGuicu 
^i-rb^fTffnoT, rrcnctfr, G^ipcurnuu lj^lSI 

«§> L -£>S>n6sru,Tn G}(h& «T^gib. 

With spoken words my heart sees the 
dark emerald gem of a mountain 
reclining in the ocean. He came as a 
boar and lifted the Earth, he parted 
the ocean. Forever I shall praise 
and offer worship. (25) 

^^cunrr, djlOTn^G^rTGTTGurTiT, P 1 *** 

gjjtp rtuj rrcnGST 

Qj^£Cufrcb«r>d> ^)<sncrTfbgj] - 

Q^rr^GijniT 

^€5Tlcn5 GgTJ fhJdJii—G ld 

gu rrGG3TfnT 

•Dcna ctnrjij, gjicnrrr^ii> ldgt>oj. 

Offering worship in Tiruvenkatam, 
those who constantly think of the 
Tulasi-garland lord will be rid of their 
load of Karinas. Even the celestials 
hearts are roused by the hill. (26) 

LAC3'iG\jujnG'0 (<£jGTh.- iflfl Gufnu iSlcnn^gjj. 

A, «ff>cuuj nGu tn an id 9 ub ejCp 0^iT£U» ■ 
CIait<,3igvi 

Gurrrra, C^ngl U,*^ 

tffTU J^^jG.CTGULD 
G^jfr(i^ i.irnuirrcjr ^n«EF>. 

A hill, inverted, became an umbrella to 
protect the cows. The lord tore the horse 
Kesin’s jaws and pierced an arrow 
through seven trees, plucked a tusk 
of the rutted elephant, and destroyed 
the Kurundu trees. Such is the power 
in the lord-of-Venkatam's hands!(27) 

SfTl lij G}| G\i lb t | ^ LL| lC 

6>J GiTn G3iPrt.^|i 

«P>uj! ri^l ctht - O^iimi 

jinsir r£l gth a_ <r,Al ujnOTi: . o rr r» •* 

(Jpdffgll CTlU^h 

^'©Dliujrtd^i i+)lcn 


Your hands, -- O Cloud-hued 
Lord!, — wield the conch and discus. 
The lotus-dame Lakshmi resides on 
your chest. Brahma resides on your 
lotus-navel, and occupying a small 
portion of your frame is the three- 
city destroyer, Siva-lord. (28) 

^gG&S>*MiS w jUuoua>, AurijHjju), 

cSMfiDfr) Q**b£ttjU> ^GuaGjTj-iSlcyjrT;, 

^»(f^UlSl<53T 

anui^^cwr u>ncu ujnOTGST gjajrjub 

iDfTGU «9>GWTt_rTuj Cl^crfl. 

The lord who is manifest as the Earth, 
space, wind, water and fire is the 
adorable red-eyed Senkanmal who 
gave refuge to the devotee-elepham 
in distress. Know it clearly. (29) 

Gl^crflg), h Z-GhGU&Gn&S 

tfc><^(£> s^GTOrrrcjjniT . 

^nuj flhirQ ^siCrr) Guncu, 

, . ... <£UQ.*C* 

voujnuj jj D m£|.5,Glft.nGTT(Gn ) i£, 

Clearing their hearts of dross, clear- 
thinking seers of steadfast devotion 
easily attain the feet of the Tulasi- 
garland lord, like the calf finding the 
mother-cow through love. (t 0 ) 

'“‘I **'* U <32^1, 
* «%** *-(?>«iu> ^ 0 . 

" jg„ **. un* 

Sn<*‘GunGV, U)IT>mi 

s'esn**4,a >ltti , ^O.on, 

The lovable lord who bears a conch in 
one hand and a discus in the other 

came as haU-man-half-lion and 
Jest toyedthe fierce Asura HiranvVs 
mighty chest Other than his feet 

woXheTht ? 8 l ° COmem fe ; 
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^CDLDlLlfTgj ftOT3TCS3Tnfi\J 

CfT,rTA*fl ( 

c^jemmunu Quirtfl lj cuotact? gfbgjjib - 
•b cmn iu rruD cu, 

<J^criOTuunn ^cmererftjCij 

c^uSllJ 611 IT UJ 

^CnOT3TUJfTCST rjjAfT. 

All the while contemplating him, 
dispelling doubt, keeping the senses 
unaffected by outside inpulses, those 
who hold him dear in their hearts 
will attain the thousand-hooded- 
snake-reclining lord’s abode. (32) 

(bWib l^Cujcu 

UA0 iDGDff) UUJ<b£, UCIJ3TU6ST - 

CluujfflarscjrCiij 

MJb^wncu £_(r^ c7CT3T<5^jub 

^fTj^llunCVJ c^LD UUiGJT 6TCJ7 ? 

The abode of the four-faced Brahma is 
the benevolent lord’s lotus navel, from 
where he unravels the Vedas with grace. 
Without contemplating the lord’s 
names with love, if one were to offer 
evening prayers, counting a chant, how 
will it serve any purpose? ( 33 ) 

fT63T, 6£>0CllfT OlDILI CTCSTUH - ffjjjp 93.$^^ 
ZU6TOT0, ^SU g)6nCUu96U 

QpC5T 6p(f^CU65T (ip&Go CU 6 TOTCTJTfT 1 - 

f^cin 

Guhj {b £>" U ' J &&&*& Cuftfc&WTmcu; 

ft ft a 

^ujg, 5)fTUJ (ipaicu jbihih <5a,©j ? 

How can any one understand the truth 
in this wonder? O Cloud-hued Lord who 
swallowed the seven worlds and slept as 
a child! The ogress gave her breast and 
fell dead, whereas the cowherd-dame 
Yasoda, melting for you with her 
warring-fish-like eyes, gave her breast 
and brought you up with love! ( 34 ) 


UJ ^ 14 uj n rr, 0>tb 

0IT)0)lDnA QAfTCTtGTTCU $;-(*&$» 

g $£>& 

(ipi^iuncir uCDLgjg, (Lpgcjrar? 

With love and devotion, what words 
your devotees speak are faultl eSS 
praise for you. Is it not the path 
attain your feet? O Ancient Lord who 
destroyed the ten-headed foe! P^) 


(Lpg^ncwr ^ 

VP**"*. 

&>*)& 8^ ibOTgjj ^Aa^nCcn- n<u*' efi - 

l-JCTOT rfjlrjfljg) GU6T1 2_ 4 }n ^CU Clunfij 1 ■ 

ID633T §}t)(b1b) C1ff>n6OTTl_ 6UCDA ? 

Was it not to destroy the foe’s risi^ 
power, — O Discus-wielder Lord w ^ 
tore into the mighty Hiranya’s ch* 5 
— that you came and took the E* irt 1 . 
a gift, when it was already yours? (* s< 

cu ® n ® CAffrrdil Cii 

I JCDA ciTlfiTTAjAjtb ^ l ^CJT^yjtb 

G 6U U j ft A 6in Q 

Clarf *"** 1 

«jfuij ldhcu u fis\\<b 

Your favoured abode is Venk^* 

O Lord Tirumal who blows the * ^ 
conch Panchajanya! Vedic seers 
high merit and learning gather 1 ^ 
all Quarters with lamp, i ncenS %7) 
water to offer worship. 

it i 0 flC ° 

Cu rfl ^gojub, 6j)ffj3T (A>fpO> 

CTrflrbft * nn ® Q\i 

(fi)cjr crcsTfry, iipnjj ^ 1, ' > 

CxD*> 
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Worshipful celestials descend saying, 
“Our Lord’s abode”, where gypsies 
hurl brilliant gemstones to drive away 
wild elephants, that striped serpents 
mistake for lightning clouds and creep 
into hiding, in Venkatam. (38) 

*l T, (ipcir J' 

££>5) inn AL-Ccu; »Q tf&T IT) gj| CL| LD 

Cu'jnliAi C lo 

Cijrir cijcsyruTOTn Outfit 
Venkatam is where the lord stands; 
the deep ocean is where he reclines. 
The Earth is what he lifted. The 
mountain is what he held aloft. Kamsa 
is whom he leapt upon and killed. Indeed 
my lord’s glories are great. (39) 

£Uj<np fifilexi , (^<pciin 

i ■ i jtftnic jftiir){b£> OffmpLD - vse^> 

c6l£hibi5lcu 
Gcur^jCin 
ClOCVj 

^AfTCJT cfTyA. ihGSSrQl, (AjCSTtDl* 

The great bow-wielding gypsies shoot 
fire-biilIs to scare away the wild elephants 
from their plantations. Then seeing 
falling stars, the elephants still fear and 
flee. The lord who killed the Asura 
Hir.uiya joyously resides in Venkatam, 
his abode in the mountains. (40) 

i<»}<T3iiT)i -rtCtitf’u tolduSlgjpjUi, 

tyCtonji (tp^c\>nrt, U.lnh^Cfl 1 uT&Trn^nij. 

i jrr><m a CT.riCui c H „SJyijjir Oi inam •►*.<{■’ ♦. 

i^TV^MJ i n C5P 

^Irpcyi e^OTiaCui 

Mountain-like faults will be ignored, only 
your good deeds will be taken into 
account. O Heart of mine! From this 
day onwards and forever, always 


contemplate and prate, — even if it 
were mere lip-service, — the glories of 
the discus wielder, the lord of Sri.(41) 

IDWSTlDA^li) ^UJlDAlCT^LO 

Canj^rrcuj, 

'Q^in^ilC* <£»T*h2,Q,rTfl}j cT^jiCl^ncu- 
■£l(fTjtoaicn Cldcvj 

uncu £»2,t b <flfbgju lj« r^n^cncTWA 

lo n<j\j cii<ij«n673Trr idcstud? 

Sri, Bhu and Nila attend on him in the 
ocean which sprays milk, while the 
adorable ocean-hued lord reclines on a 
hooded serpent. His heart is forever 
given to the lotus-dame Lakshmi. How 
so? She knows at heart. (4 

n>rr<* S*ipj GfileT>€3Tuaib 

^,uj SbfTCcn .. 

cyb CunCl&ng 

. * ^ 

Wj2>fnpfT<y(Tjuuii gnon. 

The heart will be freed of dross, all 
past Karmas will vanish, wealth will 
come of its own accord, — when the 
lord of fresh Tulasi garland is 
worshipped with flowers and fresh 
water. Such is his grace on devotees. 


AtrCcn; 

A.nn c. tf, u Ctjn, intX)l ^ ^ L| 

Cunj-^mn a_ 

ST * 1 ^^LDu.n^ 

1 C 0 . 

Devotees get to see the lord in the 
forms they wish to see him dearly 
He takes the name ihev wish to call 

h,m hv - the nature they 

contemplate in their hearts dearly 
He is the discus-wielding lord. (44) 
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&nG “ fccO Q*AC,l® r in 

“ ‘ s ‘” 4c »"‘* *•* —k; Ji®"" 

^^jszitrr 

The lord is access,bio ,„ the ^ 

?r aTC. h V ! acc « s ‘We to us too' 
I r h ' h Rabh “-' k,n 8«» v ».t worshipped 
°"T: b "I ° ur 'o^ counted the 

e„ heads of the foe with h,s toes 

Let us count h.s glories. (45) 

U< * T CW«n o 

^ M fl ** ^ U4iT 

~Xfh&g,nar fi-v* urarffeumj - _r^ . " 

The glorious Vedic-chanter-Brahma’s 

skid! became a begging bowl for R uc!ra 
Our lord filled .t with the sap of his 
heart and freed hint of his CUrS e 
Know that those who offer worship 

w.ll rule th.s world like ce!estials.(46) 
c"H VT a &*£>***** 

C-mu*©-***,* 


*"*<i «*•,* 

The celesual elephant in distress was 
saved by the lord ,n the yore. Those 
who tame their f.ve rutted-elephant- 
l.ke senses and fix their h J ns . 

steadfast contemplation will surely 
see the lord s feet. 

*** *** 9c «* «*#, 

J-cJr^oti «9iu»Q*a<n ‘® i *Cu, ( », 

■ ■'■-'WpQ'b®.*' . 

With one foot he scooped up Namushi. 
with one hand, swirled him in the air- 


then with the other hand he spun his 
discus that gods and Asuras around 
feared. O Good Heart of mine! Desire 
to attain his feet and rejoice. (48) 

^ ‘‘ Cun6\;, cDfTfT)jl£> Dft! 

^*rr$Guncv C^n^rrQj j, Q uil &r 0 *)^ 


vtf * 


srj> 


The joy ot seeing the first-cause iord. - 
who wears a golden crown of radiance 
spreading all around can be felt only 
by those who strive to shake off births 
>n this body that continue cyclical!)' 
} e c he Magil seed beads in the abacus- 

tor others it is difficult. (-19) 

, 0 <U* 

M H- urfWiOTncvi - o’. • .ijW'W 

Cj " !Dn "'&‘ ; jnatjli intu 

QSiB'maiS, „ a r )&l _ 

I hose who perform loving service 
strewing freshly culled flowers, can s* 
ihe feet of the lord who took the g* ft 
°t Harth from Mabaii with ease.(5 0) 

dtu.u^to 

^ u * ’* 

*1 ,S 

o, . 

• >r ( l, vJ&ftP£© i(a . Wf| 2 l / . n5 « ( g , 

> - |L* 

i.eiw 011 

*<**>»■»«. f9,a J a,n.„. i , r 

Easily the lord will p rjn t von •l*' 
£ ,,Mn o» h.s lotus leet. O 
c cam e as a man-lion intend^ r 
destroy the unrelenting Hi rad)’ 1 ’’ 
Contemplate his name, it.s.he 
nf <eight syllables. ft" 
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CTCTTTUjrr, u^lOcsTfT^cijnjn’-fr ^£jcvrr ; 

g&cu* 

CUflrjT€33f tDCUft CJffc^h 5>v-* W » 

£>(£) fDncriCuujrreO t_jfJ6&C £pX5t ,fT giJj (nuCLjfTg^iaj, 
^(J^LOfTcrJcuA cm^CTl^rr^ijpCu^ O^G3 IT))* 

The eight Vasus, the eleven Riixlras, 
the twelve Adityas, the twin As\ ins, 

- they all go with fresh flowers 
everyday without fail and <■* unt 
praise, then offer worship with folded 
hands, to our lord Tirumal. ) 


O ft or rrj 1 ^ 0 )u .!&? 1,V 

^|l&»0»rT0«! T ’lb 

<B<*r»ri*i id 1 £ij>£ f ^ *>* \ 

6T65T LD 

Mcsncm .r^ib; oxsuft 

cSH*.ntjrr ^<ryorrrD(e> >„ 

Tirumal has a snake. When he walks, 
it hoods him like a parasol, v. hen ie 
sits, it folds itself into a settee; when he 
stands, it is at his feet like his sandals; 
W the deep ocean where he reclines, it 
becomes a float, its eyes become lamps, 
n wraps around like gossamer silk ant 
becomes an arm-rest for the lord.(^3) 


&} o.‘ OtfiMpi-b < K*’ r * 

L_jGn 


breast, wrestled with killers, and 
lifted the mount. Our Senkammal 
lord is he! (54) 

gjUJfT <TT<TU cfilcDGTTlU it 

cnbC^rrcin 

^ldCo crrcin(T}j ^i^6U£] ^cucortcu, - 
£,03677 5jO)gfTC\J 
,»>^0auj uljcIO ^qf^ujfTrr 0>«rcrvei7 - c?m 1 *** 
^cr-cTOTC'.sff-j 

C',i»r SHjvfalg) ^‘-U^LfTfr Cufr. 

“His devotees, whatever be their 
Karmic record, are our master's 
servants," — so saying, the agents 
of Yama disperse, know it. Those 
who become devotees of the great 
serpent-reclining cowherd lord, 
established such a name. ( 55 ) 

UuS»ij iihiju <3^ iautA.1 n<?u , c- lD 

Cl u ii> i d n ^ * jt 

^iC^fTUfTO? '9fT>/v, - CrtsCij 

<Mci# t-tr-toGOl** 

&> tfJJT GtfXt cjt 

*H'0#>Au>coib 4brfrf6r»feyr ^uigSt 

Nama-Japa or repeating his names over 
and over again is the only wav to know 
the lord; who knows of another wav? 
Re that as it may, even Brahma, though 
seated on Krishna's lotus navel, cannot 
see the lord's lotus feet. ( 5 M 


*m.l 4 ^ 4 ,'-"37^1 , 

ft -Q, gfayfgr &*&&& 

o.rvk# S-677TI 

V** f»,\ «▼*.,>/* * tf*oL\*v3SP ^6ii<?37. 

The lord reveals himself in his various 
acts: he let go the snake Kahya, killed 
the elephant Kuvalayapida, graced 
the cows, broke the Kurundu trees, 
ripped the bird’s beaks, danced the 
Kuravai with (jopis, played with 
pots as an acrobat, drank the poison 


.iwuicvt rPcTTrn Oicv* <r$«nc3T^ u , 

C-ai. *)o» *_uj CaftcajnciM, - fcuub 

4^1 GTtit) 

•b<»v ldi r( mT>Cu fbOinn fr,nr j<zmn 

633 63Y ip 

.,T/?n.\, oincntfu a®Gkot 

Your lotus feet, O Lord!, — i s all that 
l seek to attain. Hearing the record 
of my past Karmas. 1 sought a wav to 
escape With m\ song garland. 
I learned to recite the Mantra. ‘Nnmo 
Naravana . and offer worship. (S 7 ) 
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iDCuff rUi,ncwT0, gjiuih cn &> 
ffr^g^Lb; cr^ig curnp, Qfb0C^!- u^&i 

S«i$ 

U>£b$'Jf ? .»!ACTT <5jfT) U(T3TGL) li LDHCU ^Iq.Cuj 

CD &> Q O) rr ^ cu n ott ; 
6p>G5Trry ^gogdgu, _ 

Offering worship with freshly culled 
flowers and incense, — O Heart of 
mine!, — arise, awake and succeed. 
All the Mantras learnt without a fault 
are for the worship of the adorable 
lord. Do not tarry, attain him. (58) 

^cdL.(~) i0 ff^cDCjiCiun^) ^gOgucu, 
C^rriLi, urrcij ld 
i ' T ' 1 6^3ljllui CojGiftfTl^GVj , 

(Jpi ^ QD GTHju 

(ipen .v,Mjoiicn« cD6Dfl>fl)(T(KrT ^ipncrn 

(upetf j^jiTGn, 

£>OT d? GVI ^rhlCD^ CDGU0>0,fTGjr flfJGTOT. 

Attain the lord our refuge, — who in 
the yore wielded his bow on the Lanka 
King for abducting his slender-waisted 
Sita, — if you wish to be rid of the sins, 
miseries, sicknesses, and Karmas of 
the past permanently. (59) 

aijcrrorn iDGffijo LJuijbib Sj^iocDiju/nCcnrT^l, 
Iflfjann ALUJ LDQ7 (TTCUCXJ nth 

i 

Cuff CUndau I^oncir ^rrjrr^ 

^(fjlujrrgj 

$>n 4*$ a *><*)- 

For all from the permanently residing 
Vedic lord on the lotus navel down to 
the last ephemeral bodily soul, the lord 
of discus is the only refuge. Other 
than him, there is none that the ocean- 
girdled Earth knows of. (60) 

|t_ ’ *SS— 6^(0) &SH l$\ UJ vi Gj5(.'.73T 

C^,p 

S> CU^crfl^ 


U3rr^g)(LpLb, Giiffg)!'- 0 




qjb^uS^cu L^cnrTnun. 

The ocean-girdled Earth, the del 8^ 
ocean sans the Earth, the dar • 
beautiful ocean, the mountains, ^ 
fires, the wind, the sky, — all th ese 
created by the will of Timm* > ^ 
lord-and-lady pair. 

IJCTTMT in0^1dfT GuffUJ. 

♦ c\ 9^ 

uDCftniD^cu ldhcu cuicdl C7if ^ ^ 

*<*** 

• n I A efSfi 

CJlj) 2_CU0li) fl)nu.SiCJTGL(UD ' jj 

*vjp ^ijQju . nMS ^ . 

I »d. l ’ U 

The pair of Marudu trees cr . t |ie 
blossoming Kurundu tree t e ' j* 5 
seven prize bulls of 
betrothal were killed, — by tb e ^ ^ 
that reached out into 1 he 
Quarters when the lord str ‘* 
the seven worlds, and the g° ; i 

Asuras trembled. He reclin eS 
coiled serpent. 

G<2)n gtt ^cuGDffjr ^ivjGuncu 0£> rt iP 


on 

\bt) 


W>c9 

Gagtt 446„an& ^ 

:■». . - . • . 

C^rtm n £h c<r> gznn uj n dff 


jbnCBTrftcJMii i>) cn G cm G7 7 r>, uj UD • 


* 

The serpent-reclining lord s l eel 
are worthy of mv tongue s P e |$e* 
Mv hands will worship non ,1 

hC ‘ ,r ;) 
songs alone. No more (tr 1 

shamelesslv seek a hie of ple- vsl 


mv two ears vearn to 
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IbujCftjGjT 6)0)11 Qun(5^^r; a,6TiG^«sn 

^ujCcuot a_iunjb5)<^GafT® ^eOeuffCu ,- 
G^l uu G GD ffjl; 

^(f^lDfTC^CU ^GOSUgil G^jUJ GU 

GJthC&GV', 

^(2)6 crcir ctgjtGldgv) gSI^pg^t ? 

The pleasure of lowly compan) , 

I shall shun, and seek the company 
of highly principled ones alone. 

I shall not covet others wealth an 
never extol a god other than Tirumal. 
Now I am firm. How can Karmas 
accrue on me? ( 64 ^ 

c^cttlu rrcu ^nui j i_nn; Qcujj> 

^jIgdottGuj^ju) Q<9cvi cvjit r* 

rg\ «r» <stJT^> <i> 

^tfujrTCDcyi , G^LUfTCTXSUT ^*,u9 «JLD Gu^ 

O O Hi) fh OT3T 

•Mfliunoyegr^ 6y>*Cl^>rT^gft** fT(W ' 

karmas will not accrue on them, hell 
w iU not be their destiny, not the 
s ^ghtest pain will attend on them, 
w ho worship with folded hands, 
the dark-hued lotus-eyed lord afar, 
the lord beyond the comprehension 
°f the world. 

* n cn«\j cr^jpipjjgjj a_cvjAtb ’ 1 '’ J ' 

© c.Trsirijf,^, 

Gtpc^ncvjg, ^cncv) ld£t>"' ) Guinn Cgui_ ligttcmld , 
C 6U CP OJAA 6W* 

^ ^^lUfTOTT ^|tqGuj; «? i?i &) ^ 

fT u U CfflGH LD 

Guft JMjf 1 G^ncron nG3T Goujii. 

The whole world wakes up in the 
morning remembering the discus 
lord. The learned and wise Vedic 
seers of high merit desire, discuss and 
recite, the names of the lord reclining 
in the ocean. (kb) 


duLU0>ii> 0 ,i_Gg\j Cr^rT«,(£jib 

GpKnfn 

£_iu(fT)Lb 0 >$QG)jCg3t Cj^nih^Lb;- S—uSI^ld 
2,0LD6<n6TrGiij Gjbn &>{&>ld ; 

■ 2 , (tldcd rjujrrcrt Gibcncucin 
6p>(ff)GUGnGtfTGuj ClbfT^^lb 2_CnjTIT611. 

The ocean is the final destination that 
all rivers run into. The lotus blossoms 
turn to the rising Sun. All living 
beings fall to the lord of death. The 
lord of lotus-dame Lakshmi alone is the 
goal of realisation. (67) 

r> CTTMTgUfTfT ^jfT aL_C3T Ou(TC)GFHI) 

adupC^fTn^j £tf»^p 
a^crrmcijirn < 5^11 2_G3T Si_^ 6 VMjb- 

2_GiHTrrc)j rrn < -^ j rr - 

cbl 6OTTG3ffr«9>0,0j n lu ! lD CTSTG^n fhSyQ, nuj 1 

Ccurhj^M. ftferTiiJ 1 (ferTGuCcu^LJ 
uOTTTcnT^^gjnuj! £ tv)L_»b&» uncu ? 

Who realises your glory? O Lord in 
the sky! O Lord on Earth! O Lord of 
Vcnkatam! O Lord of the four Vedic 
chants! Who realises your forms? 
Who realises where you recline, age 
after ever>' age? (68) 

UfTCVjdn &«Tg)| SL^GIKTUJ. G)vjp £_GU(^ £_6TOT0 
^GTlCUuSlcjT 

Gidoj ^gst(T)i r£> cucnrifT^ Olduj ctcijtl.i rr; 

»5*4,«b ^ tjrrQj 

VjQjgtjCvi <5n «n^<^rinOT3TCgjrT? 

ld GKn 633T G 03 n*? 

Canonai (^<. 9^1 CT^ft^nuj’ Gancv;^,. 

In the age bygone, you took 
the form of a child and swallowed 
the seven worlds and slept on a 
floating fig leaf. If what they say is 
true, then where was the tig tree? 
In the deluge ocean? Or in 
the skv? Or on Earth? O Lord 
who lifted the Lowered mountain, 
pray speak. (*, 9 f ’ 
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Cl# rrcugyjib gjcncniqiX) , cfalfipib 

S—t—LOL) 

QtfCUCyiLD gjCnGOTuqLD ^l0UDngT)CU - fJjCO 

®5>*P3> 

3 >niD 2 >g,fTCu Cc^cnGfi)ujrrgvj, £ 0 $iJfib< 5 ,n 6 Vi, 
ID^j^llT^^rTGU 

£>nLDfi> 2 )rTa» 6 J 5 )g)j^Ggcu ( Eicsrrpi. 

Till speech remains, till the failing body 
works, — with fresh flower garlands, 
sacrifices, Tantras and Mantras, offer 
worship to the lord Tirumal. If you 
can praise him with singing his names, 
that is well done, O Heart! (70) 

‘bOTiffjj iSlcrafl opLjqo, ein&Lij&rrii/)], r^ner^, 

2 £T Lp 

‘5^01 Cold (ip^gjiih fr^y)th - 

6 TCjT(T\]lh 

g£ 1 (_cvj, Q<L 0 aGixj! CcuOTSTiqGcnnGin 

AOTSTLnuj - 

(5Mi_6o c^i^l Cl<gin 6 TJTi_ncncDfTil(^l <£WG 5 Tq. 

O Heart of mine! I pray you take 
heed. Disease and infirmity departing, 
if you were to live through the four 
Yugas and rule the whole Earth, — 
even then, never cease to love the lord 
who wields the discus. (71) 

c^LpujfTCDsn acirGpjub; £>n 

<^GUG5T g)€ 3 T 

'JCSjtlj uysfil crCT^Twini) - 

<9«u.i Eifin L^jl 

&>nGHtnc$)c&8i <5>fTCTin o.'jsaT *i n 4^1 

G fh cn CT C3T ^fji 

q ( C53T L^6ff3Tl_fT€3T qftiji, 

“The lord who wields the discus is 
my love, go to him", says my heart. 
“Praise his strong and beautiful arms 
and offer worship”, says my tongue. 
“See the lord who dispersed the past”, 
say my eyes. “Hear the praise of 

the necklace-and-garland-wearing 

lord’ \ say my ears! (72) 


q£bip<rurruj, uif^LJuriu, £ gjiipntunGr^j 

0>0gji«unuj, *. • v ' *•*' 

s>L_§yjih LD<rrtGuiLni) Gfitaioqib, 

a_u?0ii) ty&njnzr. 

Praise him or blame him, — O Heart 
of mine!, — honour him ° r 
dishounour him, the lord accepts all* 
for does he not contain the might) 
ocean, the mountains, plains, winds, 
bodies and lives, all within himselh 
He wears a cool Tulasi garland. (73) 

€700^631, qcn afirnijjgjnGjfT; <jtuS1cvj 

lOfTftfftJ 

iSlhtDfTtsrr, (Q^pcu tDcnrfl cusjnc^rg^irCSU* 
tJWrfbfQj fpo ufT6U 
LDrbJcn^uurTCTT ) q | u}<5,<rrTrT6jr; eu^rr 

i^hstt (ipia ujnc^» 

■5sf^icr><5,ujncr!, <C,cn aipcvjncin <5,nui_|- 

The lord, — whose mount is th e 
Garuda bird, who tore Hiranva’s chest* 
who has a dark gem-hue, who keep s 
the lotus dame on his chest, who wear 5 
a tall crown, and who raised his l° ot 
high that Brahma washed, — protect* 
Siva, who rides the bull, destroyed 
the three cities, wears ash, is worn-* 11 
by-half, wears mat-hair, and took tH 
Ganga waters on his head. f 4 

anuq E^GSTcneiT a_.<2*^ 

*M^ 4 s-'arar.on a .ottott 

puu ■ *** 

1 aisvion®,; .B^ionGa*! &>" 

Q’&flui jfin fhnt.Ttth ,fi 

The heads that worship your feet ^ * j 
always see the path O Lord Tin 1111,1 ^ 
Those who seek your protecii° n tir 
rid of Karmas Those who seek Y °^ 
are freed of bondage. Those who tM 
of you never grow old. ^ 
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Qtamfl fgicsrrT) (\prr^^ujCri 

«JITIJfr2>CU«3T<WlCu> ^'* fT 0 5, t5>^ > 10 

<^6TTJ b& 

fqnai 

The age-old Vedas declare that those 
who worship you by proper me 

will attain perfect self-know lec IF* 
love for you as the lord who me 
the Earth grants the complete w o 
Vaikunta, O Lord of Venkatam! (76) 

Ccun£i0,i_ ( ipu>. cQcnnyTCsraT^cii 1 ^ ^ 


\A,<i I $Lfhi£ic3T £c*» Glurrcsi 

fbff6fa(g> £l i -&& 

crcrrn^nrcu , Cl<3>0Lonrb 

In Venkatam he ‘"i,^ 

glonousskyhesKs;mVehkaher^mcs, 

in the bov/ered city ot K j » 
he strides. Even saying this will end 

our suffering. v 

@UrT u Qw*'? «T«S C1 »© G5! Cs,,lplb 

Q an ,_n sun «T CW® t>P5>«”~ ©i^ 2, ' 
ui li> 

enure, fcir*u ucnffluJ' 1 ®" u"!^ 10 

aia.Q&nitggii 10 

Cle>niui) re,re 0 >i_i Guregj G*n®3i®- 

Who likes to suffer? Arise. O Heart! 
The lord who rests on the serpent oi 
a thousand hoods came to the rescue 
of the elephant caught in the 
crocodile’s jaws. With fresh Punna. 
flowers, let us worship his feet. (78) 

Clo,nCT 3 n_n«r>cm ^eucurrcv Cla,"®^"® 1 !! 

UJfTfT UlpLJtJfTn? 

U3CS5T £CT 6T63T U>TCU(?S1C^UJ - 

^acnf] 

ig it ^nij6D<!T>C<Jjrruj, ^iflir«b£pGTi c v>Gu.i i?.Gn 

6^1* LDiSl CU 

^IJLD cn<^ C^bfTui ? 


As your feet stretched, your jewelled 
hands reached out into the Quarters, 

_when you begged Mabali for 

land, then grew and took the 
Earth. Everybody cries fowl on the 
receiver of the gift, does no one blame 
the giver? (79) 

**0ib u<£T>0i^fb(£} ^(bCfDGir 

CTCSTf^l vp 

u05>£b Clu0io utTi^l 

CjcocofreTTcjn cn&>(h O <9> rr (7^ ^ tx>rr Cu36^9 
ID rt lli CUOT^i <g>0 
^iucu rrgjj ld rrCn-^cm. 

Promising protection, the large 
hearted lord gave the snake Sumukha 
into the hands of the snake’s suborn 
enemy Garuda, v/hen he clung to his 
bedstead seeking refuge. Knowing this, 
will anyone go to serve a god other 
than our adorable wonder lord? (80) 

^<n &\iSih OcuGjrrfl «^Q <5>cn5>£]Cn 

GUTCiT ^LDn CcucTSTiq cuano jj»L0. tf^stT 

<949«r>«jj 

•v.u.rd >. <g,6DL_jf)<2j(Tcin Olilliii ^GinCnr) Os,noj 

fbO«o^u 

fhr- fbgjli U&DL ? 

Tne wonder lord in the yore went to 
the battlefield intent on securing 
victory. He planted a mountain and 
churned the ocean with a long 
snake. To cross the long path of 
hell, chanting his names alone is 
the means. 

UCTn *dbT6B5mir i .rta^l 

€Jn»-iib uyi, 

*-lj*>"«** a)Ccu(T0 cjifc<£Uu gjruib - 

^ctil uSIgu 

tSfiin ld nuj r Cm 

C id Cl c\j 5, n ch 

iBdc^t Lomu ffTuj^nffsi 
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The means to liberation is Vcnkatam, 
where stars play hide-and-seek with the 
clouds. Beautiful Vel-eyed dames 
carrying fresh flower garlands and 
incense wait to offer worship on 
Dvadasi day, to the lord who killed the 
golden deer in the yore, and who resides 
in the hills. (82) 

fticng C&ngrr anibq - $cr>g 

JIT 

2_(J6LJ 2_CDt_ UJ 

|g |T u_|€Ti C£,n 

Cun Q^rTOT5i|_ [jfTcarr ? 

The hill became an umbrella, the arm 
became its stem, when the lord 
protected the cows. Oh! How he killed 
seven mighty bulls in the contest! 
Reclining in the deep ocean wielding 
his sharp discus on warring Asuras, 
he is the lord of all. (83) 

i^fjrTein; Sudn Glu^cno) iSljgn ,t^n 

Acftcunn? 

*- iJfT^ tu SL«b0 

crru^fb^-^cncu CurT^n -^rr^ 

«t cnCl&>nCcun Grtgcna, 
Curc£>2> uiq ? 

The Earth was big enough for you to 
measure when you straddled it. Then 
how come it was too small to be held 
between your tusk teeth when you came 
as a boar? Lord of all, my Father! Who 
can fully comprehend your glory? (84) 

» nt4 fh 6TJT ( 1 , U ? I J n I jj 1_J 

'-?H 0S^C33T uSl GSMIgfft IJCT1 
ol<5>n(q ? Sei n>nuj 

£li iq fffil Qj 

a. 6n a*. CunCl & , T 0 

Glorious is the serpent-reclining 
torm of the lord. — can you see him. 


O Heart? Tell me, can you at 


least 


see his Garuda banner? Subdui^ 
the senses, steadying the mind, y 
have worshipped him with pure 
and flowers. ' 

£l(ff)U)0><gThlb fglOTfOfTujn'GO 
UfTu_| lO ucsfl IDCH]T)2>5> uG55TUHC >rTn * 

^hlpiun, «_CTT L-lAfTj <£hnU)fT * ” 

. 

In the flower groves-surroun L 

beautiful Koval nagar, — O Benevo 
Lord who lifted a mount and st °P^ lie 
the rains!, — you and the lotus d* 
Lakshmi have come to grace us in 

vestibule of a house, neither outside 

inside. What a wonder! ' } 

ujnrr q^Gtirm cruyi <hOA ‘ ^ 

(ipCsflujfT^i (\prfl5) f^rTGrr ,k * > * 

AG3rnr)j C^ncniTGar 0*}9 ** 

£>651(0) Jb^iCOlA £> n 0 ’ jj- 

The wonder lord who threv* a ^5 
and knocked down the fr ulis r j-| 1 ;$ 
revealed his tinkling lotus feet - ^ 

Jambu Dvipa knows him * j s 
more shall anyone enter the p° 
ol hell. O Messengers of tlt *r 
Without getting angry, you had ^ 
lock up and leave! v 

Jb n l4 6yjLD jgl<J3T ^t^Cu.) 5»n@€> ,63T ' v 
' V 

fgl ctt t_j0,Cjp on 

Cl 1 mein wiM Clu nC ^ ° . 

CT<S31 GKSpCCTT -.T/v,,,* ■ ^ 

Leaving all else aside, cver 'j s jnS 
I worship but your feet alone- ^ ^ 
but your praise alone. 1 wear * 
flowers on your radiant feet- ' 
of discus, Now what does it n g$) 
* hat happens to me? 
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<nib Clu^s"^ 

*«!*<*> ^ojiicfti 5 >nC^ ^">S< 

gG3T5> ^ffiurrua - 

L^> Ciocafl ftiTuwru Qur^ <«* ci: ^ — 

L^cnffuu y, 

inri Cidcs^I <h n l! 0 ii> CuQiiJ* 

Who is mv friend, but the lord alone? 
He is his own equal, without a superior^ 
The blossoming Puvai floss ers an 
the wild Kava flowers always remind 
me of his dark radiant form. (89) 

^O&^ltcu GigSI i^1ct>65T *' % U>ng,6U. ’S' 
eflfT 5 > 2 ,rrco gij 

a 13 &> $ ®n f 1 cu 

**A ^^u'nuj C«b* ^> U ' 

pa £ i?-'. <i>2-g>i ? 

A form like a lion sprang and tore 
apart the mighty chest of the strong 
Hiranya with sharp nails. O Madava. 
Was it not because he was proud of his 
penance-strength and never bov^ed 

his head to your feet? 

MS<r« ({hl ,u,finuuSlffli 2-.<* 

*, n ?.<’OTGe> n ©i'i>-- 

<TF63TA£bi 

2_(^gu rr uj c cu (£h S25" ^ u.i n cn 

LJfT< 3 jLO 

e._c33U nOv/in - cuncfl 

The feet of the first lord who came as 
a boar and lifted the Earth are like a 
lamp unto the heart, lit inside the hut 
of the body flesh, dispelling darkness 
through knowledge. For those who 
do not contemplate him everyday, 
where is liberation? D 


gu nein ^,< 0 . £ <2>yu, H>r$ £>i-Go 

LXia^gjLD 

C<s><wt uncu <5*,^ $(iT)U>fTCcu!- 

UJ0& 

QGfiOT^CiGStrru; r063vr)u_|Gui - (ipcsr 

rafter 

iCanHCT'GTJT 2_l£^lp(i)53 OJuSIl^J ? 

O Liberation Lord Tirumal! You arc 
the sky, the fire, the ocean, and the 
wind, you are milk, you are honey! 
Then in the yore you emptied yourself 
of the earth you ate. Was the cowherd- 
dame’s butter sufficient 10 fill your 
golden stomach? (92) 

GuuSln^j ^cv ,cun ctt e—^G&l gij rv>n<^r>cn 

^05 f 

{TruSlrr^j @GUS> Gunuj jfTf^ 

2_^Qrjnoj, 

[j ( 6\j tq Q 1 Sll ft'"- Qu HG31 

«T)*ujn! r^Gjn 

CdJ6>Jl^Ca)60 **0 ? 

His stomach burning with anger, the 
mighty Hiranya came armed with a 
sword. O Lord of flower-like hands 
wielding a golden discus! You placed 
him on your lap and tore into him with 
your nails, then dipped your mouth 
into his gore, and displayed your 
sharp brilliant teeth frighteningly. 
Why, your eyes shone like fire! (93) 

<rr(i£rbgjj OflGjmi i£>(b£, 

GTiigcvj^ib , 

I0jfrg)| CUmu 

(Ip rp £1 lD 

in t'J> fT) u 1 Gli ir> j/»,.A, rt. tqm in n m cij onusi 

c2>| G\j Cl) riflli , 

i^CinmCu j^£)ild <TT^,iKrr^ ctgm i*,rr. 

With fiery eyes you destroyed all, then 
revealed to the Vedic seer Markandeya 
the seven worlds and all else safely 
tucked into your stomach, O Wonder 
Lord! Words of praise for anyone save 
you, do not come to mv tongue!(94) 
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*>", ClifTuSlco IbCuOfT rbfTfjOTsm CT 6UT£)1 

^€ungy S-cnrja^ib a^ij 2 _gtotCi_;- 

^ 0P<*"3> 

IDfTA 2 _ €WJT <^ u: 

6T63T fi^^GUn- 

<5»^)«k9>ct3t OacuGyjii) *£ln)u)0 

When a tongue is there in every mouth, 
when the Mantra ‘Namo Narayana’ is 
there to rectte, when there is the easy 
path of freedom from senescence, 
wonder how anyone can fall into the 
abyss of evil? ^ 

&m<bun & stsSt Clrb^oCu)! Oariiaofsi 

LD I7C\J (9>Q7Ti_fTuj 

u^U) ctoto, < ^ >eunA: . 

mam s,nan m.^lauaj ftndi.usr^aib 

^fTfeifT, currejr ^rrGcn 
*OT!ni_rTiL AO>u4*tL iSlt*. 

Evil and good are both manifestations 
of the lord. The ocean is he, the wind is 
e, the sky is he, the space too is 
he. Therefore worship him to the end. 
Take note, O Heart! (Q 4 \ 


uV Csrr CurjfTcnn! s_g3t Oi<^ 

^V4 C,3fT ^ <&<£><* ClLJ»DOfTCTT ^GTlCrD 
ClufTiq C^rr 
cjjhronotT &<£\n 
<50t>i_Cu)6vj unujg,^ 
MC5TOJ ftfhlGnA CT«T@|lb Curru QliHOT ? 

o Large-heaned Lord who saved the 
elephant in distress! The ash-ridden 
fire-wielding Siva spills the Ganga<lame 
from his mat-hair. Do you not bless 
her with purity by contact with your 
lotus feet of golden hue? (97) 

cw* 4)* (1S Cuiraflu M rf) aw>L _ ^ 

«?>nuj C1ib@LDfTQ^ JL b > . 

CTCSTn^j ij) 


@(rTjCurT cSHrtjjft^AjfTcO $rfl g>jC(J gyi & 

5>(S)° js5t 

<5>(rF)<ajcjr &<+!)&,£>&j GTcjirr^jib a_6n<33T. 

The golden hued lord moves around 
as two forms, — the mat-haired 
Siva and the Earth-measuring 

Nedumal. And yet the one is alwa) s 
contained in the other, see! (98) 

2_C!T63T ASTOTurriij, gjSVJ Qf^CTjCtf! S2~&>& L °^ 7 ' 

aevg* 1 * 

2_ cttgst ^cfTt mu; g> ctTi(rrT ; i^jn<T q—gt rr& T &>& 1 
su enCXT St 633* 1 - 17 ^ 1 

CldJGTTcrr^^cjT a_GTT€na^|uo Cev^^ 1 && 
ClDUJfTgy^ 

2_CTT6n5>^lcifT 2_srT6nncjr cKsnrpj 

See, the supreme lord exists. Alw a V' 
he exists. In the hearts of devotees* 
in the ocean of milk, in Venkatam> 
and in you, the lord exists, O He art 
of mine! (") 


<^4i^U4tb s_cr>$£5, 

C<s«im lL|li> 

‘uih ^nciraTcufTii) ac& Q(b<p*>*^ i0 

V* +m** 

rr lu cuen gjtt, CsxDcuctnaT &lP auJ 

ca« 


LOnGin<»0 


'DfTUj«SUC<riOTTCuj LftGSTgjgji GJTiCU. 


lord 


O Heart! Always worship the k ^ 
who wears the cool Tulasi ^ 

the wonder-child who ki c k e j 
cart with his foot, Kesava the °* 
who measured the Earth with 1 ^ 
one foot. You can see both hi s 1 
on Earth. ( l00) 


Alvar’s lotus feel our refuge 
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Irandam Tiruvandadi of 
Butatt-Alvar 

Invocation 

GTOTT iSlfocfil $9 ^GS T GS T ( l P5) n 

^gjtGu fb^ M^iP L ni1 

'»5)0)5,rTn (ip^^jiyAcn G^i^lD Av_6 V LD<ru£n6vJLJ 
LrJjfiidj^nn Cluncinc^fbj *g)Aj 

^utatt-Alvar took birth in the famed 
cool pearl-surfing ocean-shore of 
K-adalmallai, Mahabalipuram, and 
rendered the sweet-as-ambrosia poem 
Love is my lamp”. I worshipped him 
an d rid myself of Karmic birth. 


^^rrcuCuD Qf>>uj 




^ ’ C1 ''' ' 

a-^ ,@0 $ffluurT, 

«5>L_n sfil<jn5>(2> <*J. 0 G<3tgti , 

JTjnQGStJTfl}^ 

£,fT£3T. 

^ 0v e is my lamp, eagerness is the oil, 
heart is the wick. Melting myself, 
ere 1 light a lamp and offer this Tamil 
§ a rland of knowledge. (1) 

2 _faMIrfjb^xJ CfofTIJ«raT€3T 

G3T fp, nm Pil &> 6 TT f 

5> n cn^,a>n6vj iD 0 jT|j ^siJGtn Gi jfr 

GlJ CT <^| 

^Wwifl ^iCQrr 

^GrnG^-fbr^j^Gn 

-Jcyafl C^riLOfTctn 

K 

nowmg through revelations, if we 
c a nt Narayana and his many other 
na mes, in his many shrines, will not our 
w °rship secure for us a place by his side 
ln l ^ e comity of gods in heaven? (2) 

* rbQ>] LDGurjfTco UfTirj^^GuaGT UfT^ib 
1 M &> u Cl urry oj n Gurrcun-ii) - 

l an-fli,CTT 


Cl^fTGO ^LDIjrr C^GTTsSlg, g>lGO^H(5) 

G^n Cff)ffijp 

jfpcij G><£bCTLDnGtfr 

The lord of gods in heaven is light- 
effulgent. Those who worship his 
ocean- reclining form, strewing fresh 
flowers at his feet will be counted 
as devotees, worthy of entering his 
fabled celestial city. (3) 

£,,5,17 ^Gimpgjgd fb n< ^ ir>Gv<T 

Q<9>fTOT5I0 
locrafl GuuSlaib G-fn^gxi - (£l<JF>fr 

JgGUGUrTU 
<3)lBGV)L0 U653fl<T,G^)63T - LJGijfl 

ldgu rj nen 

^ nix* lb 67 JGV 3 LD C<£P)ITOTST\ rTOTT 

In that city, under a canopy of pearls, 
gems and diamonds, and strings of 
fresh flowers, the lord is seated 
with the lotus-dame Lakshmi, borne 
on his right. I worship his feet. (4) 

^ 14 (npGTnfjl cu ,(§) cb 2 _<ra <*id ,£>i 63T rrjj 

^Gnrjjgjnuj Gt-ifTC^jib; 
^14 (\pG3igu ^QJbgx! Cla,rrGff5TL rru.3, 

l_) 14 GST IT) 

CmGafl CjkQiDnOsvj! 

UJflfi Gf# QjGuGVJiin ? 

“Three feet of land”, you said, and 
look the Earth! But why ask for 
three, when two would have sufficed? 
O Lord of ocean-deep hue! Who can 
understand this? (5) 

«gjb£ytb 2_GTT 

Q^F>n6aVr0 , ^,itguU 3 
Ctfrftig#, iOGJT^,o,i}rTiLi^ C^GiiCcaf - 

,Tp\6\\ G3T &iCS\ 

Gun Gj^gjiib 

^noaTLjGfj 

5>nn <SUG!TOTG 33 T 631 .SilpGU. 
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With understanding, those who draw 
their senses inward, strew fresh flowers 
with zeal in their hearts, recite his 
names, and worship him pateiently will 
surely see the ocean-hued lord’s feet. (6) 


Qjmij tDUl&gjJ» AGTCT <!MpGJTn}| 
UJfTjTjrDirrr 

gjlpGV CT05)^, 

Cuan cj^^lcyraGjT C)un<afT ioeurr<5 

G<£7QJ lq.GiT>UJ 

f?" QfbICTjCs - 2_<9,rT>gj. 

His one foot raised, the lord sealed his 
detractors’ lips and dazzled their eyes 
with his radiant discus. O Heart! 
contemplate his lotus feet with joy. (7) 

9 ~' S^CTT GDGST (^gM (0fT)ii) 

Cl an err Qa,iTi£jGnA 
0Cif)g, s cm CTCTtrrjrrcTT ^efil ■ 
s 

2_<DifT)g)i j 

(ipcncu a_rriij GuitCgo, (ipGjflrbgii 
22__ 67(5Tl_ ruu 

' UGTSTurrGVj t .£H,cr cn LD uj rr gvi ^ oti rr)j. 

Joyously taking you to her poisoned 
breasts, the ogress gave you suck, 
as ^ you were an innocent child. 
But you took her breast milk and 
her life then! (8) 


a_OTT< 5 ,(<gj 

©OTTfi)j (yjs^Gv. &<&$» 

«u«3C3T(ipcr>fr)Ujn6\j ^ nsn 9 o 

® u © (iponmu.iieu ciuugjC.Dn C< mo,#,, ? 

Even then the cowherd d.tme Yasoda 
grieved for you and gave you her breast 
to suck without fear. Can the whole 
ocean-girdled Earth you measured and 
look be a return for her love> (9) 


ifisaa 

' 1 J GV 4L uSl^rEjii). ^fiQjG 


5 >fT 2_Gni_CliJG3T; u, a_65K_ClU63T; $C3T 

2— (Sn fctfl f£) G3T CT} €iPLD UJ RGU f 

Arr ^l^GiliCTT ull. 

Filled with love, 1 stand with flowers 
and proper chants. O Protector! As a 
child you destroyed a cart. Asking 
for land you protected the earthlings. 
Pray correct my ways. (10) 

e=WhDrjn, s>ip©j 

( @Or>l_(£]ff5T0 ®^U2,2,fT f9«TjD 

$$>&> GiDGafl Qqj^^LDnGGv! r£)6tfr -£>m*cnuj 

c^rr Gp)«5) CUGUGXjrTfT <^|GUIT ? 

Way between, the celestials stand and 
worship your feet, and enjoy the fruits 
of heaven. O Lord eternal, with the hue 
of the ocean! Who among them can 
praise your feet fully? Not one. (11) 

gsilfT 6T £T5T fQj ; <£4«JCH 

^^TiGTOTUJfTaT L-ingjlC 
ffT<Jurr Gj^^n^frrr? ffrcraTGjaflGVj - 

tjGVJ0^ 

C1<cuj^ud a^lCgrrdrr, ^gottloguCijh^ 
«5,ffffxt^i2)GGVjrT6Tn p 
a^AiijfTfT ^nr^iD Clf><Tu rr(j»g)J • 

Not one or two, but the whole world 
worships the serpent-reclining lord s 
feet. Even the radiant Sun, the flower- 
seated Brahma, and the forehead- 
eyed Siva, — do they not daily folio* 
him and offer worship? 0-) 

O^rrun U3nc\; u.,rT<ran<£TT ^ip 0> uJl * > 

ui n ct0£i& »rrj O*n , cfc T 0? 

jg), (t <*0** 

ifTGii Ljn^ih i isysflfV)^ 

•• . n 

■ jn^l-^nd. W,<glibjj M \ , .GifertfO ? 

Ehe worshipful elephant in the 
entered the lotus lake and trernf" 11 
wilh fear, then raised his f» nK 
w ‘ili llowers and offered w‘» rsb ‘* 
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Then and there, did he not reach 
the lord’s abode? (13) 

\_jC35Tiq.u Ou(f*)U3 Li^eanuj ui^ uncuii 

Q^rTCTinQ curripcuncDrj^ ronCgj,- 

CTOT3T ^Icn5u4vi) 

Gungjg, ftfjlh 5> n 6&T(0) S_«T>l_UJfT63T CuIT 

Gu ihncn, 

grra J &a,rjh ^iflcsr ^rflfeg,]. 

Making the abode of food your temple, 

O Foolish people, you go about 
speaking words of sin and blame to 
please mortal men. Instead wander 
reciting the names of the lord 
whose four arms stretched into 
the eight Quarters, and become 
holy men of the lord. (14) 

CIguld Cgjti 6hi_G&; 

l 9ffl ld fr gtt l51g3i Gurroj; 

a Gnn l icn pfl Q a n gti uj 

5>«TOHjC*TGTfl Q<a,a6ii<?iirtcjyt ? 

The lord who reclines on a cool serpent 
bed went about driving a chariot 
in war. He followed a deer and lost 
his Sita, and slept on the hard floor. 
What an irony, though! (13) 

uui g,j 0,(7631 

(fi) u i rtCfeTT^yi ib 

inGTrTgjg,! uj '»mC* uirTGincu; 

^ i nifl 

6]ffl ^LO 6ljGT31653Hb ^ UJ fh fT)J l D 
mnffl uufxn Qi *uu<d?liT)uun io<t){t}] *? 

Though we may not have discovered 
what service the lord intends for us, 
we must still keep our hearts pointed 
towards him. We can only clear a forest 
and build a bund for making a lake, 
but who can make it rain? (1 h) 


ifljj®! gww C*ad» 

lD rr id Go G rj rrcjr 

*00,0) aj&n$~"«n OT . - 

6jafi)6Jr>fDU 

iSlcniD giS&b ^ 0^<3<- 

LDfT63^00^5 

(2)«ri© gw** ft"®" ('P'***™' Cl*™*"©- 

The raincloud-hued lord Tirumal is 
worshipped by Indra and Brahma. 
Siva too followed him and prayed, 
when the lord fulfilled his petition 
and rid him of his sin. Who else is 
capable of such grace? (17) 

Q <f hfT653Tt_g>l a_Gi)<!>.ib (2)T>^T e-^Gurtiu; 

G Ancnifl ujnuj 

6j0633i ^n^CGurrOTT innacii^gxj 2-£n G3it,ugig>gi];- 
2_633Tt_ JjlGUlD 

2,rT63T Clip 2_GvC^; ^riDG^IJ**^ 

Llinco, 

SUnCST <9>L pb^JTCTT, Q^UJg, C1J^A(0). 

A graceful manikin received the Earth; 
a fierce lion tore into Hiranva s chest, 
a child swallowed the seven worlds, - 
these are some of the wonders ot my 
lotus-eved Earth-straddling lord.(18) 

< 31*191 n *> »^ lb 

Q^irjfonui; 

onptf>(£) <nG3T5^j •*» xfif)*'* Goianni n-./v 

<9> 63* |T}I 

£ cfilGncfl* Ana.A{/h ^ 

^l^fhinnUco 

» ifrrr Oflui/iiHiii • '*P- 

O Lord Tirumal! You wrecked a can 
with vour petal-soft feet, that was not 
fair. You swirled a demon-call and 
dashed it against a demon wood- 
apple tree, do not think that was 
fair either. In the eyes of the world 
you did wrong. 

,41 l moab GJVMuArb^ 

ciiGurup6iinn GJjmpcuonib uxnC.M a, *i$ 

63T in 1 
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gkfTtJCifiJTGST Jfc IT 1^15,611 £,6310 2_C33Trrnbgii 

< 5 :rr 5 otti r^j a< sn (3^aib EL_c^i_ujn(i gj/ui. 

Giving up wrong ways, O Madava, 
devotees who worship you 
everyday without fail, — reciting 
your Narayana Mantra with 
understanding and faith, — have 
access to the good life with you. (20) 

gjlTlb £_€TTCpj 2>LD £_GTTGTTlb S_6TT 2_CTlCg); 

£jrTLDO>l7uSl GJT 

U, 2l_ cnCg); ld QufT^gjj - 

Oj fTU3C5T 

$0 LD0CL| gjn’cri LD0ci| Cl^crrsaflujCg 

OffcijCcn 

<^I0 ffjgsjii) GsncugiJ 

You have devotees here. They have 
pure hearts. Lotus blooms everywhere. 
There is leisure for worship. There 
are heads that desire the adorable 
manikin feet. With all this, entering 
hell is impossible. (21) 

ffTGiflgjj <3£0th ^H,[bfD<wrrcu 

mri0i$ u 

Qu 05, (^pujcu<ajricff>fTu Qu(T)©nco;- 

ejan 

Qguciw G^fTilQ ld rrcvj iunc?nciT Q<juotti^1 

(!Pui£>£>OTCrp 

C<5,itl 10 LnfT tDGVJprrcu, ? 

The impossible becomes possible when 
refuge is sought in the lord who 
corrects by force and accepts with love. 
The strong elephant battling for life 
in the waters attained his desire when 
he offered flowers and bowed low. (22) 

ampibg*, cuo*" 

6wt4.*,AtT'rto > 

Giinuprbg*! 

cfilcnnij Acsrfpi sr^lbgii Ccyin^i 

2_0qj itili 0ncvjih 
-awcnfbgjJ Cancel 


Bowing low with proper respect 
the lord came in disguise and tooK 
the Earth under his feet. He 
destroyed the wood-apple t ree 
throwing a calf against it. He gi v ^ s 
life to his devotees. (2^) 

euan a>«im_naj, rr>cb Clr^0G^ 1 S&F 

^40^0) 

<^Ci>OTT 5,6?RJTl_rTuj gDli>HCuGJTrTlU f^^lD 

^CliOT 

ArTfi)^, ojrTgjr, &0 cuenp 

O Devoted heart! The good and the 
bad - know that all this is he. The 
Earth, wind, fire, water and space, 
these too are he. He stands as the 
five senses also. (24) 

QtfOTTjDgj £*eji*c**CiaCu QtfsijCcu; 

£tr)rD2>& ,rG0 

O*aOT0g l j ^rrrrcDCOTrcDGijT; an. «3* rTffvJ ' 

9*0P*** 

Ggijiu £»Oi0 ^rrpcu Ccunii^L GtD 

GU ‘ TUJ QgjITGU qAipfT^n QJf£>§)}- 

Also he is the lord eternally praised 
by the celestials. When he came. ' ie 
marched over Lanka. When he fought, 
he killed Ravana. When he stood, i 1 
was in the midst of Bamboo thicker 
in Venkatam. (25) 

® J k£l4&l <SHcuot>ctt sujfl ( 9*15 

JgS>$iu> ^a,2,ai iA-jdtd** 1 

IM 4 <?MLDijn Co, cdcuui rrffyT i_i GTTi ® 

LJl R r^iiDpri 

Venkatam is the holy abode of th 1 - 
lord worshipped by the celestial 1,11 
hy Vedic seers. Those who subdue the> 
■>ve senses and offer worship *'** 
become celestials when the i^ 
elements-body is cast. O Heart! (- 6 > 
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u $ 

LD$ £a_ffl^CTj<^l €UfTC5T (ip*0 

&(*>£>&11 

G^ncu C^Vq 6£>(9ib CI<3>n'li5£'2>^S> 

C u fTCjTfn Gg> 

LDfTCu Gg>lq g>Qtb uisaub. 

The heart that longs for the lord and 
dwells on his form in Venkatam grows 
like a creeper that seeks the support 
of well grown trees, and quickly climbs 

to touch the moon in the sky. (27) 
IDCJT^gjj 2_ 6tTCrTfTG3T-CcU Yl #» i~ 5b 2> n ^ ^ ** 

LD»bq>j»b 

rgl^oruui .4* <*»<l«***& a-cncnndf,- 

UCU(ff)lb 

G^cun^) G^CU^I (PCJTuuQfiUflGaT^^ 

<b"<* 

id n Gunuj iSls’rrb#) 

The sky and Earth praise him as the 
lord of gods. The ocean reclining lord 
resides in Venkatam, in the beautiful- 

beyond-imagination-Arangam and in 

the hearts of all. He ripped the horse s 
jaws, as the Gokulam child. (-8) 

ID & C3TfT &>&> Q«5hfT6ijar(9 ld rrcjiJT l ^ 

j^Uj Cl fh rrnjj 

^acjr #*,’) a-dbr uar CTOifry 2 _gott(^- 
Cjb^g, (Utwwii s gl ( n )i a, i SlOT<tu J OaOT 

WV' 1*11 GS)&, 

if,£U M,* eruig , 1 ^»;P2’2>' ,UJ £• 

“Child, come take suck”, the ogress 
said. “I will drink to my fill”, you said, 
and made vour mother fear for you. 
You burnt the city of Lanka with fire 
arrows! Lord, you! (29) 

j£ £_6\j£F) ■ $(^n- 

$(TT)iD nCcu 1 

(£ ^C3TIT)J SB_ CU(tf) j>g»aui CTG3TI JlJfTCVJ J - 

£ ^COTfrjj 

< 5 >nrr b (ipffST &>CS)L jigiJ &**** 

ton <*„ cr>«v 

Gun Gld«Nlj iSIgntfjr! 


You stretched and took the Earth. 

O Lord Tirumal! They say you lifted 
the Earth too, churned the ocean 
and then made a bridge over it! Ocean- 
huedLord! (30) 

iSIfjfTGJT CTKnrryib, f^n^iD Cl lj^ld qcutfl 

CT OTT jjl LD f 

^ijn tbcvj CWgib Gung^ GUiTMoiQ - 

6iHjfT3,0)g>] 

r t i u jft g_611 63T LjrTfljO) LJ feifoTl LLJ LD 611 fT 

*i6oaiic n 

10633^1 £ (g)Cmb A fTCWlLJnn-tD^ ipjTjgj]. 

“Lord!”, “O Good Day!”, thus and 
thus, those who praise you and offer 
fresh flowers at the feet of your 
beaut iful boar-form will surely see your 
radiant gem-form and rejoice. (31) 

LD«£\ipfb*£ii $<TT}iDnCc\j! iDirjgjjib 

iD«£lg>ib£>giJ ■ uh^kCld Cunii)$);- 

tO^lipfb&ft) 

^ipGvi aiiuhi h ^cpglj ufTiq ; ^0ib 

My heart rejoices in you, O Tirumal! 
My tongue rejoices praising your 
feet alone. Singing “Conch” and 
“Discus”, dancing around you, mv 
body too rejoices madly. (3 2) 

gjjjpnuj ^curbiAco 
^ ibiaib 

Guit s^cTTcrr^^jLj uCDAncu. 

LJ Clj LD 

G 6u u j Of) fb] 5 nij cu effing cu 

CciifhiAi 611 631 651C uj | 
cuntu ^(TifbJAcn OtfruAjjjyjLb gii . 

Madly raving the names of the Tulasi- 
garland-wearing lord, my heart is set 
on him alone. My tongue speaks of 
his glories alone. My body worships 
only the lord in Venkatam sorrounded 
by Bamboo forests, O! (33) 


641 









THE sacred book / Divya Prabandham 


gijcd<?>lu rr gu <@rj<b£j &w&{hniij 

urT^jii 

MOTiAiuncu jbjpj iDcurjrTGo (iponCcn - i£lft 

6U fTlij £,<2, 

c^ldfTLl G7^}^1 <^14 ^LDUUi1Cl6St» 

2— CffT A 

CTG3T uffA^^^acO ^cafl. 

O Lord who begged for land 
and measured the Earth! By my good 
fortune, the love that I earlier made to 
>ou with incense and flowers has 
grown to make me surrender to your 
worthy feet as my refuge. ( 34 ) 


l&1 CT *' ih 'Bl&G&fynb ^n-irr, 

® & ctotuit 5j5WTcnf0Lb; GTibgbmu!- 

GTG3TfTjJ 

o.nu>w, jSiiCoicnngj jglcar, Qu^cmo 

^ # C qj il u C tj c(j f 

0 - dflr/jlgg. 

o My Refuge! They say Kama i: 
sweet, but sweeter still is water. All well 
being is assured, if eschewing both, one 
sweetly offers a little praise. (35) 

rflrfflujim Clu^* «***. 

UjfT ( n 5 L 0 S ,f U) ^r/5)ujfTiT 

. <^*f6^ujfTcsruf), 

,nOTTQftffC,feT ® aLfflrarfJl, uxa* 

LDnujesr GTGirrmj 
(hot Qs^Ca! 

Praising small gods can only give small 
ends. The ignorant ones will remain 
forever ignorant. O Heart of mine' 
Always recall the wonder lord 
who mysteriously measured the 
tarth, swallowed it and brought it 
out again. * (J6) 

f '"‘"■***’ .ocurflcr 

i'cnocLpacneng, I. 

Clullflljl^^luj iQsj, 

tjft-fcl,-, .jorflu.nCo,*, uco 

^ iSljDuuih 


Again and again taking birth in this 
body, if we have not learnt to worship 
your perfectly matching lotus feet, 
all these lives are a total waste. O Lord! 
On your lotus navel sits Brahma 
the creator! ( 37 ) 

vtinry ^0 fQ^ujib qtanibgu 
ggrrCffj. 

cbiDA0 anacuii) «£H$Ib5>J. - 5 >ld*(£) 

(rrcinrt)jJ> 

U>rTg>eyC<3T CTOTTgua) iDCJTii) IJtinu£$J I0<9$J 

Cun 

^gjjGuCc, &rrcfi)c5TfT«ij 

Cultivating a heart that recalls the 
glories of the lord, always considering 
Madava the great wealth and sole 
refuge, let your longue learn to recite 
his names and become learned. (38) 

OufT0<jrr (^p iq. glj ib @$£4 socfCu-i 

2_<2, @) ID G3T Cun 

$JDib; ^ rf>) l£) ch <sjGirnpAacri!- 
- &to* r ' GS ' 

G7JGU6^Crjcv>: Jbdrrp uxulieCucu. 

LD rT^JjGiJ (STT CuH 

^ancugyfiuCa £>S><£l<ar <9,0^0. 

The learned Vedas savs this in one 
voice. O People! Know the power ol 
praise. Good if you can master the 
sacred texts. If not, the name Madava 
alone will suffice. (39) 

/j, g\j fTG^I if,l<^jTjr)j, 

(]p6&T rgrf r^WiG5TL067i ACTiniP fr' 

Oi jnoSlji)j& 

J $l > &>&>£hndn un^,LO: 

CufT^^nco Qijfr06Ti. 

Suffice your life of mindless pleasure, 

- it is of no use! Before phlegm 
fills your chest and blocks you* 
breath, contemplate the feet ol l ^ e 
lord with Sri on his chest. Kno 1 ^ 
this for certain. (40) 
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Clun0,snnGVJ ^ioit S5_cvj0>ib @ujgvjgvj 

<£*>*" 

^(rtjcnnco c^Grrj ;- 

(ITjCTinGcu 

Lon LDGD/pGujrTiTA^ rr-fV,g, LDGnjflciiGTTrcTOTcyi 

ungjGici 

£ hjjdGcucO, Clo^Ga J^lcncn. 

With certainty contemplate, and 
never forget, — O Heart!, — the feet 
of the gem-hued lord who gave himself 
to the Vedic seers. Wealth cannot 
give us entry into the world of celestials. 
That righteous world is got by the grace 
of the lord alone. (41) 

(Ocaiaiuuw^ $ld rccn €vj «^6aai^ G/vncir 

&fTGWT; 

jDwcjTiJunn iSlfl)iliq C^grriT;- 

tncncjTLJUfTcO 

‘S'lrjgj^frn ffTiugjjib CufflcSTUib 

CT g\j gvi n ib 
&*Q> CgjfrcTT- 

The lord is Tirumal, whom 1 
contemplate. Those who contemplate 
him are freed ot further birth. The 
realised souls who do take birth in 
l his world sacrifice all household 
pleasures and worship him alone.(42) 

•fi>ncn cn* cjji^ib (\p6jrrr}jib, 

^ npr ’ 063^(^10 g*jO*b£b nG3T * 

fcnsn 

V ^^n^ClJfTA UflfliLD 

,*♦, ^ vTf 

OfljrTSrt 0<?ujiqiO 

Alone he cast his arrows and cut the 
len heads and twenty arms ot the 
hanka king. Those who worship his 
tce t are mv masters. My fortune- 
favoured hands worship the feet ot 
'hese special people. (^3) 


^i«r>«RnujiTai 

ld rrev) fFjfTimb 

iflroEbSjf 7 ^^ LD (TG3 ^‘-.iDfT cruruG uj cn;- ^rrjii) 

£. *t ^ ib 

iDn^cuGOTT <ncrin€ 3 )iib mcarib ucnLfijgj], LDfD^j 
^ciiCT Gi jn 

c^gjicuGs) jjjrrefilcsmco s_«ni6Tj). 

To the special ones, the lord Senkanmal 
is an excellent companion. Those who 
allow themselves to forget his names 
are not men w'orth their names. 
Always firmly believe that the Madava 
is the bearer of Dharma, and make 
it a habit to chant his name. (44) 

H.CTTgjj cicjnjQj ^gfT)jincrciifTn; 

^cucncvj crg^ipj 

g ) C'iTna > 6'u- c s^<bGin <=W(N)(< 3 )*b arnjniT-^ctTGij 

GfljftftflifTMt j Gcurbjau Cafil (9 joi G CJTTrr n 

(ipiq. G^nu-ith 

LI n £>3)2) tJ^ib l JlLSI<o3TjJ)j. 

His name is the form in Venkatam. 
He is the lord of the unfathomable 
Vedas. His feet are worshipped by the 
celestials. Devotees feel they have 
everything, and never despair about 
what they do not have, after 
worshipping the lord. (45) 

1 nflcjrmg*) ^(Tni.<*a>. $(rv>fl»Gflini iq : i iei< 

5>fT6TC 

u LiSl tin <T3 «9ji ii Cembali Gin: 1 icutbocn- 

1 iu9<^*rigu 

Gancpcvi i^n idgtksiiCil 1 

lOKTlfl ^a>(LpLD Gll^rjl IDIT 6 \J. 

The generous adorable lord 
of dark gem-hue is an old resident 
of Arangam. Tirukottiyur and 
Tiruvenkatam are also his inheritances. 
The beautiful Malirumsolai and 
even the beautiful Tirunirmalai are 
ancient abodes ot the lord. (46^ 
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IflfTGifiCO 2_((T)6U€3T UfT^LDCofl 

3 > IT6DCU Cl g rr (Lg g>] CT^lfioiT C31<5 iC A fT<?Sl- 

(CT^nou ih 

^cnrbgj ^g)i_«b£l 2 _«j 3 T@ 2_L0ip5,5, 

^cjyiOTSTcncu , LDfj)f^j <z >\cuco ncu 
2_cmi> £li_£>&i <£yb0nc\j a^crorn^gjj. 

Other than the lord who came as a lion 
at dusk, you may also worship any dear- 
to-your-heart-deity every morning, 
strewing flowers with folded hands. For, 
is not our lord the one who measured, 
lifted, ate and remade the Earth? (47) 

2_G33Tri j^ITtU LOGS'}0 n-itTGSI ■ * LD J GJ^GSTnuj 

50 ; 

ldotst jig) rrtij i_ncu n iD^cn Gg, rrcn j lD nCcu- 

ldgsjt j) 2 ,nuj Cl j fiuj 
CoJUJ atTfJGL) cfiluicu @0 |0fTCvJlb 

<&£* 

ion CaaesiGo iogpgu. 

O Lord! you revealed the four Vedas. 
You spoke the Dharma of the Gita. 
You took the lotu$*dame Lakshmi in 
your embrace. You have made your 
abode amid Bamboo groves in the 
Venkatam hills! (48) 

LDcncu Gj(i^ih ain ifJIcurcuAcn Gj^L§ib 
0GDGVJ (g»jLp 0GS>tJ A>L_CL)0>Cn CJ ng ld ;- 
(Lpcncvj 

(^\QSf ffi j Q 1 j gssi eo6sn nicfilcmn}! 

s__crsu_ 5}noj6in crcffrir^j 
G 7 ® 7 Clfb^Cs! 

Let the seven hills, the seven continents 
and the seven oceans resound with 
his name, O Heart! Call out loud and 
clear, tt O Lord who sucked the 
poison breast of the ogress with joy!” 
Do not be afraid. (49) 


^(r^LDfTGSDGu ^Gun^cn 

Clansmen 

ifjlenijiuq ^'Gu Qlj 0U5 QuiuCrj Cu^l 


^ujguCgst! uun^GtiCen! gt GStroGU 




jtio 


^p^uU 03 


LDtTUJGuCcSt! GTGSTfnj 

Without fear I shall openly call bef ^ 

all, u O Yadava! O Cowherd. 
Wonder Lord!”, and all such n a j 
that they called him by, when t c ^ 


protected them in many ways. 


* C fP *** 

iD$e> Acwruniij, Clt^^Ca! 


0)$<3> ftCWi UUJ LD0(T^ 

C ung,63T6JT)Gm J 

Gun if- rQeni^j Cluiunrbgd 01 


_ rruJ 


^ cy3TU ' 1 
GO 


t^n c^ifl cucrmcmncm i0£»)O). 

Always remember the gem-hue ° 

feet, O Heart! Always remd* 1 ^ 
his names as well. Always remern ^ 
the hue of the lord who churne ^ 
ocean, — the ocean’s dark hue. 1 


100)0) a> rfl uj Gin ; Ciaujoj 0 © ^ ^ 


ijtrd 1 
U>irA«U* ? 

^nrjib Ourflujcsr; ^n ^ . . 

• . k A\&P 

IO0)U> 1 • • 

gu rren £nrjA.*.jjT Gun go cun CP cm 

C^rrem 

j,cri ^0<5»<5ns>s,0 Cln>f9 

The dark hued lord has 
lotus-dame Lakshmi on his c 
He is Dharma personified• ^ 

despatched the armed Rakshasa ^ 
to the kingdom of Indra in *h e y 


Who understands his austerity? 




-•jb^vunn 0Lpcu ^{DGOfT) (ipcarf©^^ 
Aufiluiogji S)cnibi iUrfl cTcmn)] 

iSlfliuW 

U,f*iQa»im*&<3>cn GOCU0LD Clu^C) v 

063Tip 

Ccijf^jAr ujnib 
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Austere saints sit in meditation on 
Venkatam hill, with their matted 
hair gathered into a tuft in front and 
falling on the nape at their back. 
Creeping plants climb over them as if 
they were hillocks. Streams come 
battling down the slopes. It is the 
lord’s beloved hill. (53) 

0«jn}Ll GTGJTfTU @ 011 ) GtffTGDCU, G«urb) 0 »utf) 

cTOTrpi @«i) 

CTCTTn}] f£ LD$A0li> j£fTGT>LD Glj fTCV) - 
CTC3TfT^j 

S-cnLb-G<3,nuS1cujS^crrcniii 

2_ OT tflfl G C3T631 - Cl 6U GTTCn 
G^nuSi co cn«3j6filG»_6o dcrrg^j. 

"^he hill resorts of Venkatam and 
Malirumsolai are your two favoured 
abodes, and equally my heart too has 
j^corne your abode. But pray do not 
eave the Ocean of Milk, your temporal 
a bode, O Lord! (54) 

crarnruuj cjip iSlirjuuib 

cruCurT^gjjii 

r^IcncanruLi ^t£lturr fgrromjDLjjn'cu - 
CsuGjrr^ 

*^ 4 ' • '5^‘P C<5,nCTjTi_ ^r^cuGcjr @okja 
Ancffir. 

p Discus-wielder Lord, omniscient! 

have never forgotten you. Through 
Seven lives and seven times, I have 
^ c pt you in my heart. On this account, 
you must reveal to me your deep- 
ocean abode. ( 55 ) 

ftrTCI7T(? J Angjcu <^rrCiqC3TfTCu, 

Ibftcmmiugluj ffTGSTfDrTG0} ^fT^iCo)? -CucraflA 

LDnejncoL, Q, jhott ClDCjfl ^fTUL |T(ip«n. 

2*0U5rr<ar>cu 

I » hen the desire to see the lord swells 
e ocean, is it possible to shy away 


even if one wishes to? Even before the 
lord reveals his dark form, the lotus- 
dame Lakshmi comforts us with 
showing his golden outline. (56) 

^)0LDrbJcn<£Fj r^GisTno0161^11) Qff>iijGuU) (bn 
OJ d) 

<9,0UDlD fh GF> L_ U 61<J3T AGJ3TU? fT;- 

s> rfl gnmuj ng\j 

cjgj^lGcntui un-^jib, @02> SjL-Agda 

GTIb^5)Gu IT 

q^troj G*l1i^Gij ? 

The golden abode of Sri-dame Lakshmi, 
the lord is worthy of praise. So follow 
him diligently. Harken, ye four 
directions! It is our birth right to 
offer worship at the feet of the lord 
and praise him. (57) 

5,niX> CufbjD (b®n« nu:>l M LD rf) n (b^ 

2 > 

c^ibiSl @0fb£h) 6TU>6ima - 

Goj liuSl C 3 T 

CufT06n igligDLO ^uSI^Jlb CufT63T 

< 5 H 0 OT jgrrc?r>U) ^ 0 cir. 

Though praising the discus lord has the 
bitterness of Neem, Dame Sarasvati 
resides in our heart and motivates us 
to sing. This is our good fortune graced 
by the lotus-dame Lakshmi. (58) 

< £H 0 «tt ^ 14 lurraCiDGu 

CfflGU . 

CLin06tt C&ifljb&i a>n , «raT 0 ^)(n ^sHuCun'gji- 

GibnA-^GosTCft; GibrrA^I i$6y>«riibG<*,63T 

6^)6331 AID 60 id; 

6^iA^1Gc 3T631 CT63TSn63TU_|0) 6 j)fni,giJ . 

With Lakshmi’s grace falling on 
devotees, when the lord revealed his 
true nature dispelling darkness, 1 was 
able to see clearly. With a clear vision 
I contemplated on the lord’s lotus feet 
and surrendered myself to him. (59) 
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«?* ^icOcntu; gjafl 

fSlcyr 2_(njCuihj 

n=n a-©® 1 * CT *“* <g© <9^*0*^;- 
giii S2_0ffmjj 

^i^lujnii) ftjgOTcjnnii) ^r^l^frn ^slkV 

(h CT31 u» n 

fS^UjrTCU LDCJ3T AfTuuitff, l£l65Tfry. 

He is not of one form. Since he is 
light-effulgent, he manifests himself 
and is spoken of as pairs-of-opposites 
in the world. Only the one primeavel 
form is spoken of in the texts. 
Those who realise him thus are rulers 
of the Earth. 

S>A uir&ii j9aiib nsn&uu, §ctot l 

CgjnCTT 

ffxdruiT £er* ereueorub - 

^LDficcaflujnuj @op>2> *<^cuCcaT 
6)ou>n&rafls,g>rm Gurry. 

O Earth-measuring Lord! Then you 
came as a dark manikin and practised 
deceit. While your one foot covered the 
Earth, your long arms stretched and 
measured all the Quarters. Aho, the 
fortunate ones who saw you then! (61) 

tj £,faanr>|ix) (i pdf &!&Cujcw; Cluj)g)i 
^rfrCujGST Ci fCngxaninuinGu; 
Lonn)i crtfjiiry QoftsuoS) ctuCTT rrbj^lCisnejT- 

CJfflciT 

QL><'irf*,£lsh< n )6><bri> Cfliii© QjJtiu, Qucdn 
fbcn/JuSlcfr 19car Ct imu r 
Sty* 1 " 

Then 1 did not know my purpose, 
nor learnt it from others, it was my 
folly. Desiring to change myself 
I offered worship at the feet of 
Nappinnai’s fighter-hull lord who 
destroyed seven angry bulls. (62) 


STSi cjqgib Oguottju ^ 

2^0tfU0^ 

67$ ul.l_ urTrru <2$ 

sunLufijicDnrjuj^ C< 5 >itL (9 

OTA 00^ 

<^cmtl_Q u n^cfr QsrrcuoSlcsT 

The lord who destroyed seven bulls 
also filled the hot-tempered bu ^ 
rider Siva’s begging bowl of Brahma s 
vulture-eaten skull with the blood o l 
his heart and rid him of his curse. But 
that is an epic story*. (^' 

< 5 >cn^aSlcjT C1u0ii) Clijn^n-jicr^u) 

rgor CuCO- 

(©ftujib ^^fbOjcnojGiu! €TO)^gv:- 

^00 id ni^] uj nuj ^l^LDfrCcu- 

u (5 Olohl^Iuj rrcij anoTTu ljotA. 

o Substance of the epics, Krishna 
O exalted language of the great epi cS ' 
Tirumal! Grant that I may chant 
your names, and praise you ^ |l 
exalted words and see vou m 1 ^ 
depth of my heart! ' ( 64) 

usraflijjG^^n aj, ; cyiLjibi 

c^ftjuvCiDfiu. d 5 H^ un “ 
^^§1 SL_OTT©r>OTT ‘ 1*^^ 

<@C r !)2 3 §)t 67 < 5 >«^ GUfT^pii) 

With a heart of love I worship ) °*V 
form. With my hands 1 strew tre \ 
flowers at your feet. With mV 1°* 
words I praise your other-w'°*V'» 
form, that I may continue this scf^ 1 
there too. (6-*V 

^araii niij, rtjC u oIjf^cijGs! 

■@)^)! - 5 *GTOT( nuj CTcijCiifTti, ff,rTLC S . 

*»* 

@?<W * 6S * 
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1 T 3 n ij sin en Gun 

^1 CJ“> OT3TIJJ fT0» 

< 5 > rn]cwt(ipLb; gucug«T)CuGujcO , 0 >nv<fjr. 

You too, O Good Heart! Have good 
sense to know that this, this, is the 
cause of cyclic births; this, this, is the I 
effect of our actions; and that the 
name of Naravana alone can ensure 
safety from he(l for us. ( 66 ) 

a,GOTC«_cn fl0Gin<ajfl uj nor 

^gottGu€3t ^sargyjib <*l n ftfisftnCi-csr 

9 rr^j Clbmju cftenc JT ^IJGOTT®^ 

l9cjTg)JLD 

uorr^j C/b^w 

I saw a beautiful form in my dream 
and in it l saw him wielding a radiant 
discus in his hand. He rid me of 
my good and bad deeds and ensured 
my passage without return. I saw in 
this his power too. (67) 

Qj ITGTT ffTu9lT)<t)l SU^bt! ,^4 Cl| v33’' r 

id n <rn , 

GuoSlifito,^ «mcn cn«nri lD0>£>i 

l_bl 05 0> 

^n-.r^) idit)j0>0i 0»u GV /hCs^i <b(hn<ss\ 
C/MT^rrn^fT^ib Cldfenibuj Cah. 

The powerful elephant’s tusk he pulled 
out, and killed it too! He came as 
powerful man-lion and killed the 
powerful A sura Hiranva. He rolled a 
powerful snake on a power!ul 
mount and churned the ocean. He is 
a poweriul king. (f> 8 ) 

G* tD IT (f^GUlb rj^LD a»^*3T 

(^Lp fh tj C l \ 

mnq&a Oacui.)<arT0 i)«ra*<ii0ih - 1i, 

G iDffii ib 

Ci 0 nil a id cu <b n i dtp 

iS) rr> u 14 io. 

g ju<Cb5> n ^ 

The powerful kings who go riding 
horses and rule the Earth too are 
devotees of the lord. By worshipping | 


with flowers through seven lives, the 
feet of the lotus-navel lord they 
have become kings. (69) 

0 ,lD(T 2_CDGnib, 0>(G*jGT>S, 0>Gn«U ^fjrhJ/MD 

fl) filiST 0, IT C\J j 

ffjLorr sucfiiciKiD ClufT 0 u 4 , Gstjgdg\j ,• 

0 )tDff 2 _ GTT(GTf^tb 

LnniDGVlGJTOJ , CaITGUCU. LD^l <rh 01_ jb CD dj) 

<rt63TuCo 

GJ GUGUGU C T 5>GT><2>0»(£) JgU.lD. 

The bow-wielder lord my father, 
devotee’s delight, lives in Tanjaimamani 
Koyil, Srirangam, Tiruttankal, the 
adorable Tirumalai, the shore temple of 
Kadalmallai, the walled citv of 
Kudandai, in the hearts of devotees, 
and in the ocean. (7Q) 

,$&'• ^GijG ulb 14 ffl rgl CSTg^j ,su.ftuu gtiVI 

0jDG3TfT)3 , 

'**»" fpQrina <5>l>ip rfU & 

0 i n g^i 1 i 

$ GiifTiu Gldgu G^jnea^tv. 

t^enuu fT63T. 

4&F sfH'4 Gi ingjj. 

When the ocean-hued lord-on-the- 
fire- spitling-venomous-serpent raised 
his petal-soft foot to measure the Earth, 
the dexirally coiled conch on his left 
blew a clarion call, while the radiant 
discus on his right subdued his detractors 
and sho ne 1 ike t he dav. (71) 

Gi-in^jj $bj gh nGarijr**! 

1 A 

1 .1 in^i ^1 ft)G70)£ji id ; Gi iirsy 
«.GncniD Gi 

vi>«ratl Co,.*a. or Gun CUguuu. 

** Gci.nijdhi Gucin Gun . 

Bv the times ot the day, monkevs on 
the hills of Venkata 111 enter the flower 
groves, cull fresh flowers and offer 


647 
















THE SACRED BOOK / Divya Prabandham 


worship. Arise, O Heart! Let us also 
gather flowers for the worship of 
the beautiful Venkatam lord. (72) 

£L_CDtIlll LJ G3T ^uSlrjifi CuiT, 

2>0 

€1lfTUJfb5, LDCVjn C^ClI^g^lLb-gTUJl^fh 

Cftni_0^ Qanij^s^n s>rf1 

QuihmrrcirT 

^llui_5) g>JGra%b£ UJfTG37. 

The lord who destroyed the red¬ 
eyed tusker is my master. I am prepared 
to serve him. I shall collect flowers 
thrice a day, and patiently recite the 
thousand names of the lord. (73) 

iunGcrt ^ojiiCltfujC^Gn, cjip iS)n)uL|ti 
cruCl u fT^gjj ib; 

ujrrCcn g>smb £_€T»l_Cujget; <nib 

Clu0lDfTGJT!- lurTCcn 
ffjCVJLDrrcnco if 

j rr^arrCcaiGffT - 

Ou023#li>l|£G3T JJjGuCgvJOTT, OurflgjJ. 

O Lord! Through seven lives and 
forever, I alone have done penance. I 
alone have received the fruits of 
penance. On your perfectly matching 
feet, 1 have sung this garland of sweet 
Tamil songs. I am indeed the greatest 
Tamil poet. (74) 

Qufff)(0) ID-9) CttJlplfl innu iSUq&^j (ipcsr 

fgl £37 flpj ( 

them £}ctt cum&.'fl,- <5)00 

&(?)&& 

Ca,aiT 0>GU£>giJ ^0Ccuib»5,t_ib 

<9*6ff3Tu»fl - 

&1J nc7i AOJfbSj MjGnflcasTGn cuonij. 

The poetry of Venkatam! Elephant 
bulls in rut stand before their cows 
and offer tender Bamboo shoots, 
dipped in the honey of hives above. 
It is the sky-hued lord’s abode in the 
mountains. (75) 


cu&j)ija ««j£)5>GJT0> , GurrciT 0,cu£3}|ib, 

i_n_0ib 

Cl u rroSl Cl cn gjtt inc\Jc5lGn<JMi^ib- 

CWtcwtQ 

T rQtfnnr) - 

^crxrrrrCuj 

££>$U LJgJuflsiJgjJ 2_nryth. 

Wearing mountain Sandal perfume, 
silk vestments, beautiful ornaments 
and fragrant white jasmine in plenty, 
the wonder lord stands as pure 
knowledge. It behoves us to praise and 
worship his matching feet. (76) 

2 _Qjrcij<9i«3TH_ nuu , Clr^ ) <fF 3 Cd) , ® 

ufr^ibj 

sa—QifbjACjjjrt. mu, c^cjoT <5 ,ldculd ^jj^rerrnev) 

ACOTTl-fTUJ 

6 J&&U Cuff rrrr 

CTuClurr^pgjitb. 

0 ^2)!$ £_£ff)fJ0j0,CVJ <3,cuij). 

H is feet will come of their own 
accord. Know it, O Heart! The lotus- 
dame Lakshmi’s grace too will accrue 
of its own accord. Even the penance 
of reciting his thousand names with 
worship and praise will accrue of its 
own accord! (77) 

j5}CuibQ^ujgjj f rf>rT69T •( <3>Cc3T Q u^)<D aesx 

i . ^gttuu r£C_i 4U i Ounj) uff^ic;- 

G *® 57 

CT)<3, <3M«nC3Tg>£j| LO A^dllaTfT63T 

fhrh)GT>{h ^ ’ 

Cluujg^j Gljit 

C31 its own accord, the fortune of seeing 
the lord s golden foot that extended 

into the sky accrued to Brahma of great 
penance. Then reciting all the names 
known to him, he poured water, 
that became the Ganga, — and washed 
the foot to his heart’s content. (78) 


648 













IYARPPA 


/ Prose Works 


a®, fi *01 CMHiAt Ou 0 Lb 

ucDcnrr^ C^hctt 

prir I0<jrp 3>"« T 
^ LDcurjffeTtj-Cl^fTfiu rfjlOTn) 

Cftrr«n J.tuaaoo’ <45* ^<i»«ona> C^ndtpa., 
<£|fUCT» -^erlfbih 

igfli iflcvii) 5 >nciT < ^ 2 > 3 ,cncS'*(g)ii> Crj,ir. 
Contented, the lord left the city, not 
heeding his mother, who stood behind 
pleading; but heeded the coiffured Sita 
who stood before him and pleaded. The 
glories of our mighty lord are as big as 
the Earth he measured and took. (79) 

CfbfT£,Cfi.cn ^iqctud; c?M£il 

€f>C77T ftLDCVJubj 

^iTffjCgjCJT o or Cjgui^Cldou, ^Gjruniu;- 

A Caircuib gkdii v CTGarO^rK^cun- 

oar 1 cn ott l_j 

Uiq.A C^rTCUii) 5iOTt- U<3»CV? 

Taking me into service, O Lord, — you 
gave me the love of your feet and the 
grace of your lotus heart. Having seen 
an d enjoyed the fullness of your feet, 
W *H we not see again the beauty of 
your manikin frame of yore? (80) 

uacij agpjtG, cjt; <9jGTOiCl_cjt; 

gjn QiniLGui; 

l£l<5i<5i AOSdlGl. C3f 

G a cmq u i n &i 

•SllrrCJT &)Aftgi£> G«?rr^1 CUtq.Ct|. 

I have seen the light of day. I have 
seen Narayana. First I saw him in my 
dream state. Then I saw him in reality. 
He wields a conch, his feet are lotus red, 
he has the radiance of the sky. (81) 

Caitgu crunch dfccrin mn 

ld curjrr gtt Q^cueflu 
uu**> G*rcoo, ^Acuirc?!, uc^dr; 

<$<<4 ACdbncd 


&”*>**''*' I* 2 ,•,« 

^^ Q °‘ nC<un ' ? 

The radiant lotus-dame laksk 

with beautiful V e |.. ; h arn , “** Un * 

enjoys the blossom-like he °‘ 1S ? >es 

satiates. And over this R), j ever 

How so? Because the lord* u ° rd ' 
is limitless. s beauty 

( 82 ) 

CW ^ 

""■* **© "« 
r,u4a,cw ^0 «o4r*^uj 

tonojOT^cwr Q^chjr) CLnd Uft ^Uui 

Limited praise with fowl words u 
I offered to the adorable ln U | 

msufhciently by the Vedas v! f ed 

patiently, for the fulgent 

prayers, for is not the 1 a ? m >' 
wonders? ° r ^ fall of 

(83) 

tUflli) 0,55,60®, G , JC _ . 

t-00, * US " or ' 10 

^inuAuifTuj^ £^i\_ a;, !bm ® 

ton fPjncoIS^ <S w H3R>Cu J 

The wonder lord came „ , m . 
and tore the chest of the' ? n ' l,0n 

*oohsh king intoxicated by I!'! nt,n§ 

of his penance. That Sri. 0 H, P " Wer 

feet alone in this whole wide F ° tUS 

sweet as ambrosia ’ E,mll > are 

(84) 

•**-*»*■ 

^cy%/ <91<5iji, CWA^ „ „ . CT, *aib 

2><?>iT6j, cTesrrrjj^ 

.... 
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Ambrosial Lord, extolled as the sweet 
nectar, the discus-wielder, the ocean- 
churner! With my sweet songs garland, 

I offer worship and praise. (85) 

2_CTT&gt frOGuGo fTAcn r^acTTiDCua 

uu 51 crr 05 ,«JTfTcij Qu/b .0 uujcst cTcnOArtcu?- 
uuSlcn’njrrrr g,LD 

OlDLU#> 0>G)}{b&>nGO AITCT3n_| XQG zfi\ 

GuscTTCSjrrcjnen ujaon 

CT&£ttJ3>$>fTgu ArT«jiuGinClAn*j ^< 31^1 ? 

Learned praise-singers offer worship 
with flowers and receive the grace of 
the cloud-hued gem lord, while those 
who perform penances find it 
difficult to see him. By what penance 
shall I see him now? (86) 

^gerron ^rfjl^c^CfDOT &X n 

Cl<9G3Tn(}J XH** onui 

*(^*0* nil tq.mCTl <£ll-!bg>J CTiaCl^nitpC^jCn, 

* tain C* L_ GST 

^n-jACftni .Lq $0)10. 

Is it only now that I understand mv 
Tirukottiyur lord’s grace? Certainly not. 
Even when I lay in the dark womb 
I folded my hands and saw the feet of 
the Earth-straddling lord. (87) 

<£tfDU>lSlfD©J, #/«*' ^^&Gg)C3T-0§)GfT 

^IfpLDtjff Cl/JOniDfrn^^ ^cvjGuitcu, 

^ijcd^i \ ‘•'Vi ojfTii Qflcvjsuftcn (jpeh. 

ciinOcnnit 

*iqfb*5 cijnscti frfb&A- 

The lord of Arangam. my Father, 
clears the path of hellish thickets and 
opens the portal doors of his citadel 
for those who tread the path of 
worship. For others, he closes the 
doors. I know this now (88) 


*3,g 8, A£»jV?GP63T (}P<& 

#,mu£ 0 ’ 

^2>d?u Currn ujnGT>CTT 
urrcrafliuncu §n ucwrQ 

LD fTffU 6^ ^ ^ 

iDncrafliuntua. Cl*frcj3Tiq crcuGui 

I know you, — was it not yo*j 
who came as a manikin and begg e j- 
for land, than measured the E a *\. 
with your feet? Did you not k* 
the rutted elephant with his o* 
tusk and the wicked Kamsa with 1! - 
own anger? — O Lord! 

Lab^n^QjGo*ii ^CcnCcyr; cuncsreu^ ' 

fi1 ,rTGJTGi><5 JTfl * J 
3)G3i CidGguC^ 

^(OjUjncnoj Q<9fh)*ssiT Qrjjiq iun&& 

Gu^i/mcncn* cn*Cl3>a^pg, &£&■ 

Our lord has lotus eyes. He lS . 
master of all. He bears the lady S rl ° 
his chest. Though 1 worship him* 
not for gaining Earthly king* 1 ^ 
nor even for the celestial ki°& 
of Indra, king of gods. 

iStcTrcamcu .$<(*, 

(lp€3TCnrrcu OjC73Tfij* (iptu€Ui6K*63 T,T ‘ l 
rSHGn^gjfTcncn/j, &,nn&, /hi^ao (^*jP 

***** 

^chgji C^cmq. . 

O, Foolish people! Lest vou attain J 1 ^ 
alter life, learn to worship h* s ^ 
while you live. He measured all 
Earth and ocean. All the texts dec a 
him as the supreme lord! ^ 

10 ** 




*,fU 0 


^•qujneu ipean fh^/janans UaiPEH- ^ 




nquirrdn, i jCfi 0 *^ 6 ^ 




Ob,o,uj^ *■’ 


f>Sc 
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jbffLoCuD ®> n u ) 

CG^cjjrQlb 

.9>fTu>CiD <&nil(^i£) <5>uigjj. 

The lord smote and killed Kamsa 
and stood worshipped by the gods. 
He bears the Garuda on his banner. 
Always recite his glorious names. 
For so little, he fulfills all our desires, 
quickly and easily. (92) 

Amfci OaaQ £ijAib. O^iucr'A 

CTC37fT}] . ^ L fT CP C ^ TCTTU) 

GD Iq <5 nil <fM_D 

Cla,ncryri_ nea^err^, s«i_5>g)6Li cunuj &*JjU 
Q,3,nrbj<^^ 

S2_cra7L_ncjncn, Qfygtii&d&u 1 2— 

The easily attainable hell is terrible, 
what follows hell is more terrible. So 
before that happens, worship the lord 
who wields a conch, who killed the 
Horse Kesin, and who drank the ogress 
poison breast, with love. (93) 

a&rT^tNar: a.cu($ 
ib 

^IfjbjUlb fiii633TC^T«3T.- 

I llt)(^U 

Clun^rv,£>(7^agjfT LDfrrrLj 

urri 

Offer worship with love. The cloud- 
hued lord who swallowed all the 
seven worlds, and destroyed the 
unrelenting Hiranya’s chest, resides in 
the beautiful city of Padakam. I offer 
praise with my heart. (94) 


n C«nujrTc?rr: cib3i G^otcj^u'"ch 

g)nc3Tuucai Jjt 

SuWVj o i ^>6331 ■ uU<5iT3TCJ3rcin . 

CatL 

Lrv-,fJ u rcr Qi JUjrr^iA^c^ ■ 2 cu(«3h 


■^{iluincTT ^^.ilu^nfTtaT 


My heart’s permanent resident 
has his feet on my head. He is the 
gem-hued lord who destroyed the 
Asura’s chest, the first-cause lord of 
deluge and creation, the discus-wielder, 
the resident of Attiyur, Kanchi. (95) 


<=H£b<& j i_| Gin ct* Gn ssnneu nen t ^caufl 

LD Sutffl uSl 65T 

G<9 n gjtG lDOj ^ uSIguCu ncjr - 

CiP<3b£ 

tDCT*^ lD n &>l_cii 2>€>* 2_63i(Ti_ncjl 

ftuJTA^U) 

^oirn .*M t -vnc3T GTfruft<rn iSlijncart. 

The lord of Attiyur rides a bird. He 
reclines on a beautiful snake with radiant 
gem-set hoods. He is the philosophy of 
Mukti. He is the lord of even the poison- 
throated Siva. He is our lord. (96) 

<rr Hu <•>; GTi Q lj v i n n cn, ^cmisCuj fin 

ftGncULDACIT, <£! 

0 o rhi &i <»35i O in rrcvj! ld n n li n!- 

Q LJ ^fbl 

UL (np<5i^fc3T Cljniuu LJfTtDi ] 

Giugvj C^niTjgjrruj 
C a rru9 c\j rr &■ G#*rrcir3T(^!. 

O Lord! You are the monarch of even 
the gods. O Senkanmal, with lotus-dame 
Lakshmi on your chest! You recline on a 
thousand-hooded snake. You reside in 
the temple ot Kudandai. (97) 

(oil 0 ~> IT tSfifl 6) J 6TT IT <ffc % |_p UJ "6 ^ n cin 

E-CTOtl g,l eL-CU(^) G^lD, E_CTT 

Q«5>rtG75T0 

(f)‘ ib <£&•* Ca,neu g\j u«nn uj GuifSl 

O 

My Master! Y ou were brought up as a 
cowherd-child by Dame Yasoda. You 
danced with pots and won all hearts. 
You swallowed the seven worlds. You 
reside in my heart forever! (98) 
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Q 


CTU5 Cl U (TC-)lD HOT J <2^ (T^CTT CTGJTO}J , 

^cmuGiufTfr 

Qp«r>0 $<*©], CliflrriLuh LDCurracTT g^cii,- 
cnp &>ipcu 

C(9G1J U^-LLJ rTC3T, Cl 0f^l5iS73T Q (TjU).IU fTC3T, ^fQGTT 

2_(fT)GUniU 

IDfTCUlq-CSlcu LnC53T Cl An€73T(_ CTGJT l_D (760. 

Forever the gods wait patiently to offer 
worship with flowers and seek your 
grace. With your tinkling lotus feet, 
you came with beautiful lotus-eyes as a 
manikin and took the Earth from 
Mabali. O My Love! (99) 

iDftCco! Clfb^-GiufiGcyr! &6WTGfinG«5T! 

.i'll &>oT€33T£u f[0) 

ClDGurr! efiluJ65T gJipfTUJA ^CWTGTsflujGOTT!- 

Gmcorrco 

60 GTTcfil C5T Amu ACSTj/jldTlTCO cSjjp5>5>GuCc5T 

£T63T <5><mP 

c^gtig\j ^cjTjDfTcvj, turrerjicm lij ^«rri_|. 

O My Love! O Ancient Lord! 
My Krishna! Lord above the celestials! 
Lord wearing a fresh Tulasi garland! Lord 
who felled the wood-apples with a calf! 
Alas, 1 cannot contain my love! (100) 

Alvar's lotus feet our refuge 

Munram Tiruvandadi of 
Pey-Alvar 

Invocation 

^rjn^ih UiriL-£) <£l(rt)AC$,fTCuCu 
«,nqnn ft((Tj(ip^OT)G\ja> ^ncsjrTULj*^)- v£krjft& 
diCOTiGi .<*n OCrrr^|C9>f|^>^ SrjKGH AtpCc\J 
&—CUT[JSi 5)6ff5T| fTUU Cl IT}G 8 £> O, f)^\ 

O Heart! The good one, Peyalvar, who 
went into raptures on seeing the cloud 
hued lord in the mansioned city of 
Tirukkovalur began singing, “Today, 
I have seen the lotus dame”. Worship 
his feet with passion. 


GSl] 


<£1(^5, 3><sjsiGi_«fT; QuncsT 

<^C33^ rpr 9 (Lpii 

sfeCu*; M-f »*** . 




0* 


CT63T c^L^l 6UCTJTCJ3TC5TUtTGO , 

Today I have seen the lotus- 
the frame of my ocean-hue j 
He wields a fiery discus and a e * 

conch in his hands. He has the ra 1 j 

of the golden Sun. 

^cjiGn) dJ»ejarGL.c3T; ~ " ^ -ii 

ujnc^ 


Clunerr Cg>fTtu cuc^g iDtifriSlcO 

fl05> 5i655T0 Qa»n€53U- &(£) 1 




& 


<&& 


jrtO 1 


iD(ff)5>5>«rar0 Cl*rrc7JT0 C 16 * 1 

Your gold-ornamented naou ^ 0 ( 
like chest, — O Adorable 
Sri!, — earned for you h er 
garland in the yore. With n1 ^ j l( ?o 
brimming with love for v ° u ’ 
sought your lotus feet. No w n1 ^ (2) 
births are destroyed. 

Q>ar££| S— CTTCTradrT-iorT &>l 90 £ 

* 


a ^ 1 


mr 


2_€TTCTrUSJT, 06^1 &i\P a{V .. .i, ‘V 


Q« 0 fbn s _&0 05ji)©)» *400^' 

&& ** 

jbgftLD ^ s 

Destroying the angry A sU 
delight, the lord resides i n 
like a medicine for the ills of K' 

He is the ocean-hued l°*j 

the ocean, the Tulasi garland v 

in the heart of the lotus-da lT1 
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<&QP£>(jpu> S>rrCcfT 

AOTJT UDH-ffU - 

Q u T(nj jb& u_| ih 
<9cr^, 2 _©jAU1 22_OTJ|(5 i &- . l£f1 

crrbsi Qpcuu^iunco 

^CTT^U 2_CVJ0>lil 5jnCujrTC3T <^1%. 

The lotus-eyed lord is himself the 
medicine, its healing power and the 
sweet well-being as well. He made, 
swallowed and remade the Universe, 
then measured it, by seeking a gift of 
three feet of land. (4) 

«£<U* OjGtfTGTCTLD ^fTLOCDTJ 2_6U*li) 

^flCujfTCiT 

uu* cuGnnGOTLb cvj r£n cu6a3««\j3iLb;- 

Qpti) GU67ff»CTiJTli) 

^>rr a^wCujrTriT; 

«5H cirC CD 

<^£1 Clancwu_(T!T)(55 

The feet that strode the Earth are 
of the hue of lotus. His body is the 
hue of the ocean. His crown is the 
radiance of the Sun. His effulgent 
discus too is like the Sun. Is he not 
beautiful beyond compare? (5) 

^iP<2> <£4«rCn) ^SM^lUfTf?)® 

CU CmJ OT g’o ot LD ? 

«^iP(2> ^«nClT) «$«WTUli> AL^W?- «^ip0 

«^ffsrCn> 

fgn cj(bfDnn>0 CiaCcofTCBT 

<^ncu d>(ig£u, 

a>&iano> £it *fTCSTg> AipeO ? 

Is not the deep-ocean hue of the discus 
lord beautiful? When he accepted a 
gift of land, then rose and stretched 
his foot into space, the flower-born 
Brahma washed his foot with water, 
which became the Ganga. Was that 
not beautiful? ( 6 ) 

<5>tpCU CUfT, OfT^Cs AfTfTA 

j£rr Guuancuu 

Ouni^ou ^GTrjbg, i-jcn 2tsn:rf$l6 Q<?eu<rudrt- 


^<flujfTCJT>crr, ctu 

G^turrcDcyr, 

ibC57TCT3Tfj)0 «^fflujrr«nc3T, rr^fTLo. 

With beauty beyond description, he is 
afar from all and hard to reach. 
He measured the ocean-girdled Earth. 
He rides the Gsrud^ bird. He is the 
husband of Dame Wealth. Let us 
worship his feet. Come, O Heart! ( 7 ) 


ibiUDii ueu Ch>iT«bs$l fe (T B( rujsjjm ctotjj, 
!bmb ■SC’i/ravMumO Qfcn^O. je,«u Q ft ^G»i. 

Sun, LD(fTjc51; 

low n@»w«,Li> a_w,rgl tu.ftjj.ig, 

* a '2>“^ *«it aiipnuj 
ft«ATcrai«narCLLi ansAr*, ij,^ 

Come, O Heart! Let us praise him 
with love, reciting “Narayana” and his 
many names. Let us fold our hands in 
worship. The bee-humming Tulasi 
garland lord Krishna, swallowed and 

remade the Earth. Let our eyes see and 

enjoy his form. ^ 

*ldcuCu> 

LDWJT u(i fl(1 pu> IDJDgj, A(najClu ,[_ 

wrvaJ)4j 

*0U)a i ip^lcu AfT - A ^ 

CU CrjT C33T CJT 

^0UirrLD«rafl tfuOTjTcawcii 

His form is the hue of the dark 
rain- cloud, the dark deep-ocean, the 
dark mountain-gem. His eyes are like 
lotuses. His hands are like lotuses His 
Earth-measuring feet too are like lotuses 
Can you imagine such a reality? ( 9 ) 

^***’ rfcln’gtno 

®*“ ®“tui9jDu M A, mjbjDcna,^. 

*. Gu/Igu 

® ,WU> Mrfljbft «.«« M i** 

Gun 


StULb . 


ujiii n>C3T0. 
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Really speaking, he has a dextral conch 
on his left. Strength, radiance, wealth, 
beauty, high birth, and all else will 
accrue of their own accord through 

reciting the names of the lord. (10) 

94IIO JbncC. Ceujjjigjj 2 CTT CTT ITC»irT • 

Quniii^ gcneu GiJcnncOTTC3T 

urrro^LGurrOTT; umbq aisnanrfldr C^curcar; 

uuSlonrpi B_<5nfjuuim 
&n«0 - ftLcuntin; ^r5lcfil OT ^cj,. 

The lord is the substance of the 
Vedas. He is a mountain stream sweeter 
than honey. He is the hue of the dark 
ocean. He reclines on a serpent in the 
Ocean of Milk. He is the ocean of 
knowledge for men of learning. 

He is subtle knowledge. (ll) 

ctc* rgyih 5,fT6TT CW|0efil, ^iDqojgyx) 

g>ibi£)cu 
Aftcui b CWfl - 

tocnfi^ crcaTf^iiii 
(Tjon^ a_OTrriT«jnn Anc^feiuCrj- 
fbnGTTC&rTrpi ii> 

QnuriiCftrtg, gliotticmtctt uiq. 

What is subtle knowledge? Close the 
doors of the senses and apply on them 
the locks of discrimination. Then 
study the revelatory works repeatedly, 
and try to understand their meaning! 
Gradually the ocean-hued lord will 
reveal himself, through Yoga. (12) 

UU> S ' JL 1 . iCTufl,! a £„ 

sifelji, 

^enuu, £«*>, . ^ 

Cl 11 . 1 ( IX) 

W"* i[h ffisn, (h C|jfTiI| 

,JHT Anm.oiru. f^csirr; vnfrfo. 


The Yogic lord in the yore accepted a 
gift of land, then grew and strode the 
Earth. His crown ripped through space 
and extended beyond the Universe. (13) 


iDfrrf}uncu idcutld n|luu, mrtjjCTVUun CgjfTcrr 

(?>jKburTCu locmi cmcuftA ClfTjfTiucfilgji 

(^rrrf) u»»W 

Ccuaerr, Ccurbjftugenian, c^cJTrC«^ T,TrT 

C^friuib 

|jn 5)5)2)n«3T utT^LD uGraflrTpg*]. 

This will become easy to understand 11 
you give up the embrace of dames, and 
study the revelatory texts. Set your heart 
on the lord. He is the four Vedas, the 
resident of Venkatam; his feet are 
worshipped by celestials. Bow to him- (1" 1 


2 L. u ,fVj,gj CltiCffAiJLJ u Q 

Cu>«4>* 

UCraflfT)^, LJQ5UT ID OTfl fh CTT n C CVJ - 

&*<S> 

&{Gnjbe>en ^cin<OTTA <Q u *.^ib 
iDcrni) 

He who reclines in the deep ocean ^ 
waves, on a coiled serpent ^ vMt ‘ 1 s 
thousand hoods and gem-red 
has come to recline in my ' 
heart! What a wonder! 


vlowlvto^ 


0 , !bg)J » CfeiJfcTSn *>a*V»*" L . 

jftfTtDfcTWJinrTCTl 

,o« 

^(^cucuoSlaiCAGjjfluj fTuin ^ J ^ w® 1 2a* * j 

ii i e * 1 

By the tossing sea of Tiruviu 11 
where corals and pearls 
ashore liken the evening sky ^ 
lamps they light at dusk, — 1 [b l 
has come to reside, along A |! - 
lotus lady who graces his ansf 
chest. He is mv master. 
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JkfTGTT, CUcUGVJfTgj, iDflGU 

CTfbj^sn lD rrcu 

fB^Crr, 6TI£, (TjfUGITjU) ffjfTCTT 

crcarn^j iii 

CTltjGy,^ ^OTtmu, 

10 ID sung, j dl fTlpgjgjj,*}, (Tigjr GUfTlLI. 

D 

ec oming his slave, let my tongue 
forever praise his lotus feet without 
ai h saying Senkanmal is our adorable 
P r d. 1 hen all the days gone by, all the 
Qa } s the future, and all other davs 
be good days. (17) 


*** Ql£,n ifcg >j ffljn ld cur63in uj LDrT6ijc\Slui 
^ Qpcuiq io< 

M ' T Q^2>J Q<9,fTOT3T,. Cl fT^gl LDfrCcul- 
. £,nc£W |0 

^ ©C5T)C55T <$414 aC#* CJljp iSlfDUULD 

- ^" d 
^4 ( fKCT1. 

Uj “TL 

n lar J 0 £°°d day when you came . 
strjd* ,n ant ^ begged Mabali tor th 
Ea ri ^| S bmd, then measured 
fe Cl \ ^ r ant that I may serve y< 
Wj t L l ? u gh seven lives and 1 
11 ^ car - O, Towering Lord!( 

P&nG&jyti ^CJncuGiflCu 

rv . «**** 

20 <snG3T1 cn II j n 1LJ<5 C<5 ftifrQ, IU.C* 

JAVr^Gtir 

■ ^GUin^/ZSk CI^UJ , n< a,n 

The i ° , UJ ^ Lm " A e?> op™ ? 

^0rld, ,r * r*J° swa *l°wed the sc\ 
denyu:'"’ 0 s!c P‘ « a child will ne 
him' fiV sl n'. 'V But lhose who come 
lre sh flo„ " ''' ' r, ' nc l uil mind, strew 
hands, wiii^ al h, L feet Wl, h fok 
" < - eiVe hts grace first.(1 

n Pon r . . 

Aitnrtn. '? ClJ 5 ' < “® lil nr " *<■»»<" 


^(rTjiDfiGcu! OarhiAcjfft Q]j^iq.ujnCcip! CTnij^Gn 
Clu(f^LDnCG31 £ Cud),! 

For the First cause lord who swallowed 
and remade the Earth, is it any big feat 
to come again and measure it in two 
strides? O, Senkamal! O, Tirumal! Our 
Lord and Master! Speak. (20) 

CuAsvirrrr CTciicucnGk) Gu<9.6un, ^trLiGuenCGii 

qjh 5 LDGv)n<jjj gjjipmij ld rren gvj iLJrferr,- 

£_C31l_UJ 

S A <U» fj^S3) & r»jj d. OTfT631 dlfin(k! fh dh HC3T 
6Udhdh{J<oJd631A 0,5,0631011631 61llt}tTL|. 

Speaking of the fragrant Tulasi garland 
lord, who wields the sharp discus, conch, 
Sarnga bow, and the mace that killed 
the noisy Dantavakra, — can anyone 
exhaust his glories? ( 21 ) 

GUtqCTL) c^HjA (ipiq C<5,flL_iq 61 JIT631611ITjfhGTI IftrUGl^LD 
<5,iq crHjff LDCVjn Jjyicoh AfT^p}]LDLJLq.UjrT63d63T, 

■ LD631 LDLUnc\J S2__6T1 2i_(Tf)dO, O Q 6LJ6U G 631, 

Ofb^gj^Gin! 

OurujibcrujoCiii ^mt 6331 6S)(r^ibi_j. 

So I say, O Heart! The celestials 
bow their crowned heads at his feet 
and oiler fresh flowers as the means to 
see him. You too do ihe same, melting 
yourscll with the desire to see him 
as he really is. • ( 22 ) 

tfb)6Mti0633T ,yi631ipu< 

61J 6331^1 

O < 0 , n <.m 611 uSl Jo 0563TIQ] ^ 2 * 15 , 

ib 

11 6311b iDfdca^cvutfreii Oi inesi v ^iib 

fh kp fT) G fh 

u.i67TiD gjitpnuj, loncvjnu., 6ii^ir-,U3, 

He wears cool Tulasi garlands that buz 7 
with male and female bees inside the 
flowers. His golden feet strode the Earth 
and sky. The heart will soon learn to 
hover around his adorable feet. (23) 
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oj(7,fiia.ncu, @(5 -Seuguib, umku 
n 

&, £rr ^CTTfTOT - 

*L-rr ^>1 ^cniry s_fim_ujfT6^ ^ AipCco, 
°*' TL -** •%!$> Cl;b©C a ! Qjbn^fr. ^ 

The adorable feet, — O Heart of 
mine!, _ of the discus-wielding lord 
will soon move into his primaeval state 
of Earth, Sity ’ Water ’ fire and air But 

follow them with your worship.(24) 

u^gj, sucwtGc? qji 

L.CUAU) 

e_cfirr0 , Girmuj 0^5^^ 

E_aijiu 

OJ "* J " Sr>OT - id n&j «£l^ ^ Q ajb;D „ cna7) 
CiirTC 3 Tcurrft 0 iij 

Caujncnwr, O^C#! 4^*,^. 

Worship can cause no harm, O Heart! 
The child who swallowed the Universe 
is the one who ate the coiffured dame’s 
butter, killed seven bulls, and became 
rare even to the gods. ( 25 ) 

*\n,n 0 <rr«i CWai^oar 

^IDSbfb Hi £ct, . 

2 -cnir)fb 3 )g>iCV|ib 
<S 1 Jnil< 3 ,^ C ipLb QcuA^n^iii 

G u u n 14 m C id 

fijfTti) ihucunn gjjtpaujan. 

The lord of gods who never leaves 
my hean and his serpent bed wears a 
ulasi garland and resides in the 

vl P r° U j Kanchmagar, Venkatam, 
Vehka and Velukkai, cities of joy. (26) 

g-urn &si , u 

n u uj nii 

* *® looSI E.a ^Cb 1 * fti.sncu - GffjCi) 

fb^ncncjr^ ftrrfjcwTcncsT, jgn 

^cncrarCtDGu ucncrfl 


If the joy-bereft world would on ) 
offer worship everyday to the lord |v 
churned the ocean, who is the cause 
of all and who reclines in the ocean^ 
then who can ever suffer misery* 
Who in this wide world can? ir 1 

c£icr>i_ 

JE>2>gu ufTfjg, Clcuih 

e£i,UJa/!t_jrTCU tXk^gjj o,Gs> - ^ibLoGcT- cl,|T 

0iaj>& o 

Guoj^^l unc\j t_cwTi. iSlgncjr. r 

Can the world understand ‘^ 

wonder? The lord w 1,0 rcdin f lH^ 
ocean-deep came as a wonder chu ‘ 
killed an ogress. He conducted ^, lt y 

Bharata war and destroyed .. 

kings. And yet he cringed in teat* ^ ^ ^ 
his mother threatened him *® ^ 
churning rod for stealing butter-v^ 

Cuuitf^l uaco £_OT3Tt_ 

Gu- 

®<2>* <%>* ^t^GiDcrfl £* 

Qart*" 

G^^enrr CJiDfTL^lujncjriciiTfl ^ ^ 

Yet, she picked him up and g* iv ^ 
sweet suck, not at all afraid that ^|> 
killed an ogress. To her he ^ JS 
a sweet little dark child with i tC ^ 9 ) 
lips and indistinct blabber. 

GdJnrjjg, ^(OjiAfTcu -*i cu (^ l iP» 

Gf*,ri£>£> ffTcur ^ 

rr»' 

10GD(T), urtL Ali 6U^ 

^CDfOurrm .gitftrcii. 
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That we too may see and enjoy him, 
he resides in Venkatam, Kudandai, 
Padakam, and in my heart. He is the 
lord of Sri. He reclines in the ocean on 
a serpent. He is the lord of the 
Vedas, the lord of all in heaven, 
the Tulasi garland lord. (30) 

j«i CahuSIcu •JgoffRuotfei 

fossil Oaajgj C-^CULD ^cjmcav 

Clad? Og,rflujn 

5> n Ag ) 5 ) rT«T l r^rrou Gcugjftgii a-CrrcnnesT, 

cjffjfDncn 

urtA^^nJr, unfT)£M_CM e_cnrTC 5 T. 

Even Hiranva's house became his holy 
abode when he came as a man-lion 
and tore his chest. He is the lord of the 
Vedas, the lord reclining on a snake 
in the ocean, the lord who bears the 
bull- rider Siva on his frame. (31) 

UfT !bfti_£yjuj f Gcunuftu(ipu5, utrujujii), u«fl 
ix> rr^ciRn r^ncu 

unjjuilQ 

• t’DlbfcniT Q*aOTiTi_naT 

A* C< 3 »nLjncvj 0 ,c 5 T. 

j Fhe lord residing in Venkatam, the 
lord who came as Krishna and 
broke a Kurundu tree, is still the lord 
residing in the ocean, in Vaikunta, 
,n the Vedas and in the hearts of 
l ruthful Vedic seers. (32) 

1 incuftOTTniij ^co ^g^cuCidcv, cduuj 

2_cu{d) <rrcoconib 

<*p)(^v,ncn a^tfyyii.ffuGon! ClioajibcriLoCuj:- 
LD^CVGuCc3T , 

1 X 1 Sfc< 2 )nct> i D n i^rra, a, c\j fcr, 

oincjfT ^^5510 
t, nry. 

^ True Lord! In the yore you 
shallowed all the worlds, then slept as 
a child °n a floating fig leaf. O 
s dorable Lord! You churned the 
°cean with a mountain and gave 
J mbrosia to the gods in the sky. (33) 


<£>4 5J"*£*! CU a_CU&lb CT! (T)5) 

^cn^CffLiOtfirrcu ? 

•Qdr*}. Gco^ctv,«5>cn* 1 

fbfl,nconuJ- 

^li_(ba<Tcna’* Ca® fl” ana ' «>«" 

AjCTjCD 0 fh 

al_ 5jjsnent**! AntisT. 

Did your feet, — that stretched into 
the sky, — grow tired? O Heart! See, 
the lord is silting in Velukkai, and 
reclining in Vchka! Contemplate him, 
He is the Kamsa-killer lord. (34) 

a,nssii, s>neaji cron iff (n. in i ^ in AOTiAcn A^jlri 

@so© 

^ACu^,fl,(TC3T Cluneal Gujcsfl;- 

LJ fT GWl &t CTiTT 

LJ n CUCOTT0 ^C33fT)^li 

02,nfbj*cofTC3T, Gtfib Cluncjr 
#>ipcu cjntu lunib Cigjn^gjib, cs^s*. 

The lord wears radiant necklaces on his 
wide chest. “Oh, see, see!”, crave my eyes. 
Bees that hum on his Tulasi-garland sing 
his praise in beautiful Panns. My heart 
too desires to sing like them, while my 
hands desire to worship his feet. (35) 

CT.AUJ ArareO Aufl. 9 »- su <n,nuj 

tfniAib, 

Qcuujuj *cr>5> annfhjftib Gsmb •S'Urt cuncw 

CTlauiuj 

uenu; uncDcvi un^l 
^iq. c^cnfbS) LDnuiCTT 

When the feet of the wonder lord strode 
the Earth, his beautiful weapons, the 
fiery discus, the white conch, the heavy 
mace, the dark bow, the shining dagger, 
— they also grew with him. Even the 
ocean-bed grew with the lord. (36) 

«du>u uuCi_«3t; 

nnr)5>5> fTC ® T 

a CDffA^ib CVJ fi- drefrnert,- 
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l-ktuctt curnuu ucu iDcraflu 

$5.{V§lX> ^(f^UOJTITuCST 5,fTCTT. 

The lord's chest is the abode of the 
coral-lipped lotus-dame Lakshmi. He 
wears many jewels and necklaces. 
He resides in the deep ocean and in the 
outer space. He is also deep in my 
heart. I am enslaved to him. (37) 

2>nCcJT a_GlJlD63T - £>OT 2 _(^GgU 

cTGij 

^nCcn 2 >cjj o>ngcn 0 >iJL|LD ^rrCci 1 

CTlfl <?T I (fXjLD ld ncu cu on g uj ib ctctjt 

^lc5r>5imi) ^cran. g>g*i 
$0 ^uj @«r>fD- 

He is all things that exist. The penance¬ 
performing Rishis, the stars, the bright 
fire, the mountains, the eight Quarters, 
the twin orbs, — all these are he. He 
alone is his lord and equal. (38) 

4Mll« JuO CTCT3T 

Lncnrt) . iD«n0u Clun^cTT .%ui &i>nap 

c^uj - tSlonjD cunaj?j5) 
C'GbGTicnoigj 4w,<v,£lii €&cnni»<£j <£>gS1 &}* 

C GU Pji fh l_ 4 > ft n 6 JI 

© cnCTT^hAlcn SL_c^Cctt 2_cncil. 

The lord became this Earth, the eight 
Quarters, the Vedas, the substance of 
i he Vedas, and the lord of tall Venkatam 
where mountain streams flow 
rapturously. He stays in my heart.(39) 

«o cnggr &css ti. fTiij, fbcu Cl^ci/ia! 

Ci (iirr^i ib 
ii—cnjjr^fiunn £l taTungigjj 

C—cncin &> C5UTi_ fr uj 
sfrlahn Ga(t0 £ 

i Oydt* CfiurhJ®,. 2>*ncji 
ijiOTi «ns®3i. 

O Good Heart of mine! Know that 
the lord exists, — now and forever 


The lord w'ho resides in the tall 
sky-touching hills of Venkatam, and 
who rose tall to measure the Earth, 
resides in the hearts of his devotees, — 
then, now and forever. (40) 

u>c3Tg)j vBcrafl (ipm i^ctotQ, ^icssn ib Cumu, 
CTC73T $«T>0iL|lb 

g,|C3T££l QufflpCu ^CT>«JTajgjjib <5* AipCcU,* 

ifidtota* 

2_«r>i_ ujC l^C3T»T)i 

^cnir^ncsi f£jOTjDib 
(^CTu-iun^ ^ Afigjg, G^n. 

Then in the yore the lord rose and ripped 
through space. His jewelled crov/n 
touched the sky, his feet straddled the 
Earth and the eight Quarters, as he 
measured the Earth. He is the one who 
held a mount to save the cows. (41) 

CAnaicuogTnuj Ciruu^gji, 

£ 

ton cijcucsTfrujA ^ctstl_ Lncsafl oicforcfinfiST ' 

i 

a_(n)CULh %gcrafliu€3T^ 

QqM - £_^ 1 grrcij <£$ 337 , ncji £cjnb. 

The cow'herd lord grazed his cows 
and played the flute. He is the ge^‘ 
hued lord who killed the horse Kesin- 
He took a terrible form and tore ap jrt 
the chest of Hiranya with his nail 5 * 
Know his anger. (42) 

<4icn ifjfl tog, >Kc4lj)^cri 

0tt 

i | C3Tib GlOtii L^tfi ^0 ,CTi65T - 
Gl.tn Sp>0i,(£)ib 

LDniVcu^ 11 ^ 

S?" a snsngjj *. 

The angry elephant KuvaUyap 1 ^ 
lost his tusk and his life. Dame Eaj^ 
occupies a pan of the lord's chest, wjjf 
spons a beautiful Tulasi-garland- 
lord takes the whole world into hin^ 
and protects it during deluge. ( 
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^cvja atefl™)'*** ft^)rr«,6tt 

. . -, Qurror ^njrrciT ^4 

ufutl^j^ “ ^ ^cncnrT^Ca. 

^ , , , ar t he creation, the oceans, the 

The deluge, ^ ^ lhese are the 

radiant Su y,. n cro wn set with 

lord. He we. ^ o Heart! Worship 

S£ififc-rf*.w. («) 

ClDCU O^fTCTT, 

C-.- 06 I* «*"*"»- ■"* U,a *~- 

The lord who came in the yore as a 
jj hoar and lifted the Earth on his 
msk teeth resides in Venkatam, where 
\bc elephant bull in nit pairs with its 
cow and separates, then rams angrily 
and pierces its tusk into the Earth, 
spilling pearls. 

.nensu (ip*® CmsO *r>ai2>& 

+j>G 

*cncu (ip*0 fi»«rcjr GD<* ' &»**> 

C tpAL © 

^ctsti ii) (£uffuj «£n Q$r$luu. 

AOV 

iSl6S!ni_LDffu.i fQcjifD 61 and*. 

The pearly sea was churned by the 
lord himself. He came as a tortoise 
and supported the mount, drawn 
hack and forth by the snake Vasuki, 
sending waves that reached the ends 
of the Universe. The lord stood firm 
like a rock. (46) 

2 .IJA «unu £«in,_ 

rb9<9i cufTixj ib 

O Lord who stood and took the Eanh' 
O Lord who measured the worldsi 

° Lo :, d r r Uh °, tUS e y es an d Tulasi 
wreath! Then in the yore you destroyed 

the horse Kes,n’s,aws. Now you have 

destroyed the jaws of hell! ( 47 ) 

£ <SMOTCir> - £n cjjtjjj, ^ 

£ .SwcGjr, - £I OT0j ?- 

U >" iunu, a.** 61*^ 

r- ■ ts Cuni. 

Go,cuna.iju) (.lua^^am, O 

Did you not measure the Eanh as a 
gift with your feet? Did you not eo 

grazing cows Did you not rip ap.fn 
the laws of the horse Kesin> Did 
you not go between the Marudu trees 
and destroy them? Did vou not fan a 

war between Dev as and Asuras?(48) 

Cla-DDgucwib Q^tjn Q #(fc 

0 . um. 

tyxfl «»$>* qJ*?** 

S’if'as.nUj' 

° M sr* Alina,D 

You destroyed the defiant Asura 
Hiranya, you took the Earth from 
the compliant Asura Mahali You 
destroyed seven mighty bulls for the 

Lo,/ Napp,nn - U ° Conch-wielding 

(49)' 

rQcTiro r a l l E. 

(.-ifiV-Oi rrtb 

1 -1 ctriin O i ■ r n-i id • CP ^ 'olfl AiTaaida.ii 

Jbt n^j 

, n ZTs * ** 0’»5«vn.,- W. 

^ n ,o ^ a n err rn n (tjt 

derail fccvj oicferaaT^^,^ 
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The lord wears a tall 

wreath overT ” 

adorable hue nf a A 7 ^ as r ^ e 

and WU«d H ' Cam ' 

lake. He resides nn IVln ? ln the 
wuhcools t ;er s namOUntainfl -ing 

(50) 

M „ Mli ...£%■*■ 

“** ,a a “* **«» ..,<££• 

**■***"« «*. 

cows. It was he who broke theM^ *5® 
trees. It was he who raredfhi ^r 

Lanka. He will show us fhe 7 
Perfect city of Ayodhya. gj" 

a,****. 

"*”*** “"*“*•* *4*^ 
h ot ^ 

He felled the heads l 

Ravana. It is he wh G caLe 5 ^ 
the Eanh as a manikin. ^ 

W*"*® 1 °*"W? Cl ib&U! Qprf) Co 

LJuSIdfTrn. c..-, . 

■**" ^ JT/" 

<*••*.**, 

He came as a woncW i i 
swallowed the Universe 
sleeping on a fig leaf, floadn^" l V 
deluge waters. He wears a cool T i h<? 
garland. Make an effort O £* “! 
Worship his feet. , An ' 

(53) 


% 60 a-cnoj^gju u<^>0 

*<2X» ®«u- CufTtU, C*, 9 cu 

l^CTTfT^l 

<^ACUli) £gRT@ <^IT Q)IT£1 

Pj . 2-Afb5> if>rTfT<ajn?(f? u 

Ue3?T '^ Acui ^ *^5,60 Qurflgjj. 

uh his tender feet he destroyed a carti 
m elephant, and two Marudu trees. He 
p me 35 a boar and valiantly lifted it* 
tarthon his tusk tooth. The lotus dan* 
f akshmi resides on his chest. His love 

0r ame Eanh too, is strong. (5*0 

*"*61* Cur ^oii> &**@ 
& (i^ClctSlcnL lQctt Currcu^-O^fflLM^*^’ 

£?G)^a cijc5tt 0) (^cn/pitiib uniiAUJ^ 0 
* . n LDfogy 

(SjCtot rruL(^cb (Qrr?\b. 

P n hls str ong mountain-like che*- 
e , Wears l° n g beautiful neckU ceS 
?.? d 8 ems - revealing his dark fra** 
„ ke a rain-cloud lit by a lighting 
Hi s long red eyes are the hue of a 

bee-humming lotus. (55/ 

%*<***». CW». 

S_(fTjCULD UJfTLD ^/^Cu Jthfi' 
ffT«yaTcsjftcu ; . $cs>tt)e\\ 

£IT 5>«@ai> 

fbCULD l|Aip 

W U>^en* Cadrsudr QuitoSW 

he lord s hues are white, red, y^ 1 ’' 
green and also black, but we do *f 
now the first three. Come to 
n even the knowledge-filled D* 
arasvati fully describe the sP^A 

oUDame-Lakshmi’s glory? ( 56) 

tRcjTCCTTGi.; n g\j 

"*** $<"> Ska#* 

(2) L cjrG LDOj Q ftn€i jj T . i ^jpujfKar 
2>(ff>CTT 5 ><^tClD6U ACTOTl (TUJ Of *'* 


w SDWrv^uDgyj n-yj ’ ■ - 

liog 6 3 g ^ 0r * ous dark raincloud l* r *■' 

,lg htnmg, the dark lord witht* 1 * 


liif 
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seated on h ' his feet through 

&<&S>0 sSlcTTW^liu 

_ . . - «rd>«au> Co>«»*>-Cii> 

6I«4*» utfw* • ' 90 2 >"» 

«*, O *»*0 

QjnLpnj. 

The lord who rose over .he worlds 
Jnd took the Earth and sky resides in 
Venkatam where female monkeys m 
on high rocks and ask .he.r Moved 
male companions to leap and M "8 
for them the bright moon. 


«.<»« eSM-51-iA^ - Cu " w 
Gucnasurrujg, 

*^U) Gurrco ®rtft 

fit*, u>f> u>srafl Qe'i**** u>n«o, 

CTftJftCtT 

0 LI (ft)LD (T6&T C^fjLjOuj)©] . 

Bright rivulets flowing down 
Venkatam make the dark hill look like 
the radiant Sri-graced gem-hued lord 
Senkanmal with strings of bright 
pearls over his chest. Attaining his 
feet, I have learnt to live again. (59) 


Ou<bjDii>» i 9 «ncnn Cuiu (ipcncu 

lDfT<j <9AL-lb 

(ipfb(p^ AfT5,gjj Cuhuj, SL-ctir (9 

^H^P* s» 

e^o/ 3 v3T»C^ cfilcrrrtJ A«»i* O a ncsarQ) 

<7Fr5lfbfl)fT«T; Clcbft)f51u 

LjCwflcvJLD CUfTUJ CJ26U5>5lJ 2—&,<h4b n GF UCjftjlQ. 

In the yore the lord protected the cows, 
entered between the Marudu trees, 


drank the ogress’ breast and kicked a 
demon-can. He threw a demon-calf 
against a wood-apple tree and destroyed 
both. He blew his victory conch in the 
great Bharata war of yore. ( 60 ) 

ucijT© crwcumb Csu ■**,_£ u „; . 

. «n«u(2,J, S ib 

GuncC ■ 

CUSTTID Alot (!5>l i. Caffes ^ • 

(@ cnrh) (S 1 ^ 631 ft®* cfilcrtsiGraT^n. 

From times of yore the lord has been 

residing m the Ocean of Milk and in 
Venkatam, considering both as equal to 
his permanent home in Vaiknm, 
Now the youthful lord hast und a 
nest home ,n Kad.gai, surrounded bv 
bee-humming flower groves. ( 61 ) 

cfi)OTUTCTOT<5,tJlb CWoftrT dsllfl 

IDCOT 10IT umtl Gcu^ ftcr>ai , 

Q 5,671 C ftcSi <S»> fi^nv*** 

5)631 £rr 6)^)3)(TC3T ^rripcv, 

The nectar - groves - surrounded 
Snrangam, the Southern 

V r A A° n y Ur ' the beautiful 
Kudandai, the mansioned Velukkai 
Vehka, V.nnagaram, - these are 
some other abodes of the lord who 
toots the Earth-gift in his palm 
m 

*"* ae " Ll4li> ^ 

^ Ql 5>"®5»b ChaflQpM* - 

*•**©* “»-M* A' ..... 

@0<nigl o s.cjt Bn 0j 
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In the streaming-hills Venkatam, the 
lord my father seems to have both 
mat hair and crown. He wields both 
the axe and the discus, wears both a 
snake around his neck and the sacred 
thread. Two images blended into one, 

— what a wonder! (63) 

o&fh ^asu(ipih Q<nj<r)nib jyjib 
uGnajb&i uQuLj,-«$j«ns5>&i 

Qcu*%AfTG^€0 

^v_£,$j ©«niogiiCt|Lb, ? 

What a wonder! In the Vehka temple 
at Kanchi, the lord appears in 
reclining posture, and elsewhere 
sitting and standing. Is it because he 
became tired after churning the 
ocean with a mount-and-serpent- 
churning-rod for the gods? (64) 

@<-iT 

Gurnigg,^#)] 
^fjGrjflajcngjj Qurrrtu^, 

aL-^ojionuju iStcnjjg) ^imorrCTt 

«9>ifl s>_(nj€ua) Cl<!hrru)i_| ...Mo -i.jt •• Aniijfbgjj. 

The godly son Prahlada’s protector 
was a man-lion who appeared at 
dusk and tore apart Hiranya’s mighty 
chest. He is the same lord who pulled 
out the tusk of an angry elephant 
and destroyed it. (63) 

ilhfTujjbgi!. ^(n-jOTicn innirjj^l (hQn 

inn in«ro{] l , j,<sn 
i icaffTA />,{fJaGincvj OGiiGiiGYju^iTuii , 
oinujQ,^, 

ingji cff'/i.i fti'iyii QiiiSlff^i s> 0,^1 

iftncTT'i nA 

G<*k 0 

The destructive Madhu-Kaitabh<. 
came angrily breathing fire, to the lord 
reclining on a serpent whose gem- 


red eyes shine like the light o 
But that was their undoing. The) 1 
with their ends there. 


• 5 * 0 *^ U)GU(^lb, ^ 

Sp)fbJ(<9) <!MD«\J£,$e3T Cungtf - &}P ^ 

fhi^n tfTOTg^iii), OsuOT 9^^ ^ 

U^)(r^ l£>$ CTCTTfT)Jlb 

There on the lord’s navel g r0tv 
stalk with a lotus on it, which °P 
and closes like they always do * f 
they see the Sun and Moon. But ^ 
it is the radiant discus and the , 
conch of the lord. 

inrg,^) 5>0cu<sji 5" fb'ip cu 

Gurr&gj fp>rr A0CUG3T cr^yru 

k$ J^ 

<9)<?nfbJ S^0>i>Co'~ 

ClDCO 

■ 

cfitcnfbJ AGJTn)| J 

The lord who threw a calf and ^j. 
wood-apples resides amid cO- ^ 
clear water springs, where ^ 
monkeys see their reflection 
fearing it to be a rival, C(UlU t! ,,it- 
stretch their arms to pick . g) 

It is the hill of Venkatam. 

er* 


OcnjrbM tnenry C<njejj0,i ib 


jcrrcJTiT)| (^010 a>^ni (g)ip^ 






Cfl^fTcn ijDrrcu d£lLd.*i0* 






^ l.GJJT | 


n^nctr ciojcurub 1 


ill 


Singing, “Venkatam is 
devotees wrap the lord’s 1 ulaM ^ ;1 ll 
coiffure and proceed to bat * ^ jo 
fasting days, taking it * s l1 
the ocean where the strong ^9) 
lord reclines. 
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M(£, U5g,5)5>rrcu curruj 

s_(£) vf)£>£>0>ncu 5>nGu e^Aiurrcvj - u‘!, >, 

io$ij7i C^&in 

g£1ot3Ti_ LDCurr O.3>rT633T0 , cflfpd) 

C GU Qi L_ 6U cm CffT C UJ 

AQ5T0 GU€OTTfbJ0U> 

The ocean-reclining lord resides in 
Venkaiam when male elephants 
running ichor down their cheeks 
wash their mouths and feet and offer 
fresh nectar- dripping flowers with 
their trunks and how in worship. (70) 

< * T 05»SiJ » 

<£>6iflrT)| ID^UU ^wfl cn£h luncrfl- 6lctflc6l 

cfilip, CiatTcirrnj Ccufi&i.ClD 

ClDGU (TjfTGTI 

AG3TITU ClArT675T0 Glff)!Ib&rTCST ^OTTITjj. 

The unworshipping rutted elephants 
l hat run amuck raise their trunks and 
pierce the clouds, when gargoyles 
emerge with strong arms that pull out 
1 , eir lus ks, and strike them dead as 
1 e V shriek, then stand over them 
^ d / oar - ft is Venkatam, the hill 
o c of the lord who threw a calf 

against a tree. (71) 

ie*cifln G<*-n<?u 
cer\n 

'•Iflfinnji sff«T.OTum 0 ,f, « - jp C..,niu. 

G GlJ<rjTfTJ| 

‘'’'""“m l0 £> <la.nA <* 104 ,( 5 , 0 . Csuriia.L.Cui 

1 owuanoj 

^iDrjn C^nLoncn ij&. 

l‘he youthful lord, king of celestials, 
resides on the hill where resident gypsy 
girls with Bamboo-bangled hands climb 
° v er vail Bamboo shoots to play, and 
* ree l he moon tangled in the thickets. 
That hill is Venkaiam. (72) 


6UCVJU3 Gjjjp L,ijC53Ti Gg^rr Cpulu; 

QJt_ (ipa iDOTT^Ilb - (tfjLlb 

<s«vgjgjGjTfTuj f^cjirr^ncjn ip C go 

36vrpjGuC<b 

f>)^2><hcncnncvj 22_ cocrr o^cyj lD . 

Venkatam is the abode of the lord 
who danced with pots merrily. 
He drives the chariot of the Sun 
from East to West and stays in the 
North. Praising him is the only 
purpose for these lips. (73) 

5)6uCu) GliaSlgjjQsirTGU - fV,^£h 2S2L.0 SUSP 

Gu UJ 

rCjl guGld jTCWT 0 Gunuj 0 GuGld ^n&Ji 

Gevni) Q^nr^isin^ a_ ctstl- n, \EC 0 
255. il 0 oj n , 

5j«3t G^or^csi* cijnuj .gjnrrjVigji '? 

The lord placed his lips on the poisoned 
br east of the ogress and sucked till she 
writhed in pain and fell on the floor. 
Then the cowherd-dame Yasoda lifted 
him with concern and gave him her 
breast to suck. See, love is strong!(74) 

arrmr^i, Gfibiuuu<5) <!hi_rTG£ilu.i G*nLL0 

a adiGijfTuj, 

£$nrra^i i^hj r»u ^ub Gc^jctfai ip^luSlcji €£>«.7fri 
i^tpuiGincugj - rrji^j) 
Siu* Cgij rh^mg), i_i irfiaj^ib ^rhiowncuGuj 

^Ul 631 

q<*n Geufbjisa'.* {bPPilio lo'lun^uq. 

The strong mountain of Venkatam 
rises with peaks that scrape the Moon, 
and angry tigers pounce to catch the 
hare on it. It is the abode of the cowherd 
lord. The fragrance of wild Yengai 
trees wall all over the mountain.(73) 

GiJlT^rnSlcTU Gu. r£l63Trr))ib. i |G3T<M 

Gut .jQrr^GUib <£ri G<niti&n n : 

eW(fTii*.K | C. 111 
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CW.ftirCsu Cair^ncnor GlmOjii low it 
o gJ7iU«5> iDdfeCl^n^^rrso 

^ooftrrCdJ ^cfi)c?T) 63 T*CTT 

No need to stand on mountain 
lops, or in neck-deep water or in the 
midst of five fires and do penance. 
Simply worship the lord of Vehka 
with fresh flowers and sincere heart. 
All Karmas will vanish. ( 76 ) 

loertrrjCujnOT jbffdi(ips, 

5>®t 

evniiRa <Sjpsfiluji.ii euncTi atofl.*.* - 

. _ Otu&fl, 

(y»au Cungj Qpcitrru tjip 1.0.19, 

STUJIwtifloTrT®. 

*n«u Gurgj ^HLjont. 

The wilful lord lay as a child in the learned 
edic seer Brahma’s lap when the mighty 
Ravana came with penance and worship. 
The lord then counted his ten heads 
with his ten toes. Worship his feet 
our eternal refuge, O Heart! (77) ’ 

diotrot erotjuio wwcucn 

wsejr wen *^1^ Qioitujlouot . 

^0^ c^Giuco, 

«Jfti f 9 ®co? ejfr .St.iDUM? 

CTCTTcsTrrG^ j 

»•> ' *£* tnnuiananCoj 

Repose your faith in him, O Heart! 
Did he not, - our Krishna, - go with 
is discus, and kill the Asura Mura, to 
tree the princesses? Having 
surrendered unto him, do not ask, 
what is our fate?”, “Who is our 
refuge?”, “When is rebirth?”. Wait for 
the wonder-lord’s grace. (7g) 

<S>^!h L£>OT.« i2) IJ(tiu, 
r* * • . rv 

t-unaanw iSImuq ej^Li C uW>Aeumo • 

r. 

V w ” ^ B>sw ' i ^ nuj rf*® 9 <b Cvitrfl 
& ' a "’ ‘D''ii«vw> ra rC 11J iglCTrgj,. 


The graceful lord of deep-ocean, 
hue wears the fragrant Krishna-Tu • 
and many rows of necklaces and je* , 
Through firmness of heart and subdt 
senses, if we contemplate and se } 
we will be freed of the Karmas 
seven lives. v 

CT^lfJfTuj f^CTJfJ iDGJ3fl<2> 

<P>C3Tf/)tuj rr it g0(0^nrr)j £2 _l_C3T . 

QcucjnpJ 

U@ CUfTOTT Gfbl£l ^(J6U 

CdGuuiaCa 

GjbAu^lGlJfTCWT, 2jrrG3T ^ 

Our lives will automatically be d r ‘ l ^ 
to the lord who wields a radiant d* 51 ^ 
He sliced the thousand arms o 
Asura, Bana, who came to ^' ar ^ 
him on his jewelled chariot. '* 

r^lcncjTuq ^rflujG^^ 10 . 

41 er> cu o 0 IJ 1 ff* ^ 

c- 

Clgj^aGui Gutfruu: r£). 

GLirjfTgjj *9ib(^)Lb Qu^OirTCnCaT 

tf^OfTgj «0Q)ijgj si_cnnrTGi4 ? ^ 

Even if the lord is diffi cU ^; n g 
contemplate by mind, go on sp c * (S 
about his glories. The lord 
instantly in the heart and r^ 1 (l(? t 
there. How then will thoug 11 jj 
remain steadfastly on him? 

MnhuS^; u • <*j 

i l«ranH^yiii arrcnni ^rfluisa. a .-this 3 * 1 . 

Q&m£i(<9j ^cr>cram^) aj<arai(9 _*** 

^c^ciraTil,^ S * ^gll 

He is hard to compherend 1 ^ 0 u f 

revelatory texts. Though he lS 


fc-CTTTfflcu, a._CTOtnci4 e& ^ 


664 
















IYARPPA / Prose Works 


hearts, it is difficult to feel his presence 
there too. If that be the case, where 
indeed can we see the lord who wears 
the bee-humming nectar-dripping 
cool Tulasi garland? (82) 

<5mqiC3t mmuCTT ctgjt 2_gjfirruLjCrT €yu b 
§}aS\ s>rT 6 TOTL| ^ rfl ujCcTTgyjib - 

Acncna^ncu ldottt Cl AacroT0 AL-j>gj 

•SiDUfil AlpCUfTfi3T 
®— cncn^i^©n SEL-GTiCcn a^encin. 

Though he is spoken of as the wonder- 
lord, though they say he is hard to see, 
though he measured the Earth and 
sky with his feet through deceit, he 
certaintly remains in our hearts.(83) 

a—cnennuj fTjfTcjTLDc^nn^uSl^ ilCli . 

2_GrT6TT<5jgj| 

2 enssm^g, C al Tj ai ffi_oisrftciiG(Jgmk - 

2 -.cn cur rru .1 

c?niT 2 >ntn^){j QfTjQnii ^,<7^31 ifmujGucyxstrr 

ujrTGuCg 

*°* T ‘ nn? ^uuft Acfil. 

The inner meaning of the Vedas 
contains the experience of the divine. 
Even if he resides in the hearts of all, 
those who have realised the lotus- 
eyed wonder-lord are few. They excel 
m poetry. ( 84 ) 

<s>dji uSIctihit fina, Aipcy 

CufTiij, 

# 1 0g£IuS1oti GAGifTGfilujijrUua Cd>nn5j5,nn- 
L.(6&uSliKjTnn 

Currnjf£| QurraS^CiD 

l51 C3T GT> G3T <5i q^,LU 

Si_u9c5iij ^iili rrcin oti^Igu ? 

Even if all men become poets, possess 
•>11 the learning in the world, go to the 
ord with flowers in their hands, and 
ove ln ^eir eves and offer their poetry 


of praise, the lord’s glory will only- 
increase. He killed seven bulls for the 
love of Nappinnai. (85) 

(Trivet) QAfTOT3Tl_ li>l63TGjJJJA CAfUq CT@£>£>) 

CffU Afl) 

Cl^fU^lcuQAncra'iQ AfT(SirT(y)ip^»^5>C5)rTcytr0|ih- 
GTl^lcoQAfTGOTIL 
r£n G id a id Qjb0 LDrrcu rQfDub CunGvj 

Aan euiTG5TLb AfTll0lb AOJfbgpj. 

The lord who battled fiercely with seven 
black bulls for the sake of Nappinnai 
looked like the dark radiant rain-cloud 
lit by its lightining, charging against 
other dark clouds in the sky. ( 86 ) 

*o«raf) AGincstfifr! iQcrn 

Giocafl 

:unfTygj) logA^Cm a n l_ 0 ib Jbcuib 

$ A <lg lb 
611 :| 1 ."M<.^rr)iULD 

iJjIlpfULlA G A fT ID fl Cffl <£JT 
Qjndn AnC0ib 

The evening sky, — O Lord!, — 
brings to mind your dark frame lit by 
the red Koustabha gem on your chest. 
The bee-humming Tulasi garland on 
your chest makes your frame glow like 
a green emerald of excellence. (87) 

,@£>1 <£g>J CTCSTIT)) cp.OJUUl-fTG^. 
'Dg,| (^(TSTfr) <9,031 gjjipffiu tonrr<^jcsr - Cungj 

(gl«^TrD 

GVindn ^ib AipCco ; (iP*^ 

cfjl Cin C3T A CTf 

i ip cyrcOT ib a Lp eyj ib (ip iq. jb ghi ■ 

Knowing what is good and what is 
bad without a doubt, worship the 
golden feet ot the lord who stands 
accessibly with a Tulasi garland on his 
chest. All our Karmas will vanish 
without a trace before we age. (SS) 
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Cpu *. & ® C,un '!fff * m »,*, 

a-(js anco 

(* *Tu^fh«5) 

**y Cun - 

f -Oj‘Ma,..C U ) Cvoftj m inert 
£ ©P* «MU oretiftan* 41*^, 

Venki d ' a8e msurance is the hiI1 Ol 

ryemfuT 6 " 63 ^ 08 ^ 516 ^ 1311 ' 
Za h T' made wild boar* 

unloc h k f the^ mb °° S gr ° W tal1 and 

the skv t, u^T chest of ™in in 

the sky. It , s the abode of the sweet 

flute player lord. (g9) 

***** Q °® cw & 

. _ S^^UUGfil^in -»i rru 

c^CVJU5lSluj G<361 j 1q Ci.n- ' *** 

^ ^‘-' rT uj^c?nn U u > - 

MQjlthSIuj G^nor 

&"'•'**> ^ s , d) c unjbn& 

„ gtcjiG ArrCcun 

pnw umc0 AoriA iDe ^ ? 

The lord with,he Tulasi garland raised 

hts one foot into the sky, his ankelts 
Jingling, and Brahma washed the foot 
wuh the Akasa-Ganga. His arm 

How t2° U, ^° theeig ht Quarters. 

small Earth? ^ 

'”** •_«*©* Cu . tii] ^ 

C\ ■ r\ ~ ^JuDrr^inu 

U6UH1,Qcwt " Clfti^carQ, 

n . n 'n;:ir'A - 

ai0ii>j0arncu 

OjuSlcnrSlCcsTnGl «>*,*, 

The lord who swallowed the Earth 
the butter. Th, angry cowherd-dam, 

Yasoda brought a knotted rope to bin 
htm, and he patiently allowed himTe 

to be bound like a child. (9 , f 


U)*cn 65>(i])<njrr*^ ^cOcvrr^ iDfT ClD<3^ 
ld<9jC5t && e>n$> c v “ 

so n >0 <9 iu*, cijfTcisijTOTT C&ncn Qtfrpfp^ 

&j\pG<v- 

^cnroQotijgjj cr«r Clrr^Ctf! f0<sn^- 

The child who was not hers, was brigb 1 
and full of wonders. When his grandson 
Aniruddha was imprisoned bv Bana, ^ 
cut the thousand arms of the Asur* 
Dwell in him completely, O Heart! (92) 

G^crfltfurriT 
a__C\j0LO R_<n 

ClOGU - t9sCn63T^)gJ 

ClcucTTGn^gy ^3n l 51 cncr >cttuj (Tuj Old^^^ 5 
S-CTTOT^Gg) CT»QJ, OjTj0G<frf 2_0J5 j^' 

° bfeart! The lord who rose tall* l a ) 

3 child in the ocean, keeping the $£' c 
worlds within himself, floating ° n a 
f»g leaf, and slept peacefully. Who c 1,1 
realise him in this world? Bring ll101 
carefully inside, O Heart! ( 93 ^ 

crcjignjib 

<^6DCoriCin fEjCUq. GYICinGULJLJ 

/©cjiiDfT^T, 2,0rrcar ** 

^ijncijTrpnein,^ LonutOTT M(£><3g>J- 

I Brought him into my heart and b 1 ^ 
lamp of consciousness, bowed to * . 
and locked him inside. The w°n ^ 
lord entered into my heart witho^ 
damage, and stood for a while* [ . 
sat, then lay down to rest. ' 

^l) 1 *ipr^a, ^‘fTcauflujbifTdj,! c^49>ii> 
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^(fT)GlJU}.GLU 

Ofb^Cii)! 

t he Sun sec, the lord appeared as a 
ferocious man-lion and tore into 
Hiranya’s chest with his nails spilling 
, ore everywhere. He then united with 
the lotus dame Lakshmi. O Heart! 
Worship and praise his feet alone. (95) 

cud « jnujfjm h cunCcjint incrafl u>^i_cb 
^,fTLi*5> 2)(Lpii>urrCiD - Gi&ip^s, 
^1^2? 01UD6S)H LDCUfrClOCU LDfblCy)^ 


ld OTTrrcncjfr 


^nuDcnfJ ^icyrr! 

The lotus feet of the lord, who is the 
spouse of the lotus dame Lakshmi, are 
praised and worshipped by gem* 
crowned celestials till their mouths and 
foreheads develop festers. (96) 

^GUli C702>;2> ffi_ff)^llLlfT63I, ,£*,««(£> CTlflcO 

^OJ 

UDCurr lCfT ClOCjfl LflfTLU, - ^CvJff 

*Q!>2> 

cuSOTicirai^a.rrcjT UJ|T ^cnnurTcar 

tfidbrcsaT^^ircSr ^C^rr 

E TVi!!!u fair ‘ faCed Indr a. the lotus- 
seated Brahma and the mat-haired Siva 
cannot comprehenti ful , , , 

th e lord who has the hue of fhe loti 

and bears a lotus on his navel. ( 97 ) 

®' oJ> 

(nj ld 

&* tD <&#>&&! sflenr^g, Cftircir^ 
2>iocvi (Ain 

gjj5*3,cr>* svno. ^ 

He who protected the mountains the 
skies, the winds and all else u,;Ii •' 
himself will surely protect u s r. lm 
the travails of hell. He killed the hm™ 
Kesin with his hare hands. ( 9 8 j 


«nl@* G * nattt& 

With eight hands wieldino „ l 
victorious weapons that h 8 ght 
seen defeat, the lord of aS»K , neVer 
is our sole refuce He Ji 
discus over a crocodile ! e ded his 
elephant in the yore ^ Saved an 
> (99) 

««»«1 2>io*,a> STtitjn,^ . 

01 9 **'>*<b«W. *«*, 

ftir* eumj, 4»Sp«iuft 

aa* . 

<9"®<»>u> * sAt - 

The discus-wieldi ne Ti 11 ,., 1 . 

bears the lotus-dame Laksh^^ ° rd 
wide chest, like a , 7 P T m * ° n hls 
dark cloud She has h^ ni ^g on a 

r ..nd, JSo h „“, 

2 S££* “- - 4 £k? 

( 100 ) 

Alvar’s lotus feet our refuge 

Nanmukan Tiruvandadi 
°f 

Tirumalisai Alvar 

Invocation 

(b n *JfTtu637rc5nr f, ■ 

S,2 ” IOT 2 »"™ iiBfteno, 

a "* —t.T’ “ 
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O Heart! Praise the flower-decked feet 
of Tirumalisai Alvar. Let us sing his 
beautiful garland of songs beginning 
“Narayana created Brahma, the blessed 
Siva was born of Brahma”. 

» ♦ * 

jFjrr<aiT(ip*cnCoT frrrnnujOTnGjT uGni_g J o 3 nc3Tj 

5,ncifT (LpAiflmjja afhJSjrjcneag, ^ndn ucnL^nwT;- 
uj rr cirr (ip A, id rruj 

ClDifiluQ 

ClufT^cncnj 

.jfllli^rTLDCU ^AfTGTTLfilcST jglT, G^ni^gj], 

Narayana created the four-faced 
Brahma. Brahma created Siva from 
himself. I dole out this deep truth 
through my Andadi song. Take it 
without spilling. (l) 

Cfl)CUtf57 «£0GliGcffT <nG3TlT}| 

fi—Gnijuufr; 

,*»i0U3 c^QJC3T Clu0C3HD: C£0Lh 

ClurT^SifT (LpiqGt|lD @g)5jG)DCJTGuj j CT0, g,GULO 

Cl a uj^j fifta 

^06TI (ipu^GUgi] ^IpUJfTGTTurTW. 

Pause to reflect, the lord is one, they 
say. His glories are known to none. 
Even the fourfold pursuits do not 
reach him. Whatever fruits of penance 
accrue, they are from the discus* 
wielder lord alone. (2) 

ufTG^lw <£li-!bjS>2i)6i]ii>, U6WT0 c^fjrhJALb 
C LD UJ gj) 6H lb 

^oSlcb g,ju?c5Tro&jCL|ib <$yi ^ffilsucm - 

0 fT €ug ) g k j 

<J>0 (ol Ljn(f>jGn6T T CllfTOITGDfl fljlb Cl 10 ID U 
QufT0CDCTT 

^0 ClufT0CDGn LLJHOTT ^rrjj? 

The lord’s reclining in the ocean, 
his coming to stay in Srirangam, 
his sleeping on a fig leaf, — all these 
he reveals to the gods, of himself as 


the substance of water, Narayat 1 ^ 
The way I have understood t 1 ’ 
who else can? ' 


«3cni_A <9irjfb3,rT65T 

. » 

s2_cni_ujG5T cTcnug^ctiib Cl 

^cucurrcnio rg)6frn)(TGr>c3t ctloiD 11 * 5165 *' 

Cl^rrcbcu fTCDCTTS Q^ncjrGcJTciTj Clg^tf?^^ 

In fact the mat-haired Siva 
egg-lord Brahma occupy portions o * 
lord s body. He stands alone withot^ ^ 

peer or superior. He is my master. 

all that is spoken of. I sing his praise 

cuggjdbCSTfTLua C£biTGU rT 0 fT 
W^l(75)5) GtlGDCTT 2_^rT2> Cg>fTCtT 10^^ 
^0(5^^ $ S-iDn£$ 

^0 (T)fT6jtT0li> ^CJTfTUJ - c^P?* 

O Lord who destroyed the 
intoxicated Hiranya’s might) c ^ 5 j 
with curved nails and strong a ^ 
You destroy everything, then 
create everything, and become th e j 
Yugas as well, I know it! 

«£ufjtujnn airxaram; 

^lj5luj(Trt 41suLJui_i_rTn:Oal'iS' cu 

o«* 

_ ... , (JiJI * 

UD fT UJ CU CD GJT LO fT6U GD GT> C5T lO i 


i^gjtguCit, <^ 5jCurTffu 

The Sramanas are 
the Bauddhas are con tfiv*- 
Saivas are small-minded. So a 
who do not praise < he T > 
wonder-lord Madava P alc 
insignificance today. 


igno'"'^ 

fused.' 


m 
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©*S>1 <%*, •^© eh 

ijj cjrr ft) n &t 

tricar S2_CTT<^cyr ,@Gcuc 5T ft«*Tuiruj; 

f^firjCJ^rCcyi! 

£ CTcnsocn S*a'& iS 65 ” 60 - 

O Lord Narayana! You may grace 
me today, or tomorrow, or some 
time later, but your grace is definitely 
coming. 1 cannot be without you. 
Nor can you be without me. (7) 

^icncu gjor'cra 1 u)©JD ctot Clji>(g,Cs! 

rr^cncsi Cl cu C5T(H 

05,fT65r5ti- uificvj Coqn 

(<5j©ncu Cla.rT$3jTL_ 

rrft S 2,a<5n<wuJffd' g)«uiiicn3,«mu "0 
SWn.il ^IDUCST ^CUCVJfTCVJ, (£)CT»jn. 

O Heart! The red-eyed adorable lord 
Rama took the Vishnu-bow from 
Parasurama, killed the unrelenting ten- 
headed king and razed the city of Lanka 
with his fire-arrows. Other than him, 
we have no constant companion. (8) 

(£j«nrr»C1d,rToyaT0 f £,rT6ffiXip<9>G3T 

£it Cuujgi] 

lflCr>0Cl«,fTClJ3Ti_ U>»T>^l(Jg)gjncO QJfTljp^)^ - 
^cr»rr)0<9>rTCiraii_ 

AC»oTi_ ncjT Cl a cm cafl C to cu cjjda 

&i iLp cfil cjt n car 

^oraTL-^5)fTC3T C<9Cmq.Cnuj ”V* , •* 

When the lord stretched his foot into 
space, there Brahma washed the foot 
with water from his Kamandalam and 
offered praise with proper chants. That 
water fell on Siva’s mat-hair and 
emerged as the holy river Ganga.(9) 

CAilgl, 

, i/tu 5»fTii fttin Qundn CuDcafl- 

UJftlb OifTGOTT 


CUGVjGdClD ^COCuGlD? LDfT LD CO Q fT63T Gu (TIT 
Q CD 1 _UJ rr C5T 

QjQJCoG0 ^cucuGfJ? Gurrijp^gj! 

The lord reclines in the middle of 
the roaring ocean on a fire-spitting 
serpent bed. Alas, are we not fit to 
see his golden frame? Are not Siva 
and Brahma fit to offer praise? (10) 

djnujjArtttnjTs, Aeff3T| G«,i_a QscSl; 

u3(25t_ib 

CUCOonru^tfilcjfTACTT ^,63*01 LD Cl) fj nCU - 

g^iprnL idcst^i j£ctt (ipi^crcn Q^ncocrico 
LDnCu a,C3TCTtS3T 

GuiprT GucJ3T cna, uvSl 

My ancient lord has a tall crown and a 
wreath of Tulasi over it. Contemplate 
on him firmly, fold your hands in 
obeisance and strew fresh flowers. 
Lower your head at his feet, let your 
tongue praise him, let your eyes see 
him, let your ears hear him. (11) 

Cunii - ^itsskSIcu uj^Iojiut 

Curtuj c6y> 

io$ 2 , 2 ,ituj; 10 $ Ca,nen cSIQa&nuj!- 

u>i'2>S n >u 

id 0* ten (y>^,sncu G*n«h 

«fil0uuncjn 

sSli -<D<9)- @<J«ra'0ib Cumi, ^JrjcnjTiqcsT <60. 

O Lord! You have decided that 
the faithless ones should fall into 
the throes of fourfold birth. But 
you also wait for an occasion to 
relieve them of their curse. Did 
you not free the waning Moon ol 
his curse? Did you not send 
j your discus spinning and relieve 
both the elephant and the crocodile 
of their curses? i \ 
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“9 OuM 0lM| 

'he reaf^nature of°f~°*. Unders 'and 
Narayana is tjfe pat h ? ^ l° W thal 

« the lord spoken J / he g0al 
and the lord °lcelestials zoo^ 

2><f0nuj«»F«aT. „ „n 

? ,m ** *#«•» rf>(2,2* 

and suffer a ® •Huston 

(H) 


^ 0r f’ ^'Htng them in battle, he hid 
fie Sun with a chariot wheel. Mv heart 

1'nds refuge in him. '(16) 


•9‘p'b^y) njncu6u^ea(£> 

^ u i0'0>Q t l 2_CiD(J^g,(Tg3T OuJUJrgl 

5)<^5>C5>fTC3T -0fT<Wti5 

^cuCu)^ 

'ibSjfTc^cST^, ^rrjjq. 5ij CJ3Tl»li lD iTfpj - 

fhe yore the great austerity' 
P actismg Siva taught his path to the 
w Ur ’. L>aksha, Agastya, Pulastya and 
Markandeya, - in L shade of a 
r C P U rree - ft was tlte path of worship 
,, e ,0ra ' ^ho measured the Earth 

and lay sleeping on a fig leaf. (tf 


UtU CJftSU Uln A. A 

fttHfc. 4) aneu< S ’ til "° A 

If you Wish to learn the truth foil, 
the sure path of Markandey’a TT 
worshipped with flowers an j ’ 
the Earth-straddling f ee , of P . ra, * e 
praised by the gods. ^ C ^ rd ’ 

«o M iu>* 8 ,» CTOT o a 

^ibfbncjTrr^ 

acntuujcmisnn airCif, .„ 

• l ° “"a®"* , Jeu 

«!0 uji>* ,n£ ^-. 

When the lord „f 8odshi 
a war , he ^ «£*k' 
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U> "®' ■^ l ’ u ' a^cuensjr curir e_^)«;ncu 
inaircij 

afrflu, C*rr OT iflor, u ,- CmpM 

^uSt^uu^,, Cl ajt08uCu) 

a««. 

. L he feroc ;°us man-lion that tore apart 
H mi 8hty chest of the Asur* 
niranya with sharp nails is our lord- 
p m Wors ^ip that his devotees olh' 

to 'y Wlns OVer the praise offa^ 
to other gods. P (|$) 

ftQJLD Quf&tP 

** &0UJO, ^^flujnuj ^v- 

A cub**' 0 * 

ff>f7LJ u^i ) <sriCTT c ^<njmu r/ 

GT> 

fru,mu ^ «£■ a-uSlM, 0 ,b 
° Lord who destroys the fruit' 
Penance received from Brahma! Y° u 
r le protector and the m^ ,n> ^ 

di°v C M° n for y°ur devotees. ^ ° u 
aj u nla-giver for j 11 souls. ^ 
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j5Guj S_GU(2) CTCuconib; ^(ftjCcn 

f^liDuOTC^ ib; 

£Cuj ftsua, Cs.su Cs.suguti; -£ c,u 

CTifl *1 (3lb icncii suenffoiib cress. ^IsnaiMio 

♦*-©* Jb w ®** v * u ' 

O Lord! All the Universe is you. the 
sentient beings are you. The austerity- 
god Siva, and his god Brahma too, 
are you. Fire, the mountains, the 
eight Quarters, the twin orbs, — 
all these are you. (20) 

tow ujb - iSlsu sumii $2>2>ft) erifl Airsnin 
fi.ansuu.rt - *s*v*sW- .©csrcuu.it 

pfl ClurtituiOft gsmoCuirA 

Qu^LD^^JT 

<5WtP<2> ! 

The lord of gods came as a ferocious 
lion, what a wonder! His gaping mouth 
spat fire. His red eyes shone like hot 
embers. What a beautiful form it was! 
( 21 ) 

&&&ujncki gjfrCcn, S2 _^cuc3t ^nGcn, 

‘ ‘iP^uifTCjT ^rrCcn ucs^L&leyr;- 

S)tr sSr C7yp S2_cu(a y <h(&)'j> < ^ , <5> LD 

^cj^tcwi ld iiiC&n. 

S»ckt ,*h ( uj, si_a9r 

He is the beautiful one, he is the lion- 
form, he is the child-form. He is the 
essence and the substance of the seven 
worlds. He came as a fish and protected 
all souls. Worship his feet. (22) 

^LGcutfa^T® 1 ^ CWcuGcurr cflcm 

cm 

u£,£l SU-^CUOTT Liipib U|fin<9jg)l? ClLDfTVJU<bgjj 

/>,nrf tnncu 4$<^)GiD(.^P 

ign ciinoui) AUtlQu) d?3»y?!bgii 

The lord who killed seven bulls is a 
Bhaku-cultivator; need he sow seeds 
afresh in a repeatedly cultivated soil? 
The crop grows tall, seeking the 


raincloud whose hue resembles the 
lord himself. (23) 

r 90 >tprb 2 >nuj -urrcu Qurrcarr uAugA a>nh 

Qj CtTIST G37T [Jj n 63T U5 J 

&P*j'!b9> r ' x i J ®t2)«uengttiib i_i«»^ibfi>rTiij 

Gacarnu^ uj nuj 
idottu GunA Gucasa. 

O Lord! You appear as white, red, 
yellow and black respectively during 
the four Yugas, but heartily disown 
the Gunas of the Rajas, red, and 
Tamas, black. 

In the war of hatred, you became 
the General and encouraged the 
white- associated Arjuna of Sattvic 
temperament to become angry and 
fight the war. (24) 

qjcd/auj ncu LD^lojn^ iflciin Q &ncsau_iT,ij ; 

LH (b lju LD 

6iiGjiaiiunGvj eu^cugi s^^Cl. ? - 

Cljcn aujitcu 

tiuiAqib ^ CTn$H)iLb unncyjcfil p 

2» n6 ®i cicn^jgi lo 

cuufilij Oi^pA^ CpJipft^nuj, uno)^. 

Heedlessly you took the Earth by 
begging, can there be anything 
more despicable? And yet, you 
dissolved the strong ego of Mabali 
who lived by drinking strong 
substances. What a wonder! (25) 

iDtbijjia, Oj,n(jSii«(l «?(it,eu<x.nu4ih umdr 

,(§^{Srr«j>tD 

^Cbc^fno 06iM uincaT safari. niu 

ct it) cn rn 

A(fti(h>OAndi ftcrai, mil. A, sua.afriaain! 

ILifTG5T p tj’JTCtn 

Oancn dWrh^ujnfTjj. 

O Ocean-hucd Lord! That l worship 
none else will be borne out by the 
mat-haired Siva. Grant that I max 
remain devoted to you forever. (2*0 
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dham 


uirrcu gjfTGST ldl 

CurQna,A Q <9i(TCTiGuGcsTn , CuGn^ancri 1 

jRcpniq 

g,ac3T 0>rrcjTi uinL.u.ftfl> 2>nii cSNSiCua 

C ^ ffu iq crnu 

0JfTC5T 3, fTGTOT GUCuCcufT)^ v *? 

O Foolish people! My heart is set on 
the lord alone! Will I seek any other 
reward? I have seen the garland- 
covered lotus feet of the lord, which 
even the ash-besmeared Siva cannot. 
That alone is my reward. (27) 

<f&&! -®eu«ii er\& FF0 ftiliquj Gag*; 

§&l " cvjaoSlcDiu 

gcVJflUGriA 

2 >ncfT (*yr»At s, cfi)cu 2 ^)i. fycssi 2 >nn 

a-incar . ,i(itA cnij&nrifT jlauu), 

This is the bridge that the lord 
made to destroy Lanka. This is where 
he killed Vali. This where he minced 
the mighty Lanka’s king Ravana 
with his bow. (28) 

© AUH «i_(rt)6YJ<?5T QnCcST C^Grfl ©_((TjGUCffT 

g,nCcjT, 

u3o,ul| a_(n-jC)J6iST ^ftCcst; r<^)4t^D«b - if?3iu 

L| (IT)60 lb 

«j>dfin^iSiaericjTujrtdn cfrip, 

6^) Si CTl GTH U J n 6VJ 

CTtijgirT<Ti ^ go Gin. 

With his eyebrow-like bow and hot 
arrows, he killed the mighty tall 
Kumbhakarna. His eyebrows arc 
sweet to contemplate, his face is 
charming, his frame radiant. (29) 

eSHGudn ciGin©j>G3T ^gr& Agjgj ; 

<£^60691 Cl KPCJlGM (HlLlg) niJ 36 \j Anuijncji 

cidncngj 


-CTtcn^gil tgicsTjonGin <§?(/*) 637 , 

■ 

QcucncTT^gj <£4lJCU ^(snc^J tu9c3tGld ^ 

He is my master. He ensures m) s ‘ . 
from the snares of life. He start ^ 
my heart and he sits in my ea e 
how can he prefer to lie some* ^ 
else in the deep ocean? 


Cld 


co ,ff>rrcjT(ip*CTT 


m * @ L 


sG 

5 rrU^ 


gjffOT 5,nijcwTC5T ^ 

cunt#* 51 


oj n 


Ou(l*)U>n£n63T G)jbfb c *3} CuiUAW"* 

<9>(r*> ld rtujijb Cu^co SiGS'tt $ 

The curse of Brahma u Pp^ n( Jtsh 
was lifted by Narayana. O ,c 
People of the Earth! You do^ 
praise the lord of gods! The tr 
of your birth are legion. 

ACDftu Qurt<ff)Cn gjfrcin 

2_or>2,uu6TrCM Gu rrg)jGijfT<g>(0) ^; T 

OJUUJIbg) Ul-tlfil&i 


The whole Universe exists 


d m 


iK 

wnuie umvci>t 1^**1 

stomach of Krishna. Those w j l0 ^ 0 jJy* 
revel in his glory arc dead thing* ... 
Without wasting;! moment of tim e > ^^) 
the feet of the praiseworthy l° rc 

S&1\ ID flfliq ($&& 

cjo*fl<bg>l Gljuj (y)6ir>6u 

curruju iSl<3STCTK5n Cg>nGtfl<5>An ^ 

€*<*)&>& & 

IftfTu iSl^JTgijlb ^CWfTCJT v5?'^ UL4 

He drank the ogress' poison 
smote a cart with his fool. th inCt ^,11^ 
snake, killed a rutted eleph^n 1 ’ 
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seven bulls for the coral lipped 
Nappinnai’s embrace, and became a 
king. Note these. (33) 

(ftrffluct srrarAg)® CftmlnvigA GicujrronOT 

£]&&> j 

©ifiluL) LJIUAA:- 

Gcufry uuCcaifi 

fa# Ctfmjncncin, Glow cflcncnn 

CfcfTuj CTOJ^fTlDCU 

OtHcri 6,1 cjtcdlduj ncirf ^ncn? 

I praise the lord of Tirukkottiyur, but 
do I love the lord of Venkatam any 
less? He knows to free me from the 
clutches of bodily sicknesses and fulfill 
mv desires. His feet are my refuge. 
(34) 


S^crmcb a_cvj<g>ib ^an^CcTiGArrcu? 

LbncTTrr curruj£)<r>GurTGJT - f^crr 

&&& 

■' 1 7.1 ^«nojA(^>U3 iDd ifiuSIcincvj ion 

G {h WJ^l UJ fT<e3T , 
Qjrruj n.i * * i extern. 

T 1 

T ne lord who resides in Mayilai- 
j. lril vallikk C ni by the sea, reclines on a 
iy c-hoodcd serpent in the ocean, 
co Hu* s P ea ^ in S or moving. Why, 
Eirtl ? ° ^ ^ rCC ^ ^ rom measur i n & l ^ c 

^ (2)1_<T3<sd^ Ocu/oftfl 

ct cii Aj cn; 

*"- v c^sriGtnjT Gun ^ottiSIgvj;- 

unfbai CU 

Q fb 0 to nco 

^l«>«raiuunfT <K0^|M9i 

"f he lord reclines on a serpent ir 
Jvudandai, Vehka and Tiruvallur. Tin 
, reclines on a serpent in Araneam 
1 dipper and Anbil. The lord recline 
on a serpent in the Ocean of Milk. Bu 

em Um , el< ! ss ’ ori ginless lord easib 
enters the hearts of his devotees,(^) 


cnrrcjr, cucti $ cucifl id rr <£b i_ c\j , inn 

C)Ljn(Dji'jL-| 

2)near a_c\jct| CIcviid «)6TOt ld^>Uu|ld- 

C id gu r^l cvjgv| 

QAfT6TOTl_GUj Guuj^ID $6^0 GTil0lb 
^CJSU lb - ^(f^LDfTGu c^lGIDAUUI. 

The sky, the fire, the oceans, the 
mountains, the Sun and the Moon, the 
clouds, the eight Quarters, the whole 
Universe, and all that surrounds it, —all 
these are manifestations of the lord. (37) 

c 2>i<rzn.!hLJt_| ^GV) lD «fl <o 6T) g ^^rr)) aiXuuiD 

Gun(rh) <£n cuGa'.jifcffjTGST,- 

£2_CiD iflrdii^^jGlDGU, 

Gigi Ggjsnn ciifTGunil(^lib ctcL cu ftn}j 

Q <£F uj a u_| ib 

<^uG ung*i G^jjpiqib - c?HCTHp ul-|. 

The ocean-hued lord reserves the 
six schools of thought for those 
who do not have the heart to call to 
him. But if they incur his displeasure, 
neither their gods nor their prayers 
will be of any avail. (38) 


^GDipufUGST ^(D)GciirhJ^t_5)d7,(TC<nGaT^i «3irTC3T»; 
^gcmpiliucaT i_eu , <s«vi_ - idgd^lj 

Cud 

LDCwfl CDHG3Tff)l Wincirt631 

<^fJCT| ^0HU(^)LD GtfUJDLJ. 

1 keep calling to see the lord of 
Venkatam, and draw the mystic circle 
Kudal, to sec if I may join him. 
He resides on the hill where mountain 
streams spill sparkling gems 
that elephants tear and withdraw 
prey to snakes. (39) 

Qciijbt ] GTtfjTnj] Gcvir^^i ti> Liru^CfanoT; d?0 

•i • ' 

fflfn^ciflCincrF; iG<;jnnf)i i£J ; 

cSrrr) 

fbJiGVJ GuCi'Gv uSI cd i iLiq(ff)!ba ^ncvini. iq 

G^cncutsnnn 

*nG\j 6uc<r>ciJiiSlcu i.JL j)G^bt.Tn anssm, 
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— 

«ught in the web of hi i^’ 1 Was 
1 sought a hiU an d k S ° tus ^ eet - 

of Venkaum. Now '° si »8 

*— 

cfilyjcfilcO ^ 

•© Cuwfl 
**-*•-* 

P Adorable Lord of Venkat i v 
have entered my heart M™ Y ° u 
spnngs wash pearls on your^ST*'" 
to go to there and witnesc r k ^ P ‘ ne 
festival of gaity and mirth. h<? ^ j ™ 


™ E SACRE0 book / Divya Prabandham 


*'** Css*, ^ 

**° t Wi£5‘ 

t-l I J ® ^di*®. 

Jhe lord stays with hi? ^ 

endstheirKar m as.Atall t ,r 0t k eS r and 

faced Brahma and the three^eved^’ 
worship his feet with lotus. The tall o'? 
beckons us to go and offer worship.^ 

C^nui Ossiraf) m. C***. 

"■®“ ^ J 52 T-. 

*n> tMiiffigrt 

The lord residing amid rk j ■ 
the Northern hills of Venkaf *- n 
served by the crescent-wearino s m *f 
the lotus-seated Brahma wh g ^ lvaan d 

abode a, „i 8 |„, 

other paraphernalia for worship 

CUac7UT0 (<9)l 

«>*" *«,«, a nsn2' J ' rflU ' n ^ 


0u>fi65T 

umi > <£>**0^.1 q( f)^. 

^hen the Rakshasa Ravana performed 
Penance and appeared before Brahma 
° r oons, the lord appeared as a chi^ 
nting on Brahma’s lap, and counted 
s ten heads with his ten toes. He resides 
tn ra g rant bowered Venkatam. Go to, 

. y° u ^e still in your youth, 
w «h love. ( 44 ) 

-%» U»W*«C0 O U«fl>* 

u !b£j u0 AfT 0 

& 65T (gUb^Qcjrjprrcjr &>Gyn 

S5T(T ^ ft ®^ U3«TJTGcTOTnff^,0li) 

Everywhere on the hill amid coo* 
mountain springs, the lord appears befo“' 
bis devotees who sit in the fore* 1 
meditating on his feet. The Venkata* 1 

° j ls the Permanent fund for %°& s 
and men alike. ( 45 ) 

®»«liuu«jr uwfl sfilsn^d^ u>n 
. n ioit&ijA® 

Wun »“ <*>* ic©* 

Co n ouu"^ 14 . 

0 ojwisna,*^ sfclsu 

„ ,-r, Cm iv* 1 C,P 

; v/ b *•/Cuitv, 

ar y elephants on the hill ra' s<? 
heir trunks tn the full M oof 

offer it to the lord, when hUI*®*' 
Su rround them, but gypsies take up 
rneir bows and drive away the hunt^ 

S oodi ' « mi. gather .here <f* 
da nce in a circle. (46) 

S>«»<fiau(l suafine^jj, u|4> 

n . C*««" a1ujU> 

* UnCn ’ u> ® afl 'u6. fiO&Sxyiub. y, 
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Cr, n 0 Cluir^gJ a-ee> li 

eu rrc5T(j(ipUD 

CguQld CcuniiAi-ib. 

The dark gem-hued lord of Venkaiam 
resides in the forest hills with hunters 
monkeys, gargoyles, lions and 
mountain springs that wash gold, 
pearls and precious stones. (47) 

ClLDujLbcmiiujrTcu; 


The wonder lord Krishna, who reclines 
in the ocean and the riverside, resides 
in my poetic heart. No more will 
death approach me. No more will 
Karmas accrue on me. No more will 
the terrible effects of Karmas befall 
me. I know the way. (50) 

CT6yr<3>(0p ^jCuftn c^^GuCrj'? gtld 

Cl u (rw ld n cin 

■Q-jcn <fh(d) council ^rtCcn ^ qjc\j ncu 


Ceuniiftt-Ciii - CIidiL Gibnuj 

^fTuugijC4kb;- Cem&Ai-Giii 

*** *>* 

Q^fTl_0 , 

curtcjTCucnaa anuunar usw. 

Venkatam is the hill worshipped 
by celestials. Venkatam is the medicine 
for all bodily Karmic ills. Venkatam is 
the abode of the discus-wielding 
lord who destroys the Asuras and 
protects the gods. \ ) 

^ot^GlOW 0>6U&fc|, CUftA^ODUJa 

*jbj© 

4>t5>Co ^3 ^<sdld ^iTGfin 

ct>gulli n locvj , 

iSrQA <3>«r>L.ri><5, Qu(ff)ion-ein 
<£Fcr6U G tUrrcynA^LD 

The lord came as a tortoise and placed 
a mountain on his back, rolled a serpent 
over it and held it without falling, 
then churned the ocean for ambrosia. 
Speaking his names alone is worth¬ 
while speech. (4 9 ) 


Afiujn 

cijGsaTOTnCcsT! cst cm«rr lj i9ir)n ^rf^iunn; 

tfT«n UD^l<5i(£j 

effcOT crcucunu) 2 _crnGt_ it cfilemcu? 

Who is my companion but the lord, 
who is his own, without a peer or 
superior? O Kaya-hued Lord! Nobody 
knows you as I do. Can the whole sky 
be a price for my mind? (51) 

^CuQcun, cfiU(T$ cjit>^i 

©__ GJ3T u ri ( 

5)t5nc\i5i^ - ^jiCa.ntT;- 

(LP CD C\J 0, A CTCU 

cfilu-ii G cu 5 ,^ cn cm C uj Ccnn^n 

€)fb<hn&>nn t 

fliL-lb E_C53TL_nn, A 6\J GVJ n ^5 fill n . 

The lord is the prince who drank the 
poison breast. Those who do not offer 
worship must live as coolies; they will 
contract many diseases, may even be 
offered as human sacrifice to some 
godling. They will remain useless, 
ignorant and sinful forever. (52) 


dttv 0 0 ii> flnfjn; O n Q G& GT> G3T u.j LO 

0fT<jfT; $ 

05 n(hin(ipib anrjriGuor.^ ^fW^G^car 

£D 

ftengA Ai cu 

<£) L (h («£>} 05 115 n U I (Tin , 

a_«no«> a aicn&fy «t«ta,ov 


AGucxtfT^jG^n ^ourhicma, -* 

^COCuflGVJ. ^>(^5 Q^OJffUlb tufTGjn ^Ccvigji ; 

(oVjfTCU Cling, 

Ij^cucnrj .Gajcnn ^cucoacnn J^cuciMig, 

C0,C{OC\Jlfi)cal- 

I know of no god other than the 
Kakutstha lord Rama who wiped oui 
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the unrelenting Rakshasa’s Lanka city. 
Do not accept any non-god, bad god, 
or inauspicious god for worship.(53) 

C&GUflfTUJ l0fT)(2)U> C2>6L|vi 

G 5 >cutflcu 

(y>CurjfUU (Lpg>J L| C33TITU l_) ID - 

UJfTQJIjrTlU 

f©fb^63TfD^J CTOJCUfUb Clfh0Ll>rTG\J CTGSTJy 

0>gfTg,fTn 

5»tT)^lS5TfDg>J CTCUWrui &GT>\ _ 

All the gods with divinity in them, the 
Trimurti coming down from yore, and 
all the sentient beings here, — all these 
are the lord Nedumal. Those who do 
not realise this have spent a lifetime 
learning trash. (54) 

<£lejTrry ^LDQrr Aipcu 

ffjrr^CTTFjib 

jg)em_ /Sew) ^cmjg^rr ^Qjrr - L4W>L-r9«Tnr> 
$ 5 ^ $p){b Girwafl Q{b 0 U)nCcu! rf^eri emu 

turrrr cucucu rrrr ^cun? 

Way between, the celestials stand and 
offer worship with folded hands, and 
enjoy the fruits of heaven. O Lord 
eternal, with the hue of the ocean! 
Who among them can praise your 
feet fully? Not one. (55) 

^ffurr (Igcurr GTGffrnry gjGuoncu; 

Sj rr 

cncu(fT)ib CT^lfT gjtfiixrtflo Acfeicft:- 
<m_Gu jb a ih £_«njTi_nejT, alcst crenr^j 

gu neaaTri}^ 

2_i_c5T r^GST^iJ G^ngjCDnen 

For Madana’s father Krishna, nobody 
is of consequence, nobody can oppose 
him. Even the poison-throated Siva, 
who felt duty-bound to fight for Bana, 
lost completely to the lord. (56) 


<@0!bg) <bWG&cncjTiuu> 

^cfjlGn63TLL|Li> ^Gll niST, 
Ou^ld @0fb5>^ 0mu^g,QjC63T, Cuilcvr,- 
a)(f>jtbj(2) 

cun«reuir g)mi> ^rrcsreuri 0,nib p> fipcn* 5^* 

fTiJT 

^erreurr ^rrii) ^cucu^^ji ctch ? 

Come to speak, the lord who broke 
the Kurundu trees is alone the good and 
the bad of all Karmas. Even the gods, 
the Asuras, the Earth, — what are 
all these, if not the manifestations ot 

the lord in my heart? (57) 


ct«t Qfb^dih CiDiufTcjr, 

in gct ,(ipC3T ^mv fj^nert incrsT 

c 2 W^ fT !b5j n ^rrcnear 

GioujrTG^Grr ^cucurr efilem . CTfhlD rTC5T 

Then in the yore the lord of 1 
hearts came and measured the E ar V J 
frightening everyone. The lord 1 
my heart dispelled darkness, and sa ' e ^ 
me from the throes of death. I 


my love to him. 


(58) 


CuJf 




C=W W>1L| ^CUfUU ,<^fT ^(Ip^jLD 

— 

^curriu, cTCucufT/ipii) <^ > * XJf1UJ ' 
Qun<* 

CiStcncufT! <£)cnn crcir _ 


^CtTGijrTujA^ ^rqGuicrt r^,n«T - 

O Lord of lotus-dame Lakshmi*^ u 
radiant Kesava! You are my l° ve ' ^ e \ 
are my ambrosia! You are sweet to ^ ^ 
You are my all! You rule me wit to ^ 
fault! I am your humble servantA- 


. rjQ**** 

1 mii^ i£l$(n}<njniij! 

«*P*J*>r 

anilunna,^] e_jPa ) (n ) Csucj' 
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c^(^)UD OufT(fT)CTTfTUj ©cjrfT) <$\ rjr^ftCdr! 

2*_63T CD G3T 

cfi\((7jii)Li6uG5) cfilctrGcTTCTT iD«rni>. 

O Lord of Arangam, precious to men 
of learning! You always roam around 
looking for your devotees. I too roam 
around looking for your lotus feet, 
pray take note of me. My heart cannot 
stop loving you. (60) 

iog3t«> Ca»5)ib arcgiT - 0 •' •' ■ ^ 

5)GJt<9,Gs> d^rresr Q5>fTcn(?if1c0; - 

GTC3T5iG<55 

@C3T»ru - r^CTm^j 2_cucm & CTJ-P **H,cnGRrr 

Cj&L_»a C3TfTC3T 

Cl^Ofipj ^esTrfjl fQcST«r> <£1(1^. 

Take refuge in Madhusudana for his 
OWn sake, no grief will approach. He 
stands and commands the seven 
Worlds. His abiding glory is with me 
today. (61) 

^C!b £leaTfo ua^ib CTsrrg^j c£>a<™ 

Vb iQcffTfT) SjCUGufTfTSj^ 2_«5rifiuun - $(**> 

t£Jn ^. . „ 

5 " -I'n 2)63T «D«T310 2_W61-1 

Qlgnunib 

to* 1 ™"*™ ^5, 2><fl££). 

I lose who do not wear the bee- 
timming Tulasi garland worn by the 
'Ord-with-Sri-on-his-chest, and realise 
1 t the side right that Sri sits on is the 
n &ht side to be, will forever remain 

*£norant and birth-ridden. (62) 

^x^Ccd ^nrrndfccmnuj Gunn 
2- cnrjv^ Qcuib <b n *4$l *_<w«r*€5Tgr 
‘^'r t ) 

•****#**• G*u©u>, cuca**,^ 

Gn j^LJvl0ii): 
Guns><£lGc3TOTT Gungj. 

I Have waited patiently for you .dl these 
years. That is why I learnt from your 
serpent Adisesha, — who unravelled 


the mysteries of astrology, — all about 
you, through writings, by word of 
mouth, through obeisance, through 
service, and through prayer. My life 
has been well spent. (63) 

GufTg>nc3T ,@lL 0 cj^gjiL&GcarTrT 

Cl U fTC3T LD<9i f]<3h 

5 , fT«3>nfimC3T , ^ 1,^1 u Cl u ld it cm cst , - 

r^lT^ITfeilffJT, 

JjGVJCVJfTCmCST, jfcITfJGTOTGmCST Cbll) lSl®UL| 

Cl o rrcucorrcmcffr Cl# ncue^jCDCa) i£»,£hi* 
Worship with flowers the first 
lord Narayana, who wears golden 
Makara earrings. He is the master, the 
good one. His name alone breaks the 
cords of rebirths through seven 
lives. Reciting his name is our only 
means of release. (64) 

tfl^i ^u^cii gti ctcSt CTctfaicnsflGcaicoT; 

Cl^ncvj LDrrcmcv) 

ixyn^ji lditgvjqj cmcisT, iiMT^cucmssr, - 

iu rr^rTGp! ib 

gd co gvkhj n 4li>$0>£l(*)uCujn(3>. 

cm gd ■•-. ii .- 'k ,;.. 

^eucmGuGujrr, ClsrTffoo?rr ? 

I have sung this garland of songs as a 
means of release. I have been 
contemplating on the adorable Madhava 
in ever so many ways. Tell me, is there 
ho place for me in Vaikunta? (65) 

- n,.• CTG5T @C 3 TCl®CV>GUnU) 

UGTOT 0 

ul UjfT^cmcmn Glib 14 m Lon®^;- Lfirr* 
cmcuGuicST <?jCffTGc3Tn0 ^ ujcmraT; 

lb 0- ®** 

cmcDGujGm CI^luGluot cucvub. 

Earlier, the adorable lord used to 
recline on a hooded serpent. Nowadays 
he resides in mv heart. For the firm 
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one that I am, I shall never contemplate 
on the crescent-headed Siva or the 
lotus-born Brahma, nor circum- 
ambulate them. 

a;™ ^ &na , ^ 

@<wu>^i* ©jbroib jbKdi 
jbiTtrcmiOTOT, js>ii> u^miuj (g^cnu 

Clu^LDncncn, 

The lord in my tongue, is the lord of 
knowledge, the lord of virtues the 
lord Narayana. Whether it is beneficial 
or furtile, whether it is praiseworthy 
or blameworthy, chanting his name 
is always good. ^ 

<SI(DLiCu«Tifleji 

ffjfTLDLb 

MJDld Q&,nipa lAfrff^ir . 
tf/rgjGuijrruJu CurT^tfl career) crcmrincsT 

Pjfl&jiiiterttja. <9«\cfjlfl 

Even Yama the god of death called 
his messengers aside and whispered, 
“Make no mistake. The lord’s devotees 
may even forget his names, but they 
will never stoop to worship godlings. 

If you see them, bow to them with 
courtesy and leave”. (^8) 

Oa«S)a, ( a, .Jgraruub ^vgjcuii Qoi^a,^ 

ftrranD; 

LjG^^a) udi) ^g)jCeu ftcraTusir:- 

Cli ja((Tjcmruj £l«prnn^Gjr C^nu^Ci tin- 
LJirnAiClG 1 

[DCTijDu ClufT^^U) t SH$>a ) <srHMQ [ll G >nG i S] 

Sweet to the ears are the lord 
Senkanmal’s names. It is the refuge of 
all men. I have found it excellent for 
my poetry. Come to think, it is the 
very substance of the Vedas. (69) 


$>06iJOTT -y£\ t #Q*&' 

fiJOT ^(f^CDGOTfTuj, CTuS)fT)f#6V 

LU JT63T 

@63Trr)fT ^ n5l<^)6^nCfT}C3T ^GvCcU^fT {§)(£? 

(Q CO?><&$>* 

Q^cjr^j C^UJ. 

I am not the only one to realise the 1 ° rc j 
today. He came as a manikin child an*- 
took the Earth. He came as a boar and 
lifted the Earth on his tusk tooth.(7 v 

^craflojon, Qu 

c^lUGJT, C&rTCJTfTUJ (Qc&P 

LD mucn , 

a, on err a> ,5 ,sucymtit 

CJ^lcUfT Q muj ^ ^T,fTC3Tli) 

The lord is very big, the lord is ve j I 7 
small. The lord is very far, the l° ru A t s 
very close, — he is the wonder 1° ’ 

king of Dvaraka. Those who do 110 
•earn the words he spoke in the *** 
wdl remain useless and ig n0 I^ 
forever. (71/ 

&*>*JDib §}cvC^ b <@«° 


Q 0freu 

£H,CI JCTTG^O) fbrrcu Ccus, iDfTgj 

2,n0«^ 

c^CUgij: rrgj ^rir ? 

To say that pursuing the va,11 \ 
Asramas, — householder, slU ,^ n e 
renunciate or forest-dweller, — j 5 
ls slJ fficient to give the fruits ot 1 
not correct. Even the paths of cl ^ £ 
conduct and renunciation taught i 1 ^ 
Vedas do but lead to Narayana # ^ 

supreme goal. Who can deny thi^ 1 ' 
< 3 >l»Go t^n^lffurTTr S_ .> 
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ioi l ncrr, ctccti ACOTsaaTacirt ^rr^arnear 

gt>gu0j<9) 

t_l€7JTOTil_gj 5 )(TCSTgj^<?T LJ^l ■ 

Who can understand the glories of the 
discus lord who swallows and remakes 
the whole Universe? Even the dark 
throated Siva and the eight-eyed Brahma 
do not know the path to their ancestral 
home of Vaikunta. (73) 

u&u ucn*(g><D® •$yi>!D |, &J uniij & a ' l > 

lg(Tv_J UfTl^) 

KtoQlQyjfc) «jncn «£<0CUti' - 5 j63TC3163T* 

«jcO <rriD!^ UJ lDn 

ld n UJ QJ (ST> C3T 

^GVlCVJfTgiJ GIOTTO}] CJgj^ngjI €T63T IfoP. 

Other than the wonder lord, my tongue 
will not praise anyone. When Garuda’s 
sworn enemy Sumukha clung to the 
lord’s bedstead seeking refuge, the lord 
gave the serpent into the hands of 
Garuda himself, — for safe upkeep, — 
w ho wore it on his arms. (74) 

CtarTcnn^l iflrrcfflL ub unCi-CTt 
£>&> Cl^ncraTL- C1^^<3G3 >l_ujit€5t Clacrirrn 

CTUoi fTj] \ ft - 0 i5i fT635H 

sucuGucurT^ij LD^i^pna, 

0 & CU 6 U C7T rr fT Co 3 <£U 14 CuD G\J UJ IT L_ . 

I shall not sing the glories of mortal 
men. My songs are addressed to the 
feet of my wealth-lord whom even the 
fire-bearing mat-haired Siva, taking 
fresh flowers to Vaikunta, praises to 
the best of his ability and fails. (75) 

Lifft—^iD, (ipffln 0 U-|ix>, u® 0,Gin5,iL|ii> ljc\j 

Cl 1 *nub, 

mlmuj ^jluild &}(!*) 1 ib Cal 1 

U3 GU| U) iD<^niT) nhrrdri^LD, inrtinisn 

£,oti inneruLiuSlcu ljiIl flS'ln.* 

Songs, modes of worship, stories of 
vore, the Smritis of Manu, the Srutis 


of Vedas four, the sacred fire, the sky, 
— all these are created by the wonder 
lord’s miraculous powers. (76) 

GTOTTGncmj) 2,n<arr c %ii^mnCCT'gyiLb 0 , 1 —to 
<9>L_6aiGua> 

ago Q<fsiTGaai(h’l *>' -Gu GucainGfftfTGST, - 

ffijj) Cl«SBnfey5Ti_ 

Cl gu gljgSI c gji u _(ld rbjcSlcunii^n LDOTlb 
cr?Qjaj5,nGsi 

GTGU gS1cD63TU_| ld LD niq iDfTGVJ 

The ocean-hued lord who built a 
bridge on the ocean, though he did 
not know me, made arrangements to 
ensure that my Karma did not accrue 
on me. So now, no matter how strong, 
Karmic sin cannot affect me. ( 77 ) 

Goal l * ,• cu sea'rhJ ■f^jl G3i n rr&(5«) gt gst tai rr ld Cl s, rusu 
<9> run Gin a_i_cu 

Cl<s,rtoooi l_ 5>6u<'J><9jrrnr){ < 9} sl^gdlo E^crairraja, - 
QJWoi G ^GUli)l_|lX) 
fr nn c?XG\J fTnl^hCV) lg<>YT (LpL 4 IIJ n GT5T gjGCTr CluillGf] 

GAili4^rejgjj 

c§HG urhj agvj gthd uj it c\j jbdfjj? 

Siva who burnt Madana to ashes 
became motionless when he heard 
Uma sing the names of the bee- 
humming Tulasi-wreathed lord. How 
much more can happen if one offers 
worship and sings as well! (78) 

crH>U-l (bgjJ Cl Ql l^jLOfTG^Girr, 

GSTi^Gyrncvj, 

Gurrujn^j) ,nG3T<j,^j yj^(n,g>A, GUG\J6Lmn < 3 > en - 

ifBLD 

CliDUJ (»!>)Jb^Lb <£>{, 0 , Gfil^LDMGuGn 3 , 1 D 

cnGii^ib^di ^rTOT^T, 1 rrn . 

1 hose who contemplate the first-cause 
lord and otfer their hearts with love to 
him, await to see the freedom of 
Vaikunta. For them their body is a 
source ot bondage. ( 79 ) 
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*"'-■8*-Go* ^ 

OcucTTcnub un&A 
• m ™ u ^5>gj a_cv$>ii> 

ir^ OT 110 u © »*** 

«iuvot - cvnsro oxktu. 

Hear the songs 0 f devotees, see their 

dance. ,„ the sacred world Ooick v 

■"..,.,,,1,0 l..„| K r i,l,„., lvl ,„ J n “; C j k s 1 ’; 

cU d,.™ 1 p rotected the Eanh f r „ m 

r\ c l ' ^ oors to hell will 

dose of their own. ( * 11 

«>smi «**■»■* 

dL* 

z* **•* «* 

•*» 0..* ejfi* 

O Lord! My h, lrt w „ [ || , 

Vou sowed the seeds of good Tamii 
and cultivated it, bringing forth a rich 
harvest of knowledge. No more shall 

>»dfSo7 fc, '^ b °"£r 

( 81 ) 

*cuff>^»TC5T ocr s> o^a „ ^ 

ftlTu) Cguctt 

. . {bncTith* 

•* Hk <6 ' T © ,U> R: & t>c.u*, 9 . 

r . . — . c^GuiVrTj^curr^^fr 

&«-(■)' «T2.gjii> rragni ^nary,*^ 

_ . ffTCTTr^CljfT^CTT 

Ch ‘ Cy ^3$ tDfTlll.fT^ 

Even Siva and Brahma offer flowers 
and worship, but can never praise the 
ord s glor.es fully. He is Madana’s 
father. Fie is in my heart. Can there 
be a better fortune than this? ( 82 ) 

Cb ** a efil< *' CT ™'* «u, diw , )1(ll 
ibffMTCWTcrfl Jftaj. 


5>®Tc^fDrr)nc3T Cr^tiil uj ngjT, lD rrcvj 

2,nor Q0,rtQ&(*)'* > 
iSIgstot nco - CW^ 

The adorable discus-wielder lofd 
graces those who seek him by 
delivering to each, his own heart s 
desires. His cool grace comes throug : 
k in 8 s > gods, people, friends, moth er 
and several others, in all of whom, 1115 
his hidden hand that gives. 0^’ 

g,dsi 

CT^l (TCU cttT; eiGST&ty C IT) 5 ” ^ > ‘ . 

AfTCl) LD65TC3TGy>63rGuj 
Os>mj,a, a, n2 ,su i^srorCt or, 

My heart is not fickle; I shall opP oS * 
Siva, he is no match to me. My h e4rt * 
love is given solely to worshipP ,n * 
everyday the feet of my kl ° r f 
and lord Sri Krishna, who *£*[ 
resounding victory anklets. (° 

erOaasufintv U>"W *\ 

fbft TlOU> 

Qun W® CTorftg, uitijn-y ^ Cu^'" 

^cuiwn*, Ca,nrir, OJ nc5l ** 

sfi'svisunsncsT, j 

The bow-wielder lord who p'‘- r ' : ^ 
an arrow into the mighty an*' 
all s chest is forever in my lie .*£ 
raising the ancient lord is my v ° ca jl -,) 

1 ls a lso a good avocation for me-\ 

*-«"<**<*., flfc, j,* Q^Ca'. 
t - e " dr *«(!», nij 

S<W g>u,msjt S nsjr cnGP * ne * 3 ' , 


{j'Uijnna.jgj nvjeji 
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See, O Heart! The supreme lord exists. 
Always he exists. In the hearts o 
devotees, he exists. The lord without a 
peer appears before devotees like me 
on his own, know it. ' 

£^cDujlj Qu0 iocdco GuitcO 

<@Ci_ 

0 If) UJ fa 6,& 

aC^JTufTCn, pencil ^rTUUnOTT *n^4»A633 T >-® T 

33 »T€jT(Lp C3TO 0 

a_cry»L rrcjrr 2 _g\jC a rr® 2_u9fT ? 

The lord ate up the mountain-like 
heap of food-offering meant for Indra, 
then protected the cows with a mount. 
Who else can do this? He is the maker 
of religious texts, and their protector 
too. He swallowed Siva, Brahma 
and all the worlds. (^7) 

2-uSlrr CUncrar® sut-W <?®LDCua&) 

c^ujrr^ cT^jTtr) dgfTuurrsn Cuft urn*- O#u>«0 

§,<16 

^2cunipcijnCa "" : ^C)J 

<7 ID UJ U 

u E>2xsncnujnn cunipCcucu, u 

When life departs from the body, the 
lord rushes to ensure the safety of his 
souls. Sing his names. Ending Karmas, 
contemplating him. Those who live 
thus, alone live. Others who are tied 
to small returns do not live at all.(88) 

U rT (T) A L G\J (T G3T UtTg) U3 

cu^cti fiction* r£) cn cat Cb g>], ancuACU 

Q ;2> n^ci 1 rTcm <]6t 

ftOTngl ojrapeunn *cu<T)2> dilonon 

cMoryi ,fT ^' 

I have learnt an u ndying truth. 
Those who worship the feet ot 
devotees w r ho firmly worship the 


feet of the Milk-Ocean-lord everyday, 
will be rid of their strongest Karmas, 
and have the doors of Vaikunta 
thrown open to them. (89) 

efito CcucwT0cuna 

G eti fa 6, i_£> fa ctcst 

jnrij $0Jb£ lj^j incunAcrr;- 

Ciflco 

GunijpcyrTfT 6U(f>j u>$ unruj>gj] } ^lOTTtSlejifjrriu 

iDjbjiJ <^6 ujd*Ca 

fl,rTip€JJJTUJ & in ^- 

Those who wait to rule Vaikunta 
worship constantly the Venkatam lord 
offering flow'ers with clear mind, and 
cultivate love for all, humbling 
themselves before his devotees, who 
thus get the exalted life themselves. 

(90) 

2>loit ^^Gunn ujfrcuruh^ib &niX3«nijCincufTTT3(*)ih 
^u>tjrra,(2>ii> «$i,® <f*ncu 

^UDtIfT5>CTT: 

0,ncn * n ld on rj iDeurrAOT ^C® ^cnini^r,^ 

LD fTCO Cl l OT3T C33T C3T 

6} rrcTT g>rru)onrj ^csm-CcuruD ctc&tjqj. 

Those w r ho desire to attain the dark 
hued lord become his devotees, offering 
fresh flow'ers at his adorable lotus feet. 
Such souls become gods even to the 
gods, including Brahma and Siva.(91) 

crcnrr>jih iD<T)fb0>ff)lGujGjT gtgjt Cl <h[G*)6$,(lQ 3 

encu&gj] 

r£\c3T(T}]in Cl r*, ® in it on c\j 

stc^t rr)j in 

id«t(T i 16$T 

^ennuj , 

Becoming a devotee of Sridhara, the 
lord with Sri on his chest, I have kept 
the adorable lord in my heart, never 
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forgetting him f or a mom ent, sleeping 

I h k g ' S ‘ nCe my llfe in the w °mb, 
I have been protected. (92) ’ 

ft " UM •Aorta. 

ueo 

Qan0 ^ ***** ©wST^! 
f' l4 atroW 

S°K?r the ^ 0teCtionth elord 
o»ers. Kr shna is all I know. For all 

o I 11 for thC delU8e ’ He ° fferS his 

orpus for protection. O King' O 

^r 1 ™ ne! R " I “ <1 »“ is ^ 

ofleaving you. 'g* 

CW Qgiijiijnn7 Ceu ^ 

Wlth rd rec ^ n ^ n g on a bright serpent! 

* Li‘ “I S ° a1 ' d "-“«d » 

burnS tHe P T ene hund red and 

dev™ k * ashes - Pra y grace this 

becom! ? a y u ° UrS - Even Neem can 
me food when properly cooked. 

How much more can be done with an 
enlightened mind! (94) 

^ <***"*($* ^ tflorTOTlli); 

_ , • _ x-x . c^,C3tG<T)ctt 

2>B © U> ICew *>"©* a. A 

^ 2> n ® Oairarai. 

Suffering repeated births, I sou ,l, 
y ° Ur f «". »d received S „c h 


even Brahma does not enjoy. F ree< ^ 0 
debt-life and wordly life, I am 8°* n ^ ^ 
see the supreme world of Vaikunta- \ 


jgofl ^nS)i5>Cj2,63T rT5ri)(£)ib 

Q(b^ ] 

^rSlfjjG^cjr <mb Qu0ix>fT6ifT! 


4; ^frjrrjRncu f§; 0>£>u<tf ,cu 

*<0 **** 


^rTQCWTCJT fg i ■ ” •'* i H . ' .'fTjC^cjr tjjrt**’ 

o Lord! Now I know. You are r j^ 
lord of Siva and Brahma. You a fe ’ |j 
cause. All that is known is you- u 
that remains to be known is you- ^ 
are Narayana, the benevolent. I Jjfjj 
understood this well. 


Alvar's lotus feet our refng e 


Tiruviruttam of 
Nammalvar 


Invocation 

m«?>© a_ipcu 
2L-uSlrfl0T ^ 

t^^jj^fTtjDCU , (5)(5 tf3P/ . ^ 
Gattcst *-««£ 

&{fb <s S [ {'5fb&3 > Q mf* r ^4 U« <hi&\ P 1 ^ * 

O People who take birth in th e ^°^\e 
°f the womb and suffer in the teI 1 |. N ' 
pit of passions, becoming old ^ .it 
Save your souls from harm- L^ 1 * u r 
,easl one line from the KurU ffit 
King’s Tiruviruttam and becon 1 
persons to enter Vaikunta. 


682 





















IYARPPA / Prose Works 


CIuoujOj i£ 1 cjttt) ^rrc 3 T(ipibClun€ocv>ntfg^A(^»b, 

t£lc 5 T 0 gncnia ®<afl ujmb sMDftjncnu) 
22 _uS1n ^cifluurr^, 

<rrjb J0651© Ctuncsfl^iCfTUJu iSlfDlbft'Uu! 

jg) 63310CtUftCT 633 Cu CU IT 

CTidujA> (9*511 Caili_( 5 «nnili, dmCw* 

0 <5UU LL| LD cffl Gaol63cfrLJLJGID. 

O Lord of Celestials! For the sake of 
protecting all souls, you took birth in 
several wombs! Grant that we may 
never again attain the lowly state of 
faulty knowledge, wicked actions and 
filth-ridden body. This here is my 
humble petition, pray hear me. ( 1 ) 

Cltfiug i^ng, AtufiO ifilciflfTJbgjfTCU 

LJU, G 5 UJ ffl ft ftC331 

cunij^ujGrffT ! 

CiPlifi S” C ip^cu CUCJ3TC33T63T, ftcracasiearr cfilonn 

n^nL.L cun Qpgjcun <£&& 
i^rr ^gdcjji ^t^ftGft ^cari-i 

(ftjtpjbGft. 

This coiffured girl gave her love garland 
to the perfect pair of feet of the lord of 
dark ladcn-cloud-hue, Krishna, whom 
the celestials in heaven worship. Her 
red-lined eyes rain tears, and chase 
each other like warring fish in a big 
lake. Aho! Long live love! (2) 

(£)i£G\j C0 .nc\jn 03i_u uncnu _|ld , 
ld«3stld €h ld 

i£) ip cvj Cun go cucstn <5,63310 ^ 0 (^ibOehrrco 

LS^TFjLDClflhfTCU £>633T ^ LD gJLpnuj 
^Lp<W CufTCU ^ 01 X 1 0ft<3>ITgjg)l ^OTSTCyjTGVJ , 
CTSlGraCcrarrri O&rnp, ft« cuih 

gjipcu Guacu ilcjT5>5> cSMU I lorroflcw (SlciT 

Ciirrcji Cln,|<n 5 ^Cin ? 

The flute-playing cowherd-lord, the 
benevolent one, with Nappinnai, Earth 
Dame and Lotus Dame as inseperable 


as his shadow, wields a fiercely 
destructive discus and rides the fiercely 
angry Garuda bird. Will my lonely 
heart that went after him remain 
there or return? Alas! (3) 

0 )«fl Ofbtcynb (tpciT i_|6nCcTT <3>curfTbgb&i; 

gjOTTT c^ILD 

£(rfl ftcufrciJgji ujnib 

^coib; £ fb@Cai r 
(ipeafl cuic^au Cljuj^^I (ipcncu s.Gncug,g ) nrirr 
(tpi 4 ^ft ,0 gjipnuju 
ucafi CTuDlDgj) , , t ..I 

UC3fll_M_j ^LUCuCcu? 

O Cool Breeze wafting the sweet- 
poison-fragrance of the Tulasi wreath 
from the lord who sucked the angry 
deceitful ogress* breast! The lord's 
Garuda bird already stole my lonely 
heart. Now I have none that the cool 
Tulasi can steal. Is it proper for you to 
enter and chill my soul? ( 4 ) 

uofluM ^ujcucurr,* 2L.CDL_UJ ft era current. 

ftfTCUU) @cu D6TI fTl^l 
ucsflui | ^ujcoch CTcucurub ^cfilnr^aj, cnfl 
diAib; ^ld 2) era era ld gu^nuju 
Ljc 3 flu 1 . 1 u.cu g> 1 <>» a>OT3Tcrafl ujrranu^ 

Q<3,rrcun\b 

uesflu ujw«i> GUGraewra CUnuCancu 

This cool-f ragrant-T ulasi-desiring girl's 
large eyes rain tears. The cool breeze 
with its chilling nature, breaking all 
bounds of time, place and quality, blows 
hoi everywhere. Has the sceptre of the 
cloud-hued lord changed now? ( 3 ) 

<3ji_rrcfjl uj b, ifl^cudh^u) 

fti.fruSlon O*ncra0\ gugucvSI n-gj, 

G7<6Qjtn ^< 9 ,nn 

* l nefiluj Gqi*li urocncimflcsi , .r^cai 

rhjC^hncv? 

0 1 n efil LLi < 96 \ it) nj ib * 633i ia n ’ 

aniElcn^cn. ^tfF)^cu ! 3 )g)J 6 inGc^ , 
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From the litter of Madana’s bent arrows 
and broken bows, she salvages the good 
ones. Looking like a pale creeper she 
retreats, but only to return. Run for 
your lives, ye World! She will strike 
death with Madana’s sceptre, on the fast 
bird-rider, Asura-killer lord. (6) 

(P)fTCUU> UGjfllJU.9 Ctapgs&J. £ 

ftfTGU , 

r^Cvj G\icu cjrQj C1ufT(jfTr^G5TrD gu fTOTub ■ 

C/I, fTCV) ih ftLDffjgj] 

< 2 >iPP <b«*T 

AfTGuii QanGcvirt? ^rf^Guj 

Gfil63^crrijuniliq.CujG3T <ft,rrGff3TcCl6^rpGftJ! 

Are they snorting black bulls that I see 
in the sky, locked in a battle with bent 
knees drenching the Earth with their 
hot piss, or are they the sentinels of 
death bearing the cool fragrant crest of 
Tirumal, come to take a deserted lover? 
Alas, hapless me! 1 do not know. (7) 

<&n65tfT^ffsTfT)©na»r.n,in G <&iL/£l<ann}G3T 
Sjrrsraflsu, &'£> 

U IT6531 (£>63TJD lbm_(T UuSlfiO^OTfTJCJT 

CTCuCunii ^f^JbG^mb- 
LDflORTl {£5©n/Dli) GJfbS §)G55T IQ n ID CS) G\J 

Gcu r&jAL-ajgj s>_ iburr 

G<S6331 (£jffl(Trr)Lb 0<5€3Tl^J Qun^ih UCnL-UUfTSJT, 
AfQrr) ^OTatfirnonGfiij 

Judging from what we see and what 
we hear of the things the bee-humming 
mountain-lord does these days, it is 
clear that the mountain-lifter Krishna 
has resolved to retreat into the tall 
gods-worshipped hills of Venkatam 
for making wealth. (8) 

'AI& n ClaGOGun 

gSIcwi r^rrQ 

6UOT31 y, jDOTjfl outo&W lunGfj iSlrflucun 

2>nii>? ^}c«r»cuGujn 


<3,68?T UjfbJ 6,LDG\Jlh <9M_fT 

QsiJCTJT (ipg>giJ 
CDC33T LijfbJ (#)QJ«n6TT U)L_ LDIT67T 

LOfT @2>^- 

This girl is like a beautiful creeper 
with flowers as sweet as the excellence 
of the strong, sharp, and radiant 
discus-bearing wealthy lord of heaven. 
Now who would ever desert such a 

one? Alas, her dark collyrium-lined 

lotus eyes shed pearly tears; her eyedlids 
are like blown petals of the blue lotus, 
her wide eyes are like that of a fa^ n - 
How her lips twitch, alas! v ' 

LDnGiuriCTT qji_ ^(T^Ggi)- 5) nL - 

611 GVJ c6l <9, C * rt{ ^ ^ 
GjT^rrGujn 2_Gr>rf.9>«£)|y]ib 

susnijiflfr gjl^ 

cunCturr? <£>jgj ^crrrf)! 

c^Gujit? Gujn? * 

O Creeper-like Dames rescmbl 1 ^ 
the vines of the wonder lord’s Venkau ^ 
hill! Despite my pleas, you ,° 
hear my plight, alas! Tell me, 1 
your speech that hurts me 
your voice? Or is it the ‘Ay b ^ 
that you give, to drive away the P*j ^ 
and this woeful me? Alas! This is®*'” o) 
to understand. 

^rflujOT, Lumb @63Tp ' 

fliflfin liiTdl GJT 

QurflujcijT An^ib Qurr^uG^f 1 L<3 *^ 

2_niU)CTT (ipfljgiJlb CTiULD ’ 

Gj4>£b &G<l n & 1 ^ 

GluAlUCST QACffSTGDi ih (<9)60^ ^ 

»w 

Weonly said, "Will he ever „ le !|as! 111 '* 
side and go to earn wealth? • 
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girl with eyes that could buy the 
Earth, — her eyes darting in and out 
like Kendai fish as big as her palms, 
sheds pearly tears and pales into a 
golden hue. Alas, it is hard to see this 
girl with Krishna’s heavenly beauty 
suffer thus. (11) 

GurT<£)«iTiDg 1 i ic&afl iDfrcniL; iS\0fbj£) ^cttotgu 

UUjGiDGO 

3**ii(2)Co E>Gni£l&G<r f T; 

GTcucumb - 

G5TJD 6 &>&>$$>§jJ CTU3 Clu(ff)LDaC7T 

.♦sCjyrcraidfT ar ^ld ^iiprruj 
annwWc.jn0 ifocvi Orb^^lGJTnn J Currcsi 
0,6afl eucnCm. 

My colour has faded. A sickening 
paleness has spread over me, this night 
stretches into an aeon. My heart went 
after the cool Tulasi wreath of my lord 
Krishna who wields a sharp discus. 
Alas! This is the big fortune he left me! 


^JCnn Q^f^jGftncu g,i_rreu| #vpcv» suni 

^enn ClaniiG<9>ncu 

^ *"»* »»"«"*.* ,55 *< 

Fr-rsudCsi, 

The peerless golden rule of the he 
orb-and-sceptre-Sun has ended. All t 
Ton OVCI >j! efdoms of darkness ha 

sprung up. Who can punish the anarcl 
j the co °l breeze wafting with t 
^ stmetive fragrane, of * he lor< 
adorable Tulasi? Who can protect t 
»aw, who can protect our bangles* A1 
how many aeons will this last? (1 ] 

***** C **" k - Cam* a-uSIACu 

f», ■ _» iflcrflftjk®* ®or>«uGu 

*^ 65 ®T U Cun ^crflG 


C<9rrr76U65T: J§CV><? <5-L_*T GlDotFI 

^liiiDrrOT <?fil<£* ld i_| Sffiirr 
CS)ftQjGjr; Qg)LUCULD <^G3T63T{I AOTTrCsTSTn, 

§}3 ftLuCcu? 

Are these soul-piercing spears, or 
beautiful fish? Or are these unfired dans 
of Madana’s bow? These eyes are indeed 
divine fish searching for the water-hued 
radiant lord in his Vaikunta abode! (14) 

<£hbuCc\J(T Vi'? <3>673T*^TT? CT63T(T)J 

c^cjtgSI, 

^LuCcurnr c$>f r£l u$ - V LD FT^jI CTGTT631 

Gunng > cr>&> r ? «5>u.cu aguit jib£> 

U| tuCojrT^ g atrrm Cl AfTOTTiL-Cu cu CT3T c;yn cin 

L_|<S3l C<SUfal AL-j'bgjl GTlbCllX)tr(^LD 

utuCcorr ^c^rr; Q^fTcu^nco AtTA.£ls5m) 

(bfT^TTjli) LJCU U6 V)GsU. 

You come inquiring about your 
elephant, then stand in full view of 
onlookers and speak about our eyes and 
fish. What kind of talk is this? We have 
been guarding these groves for the dark 
raincloud lord of Venkatam for a very 
long time. You are not one of us?( 15) 

uffouffo 

/?> cr i|)t cn «5> lu u 

U60U6VJ <3i5V fftl I_U <D^Lff^J (^1 LD J AGo'oTGTOTGiFI 

gSIgtji ^cDCJTujmu 

uguugo ^OTTun ASYiq-cyiiD t£fh)<!£lgijii) ■ 

iunii> OiDoSlgjjib; 
UGUUGU (A,y)C\J £2—^iDto! OJ nl£l, 
UfTLU ^(f^CcTt! 

O Friend, sweet as Krishna s sky 
abode! This pervading darkness can 
stretch for many, many aeons, or can 
shrink to an infinitesimal fraction of a 
moment. Whether our hearts’ lover 
joins us or leaves us, both ways we stand 
to suffer. Alas, this darkness is full ot 
viles! May it live. (lb) 

GSllfljb^ffCU c^GSTCJT ld n 

^<£nrj Oat 6337(^1 curT^lujGgfT 
^(fTjGvr i ( i1rflfT ? 2,nfT iit Gg>fT cm£l 

q q | ^ GT> CB3T C LD CD 
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£g(t»)CT» cfilrfl £cu<9> &((T) fbffuSlfflj *i_n 

<9. rrffOQjgj CufTGU 
cfilrfl C^fT^lu Qu(f^LOfI6PT 

S2_CD0LL|U) CTffi) Al_Ccu! 

O Dark Ocean, where the lord of 
dark effulgence, — like a black Sun 
spreading a blue glow of dark rays, — 
reclines on a serpent bed. May you 
live! My lord slipped out in the dark of 
the night. His chariot tracks brought 
me to your shore. Pray do not 
wipe out the tracks with your dark-as- 
pitch waves. (17) 

Ai_co CIait€T&t( 7J cijfTcmb; ^cu 

cufTOTT^Gna, ^oni/))<9 OflGjnrjj 
<5 «lc 0 ClarTanngl G£>t£lr?>3> <^2 ,cjt(tg0, 

SjGTSTcwTon' LDcrar^niib cfilgraT Cgr^ LD 
<9 »l«u Cl*nQraT0 c &<h <9>ficoii)QAnCcufT? 

LJUJ6U 0>ITCUli) Q^nCcufT? 

<JM_co Q<9 >itot5t u 5>crijrc33?Vr 

<^0cfilQ5UJLUfTf£)a>(<9)lb <9)nrfl€y><9,CLu! 

O Beautiful girl! The clouds rose from 
the ocean laden with water. The ocean 
pursued the clouds and retrieved its 
water, causing floods like the deluge, 
as when Krishna swallowed the Earth 
and sky. Can this be any time for 
another deluge? Can this be the time 
for the monsoon rains? Alas, these are 
your tears, welling like the ocean! (18) 

^niflcmflfjujrrri fQ^nr) .g^tuijcuir uimi 
Ann O<9,nOTin0 

iflrwfl Gjr/jl, ^cjnnrjuSlfi^LD <9,nc\j&gjjtb, 

qj ni{>lujCofT! 

HOTCTTfT ^lb g,CT3TCff3Tib gjJipfTUJ 
1,1 > r9<TLUJ , '.wi>,tnrrrr; 

Garfl sgmv Gjrr^jUD ui^lujnuj sblcncnjbgigjJ 

rrorr ^icvjQiDfti^laC^. 

See how the dark clouds gather and 
roar throwing a challenge, ‘‘Ladies! 
Who among you can keep you grace 
now? ’. At least now, should not the 


circling bird-rider call us and give a 
bit of his Tulasi garland? Alas, this 
has led to my laconic daughter 
becoming the target of the town s 
abuse. Long live the world! (19) 

eTIcuQiiirn^ Cr^nCiur! 0,i£l Clu^fb 
<@Jb CfF>ntu 

^cuClmnifl C^Ll^ib (gcrrjb Og>iu€uii> 

@gxJ; Gffucu! $; 

CTGBT CllUfT^t C*,6ff5TL6lcifT CTG3T ^iblDCDG^^^ 1 
2_CU(£j «7(i^lb S2_CT5TUITC3T 
Q<9fTGu GiDnjjjl LDncjDcu^ib ^eyjTesanb g^jiprruj 

Halt, Spear-dancer! Listen to me, 
Ladies! This laconic girl’s sickness is 
caused by a very big god; it is not a 
sickness caused by a small godling that 
responds to this spear-dancer. Recite 
the names of the lord who swallowed 
the seven worlds, and swathe her 
coiffure with a Tulasi wreath. (20) 

t&L_0 iDfT«ncu5)6n gjjiujcyr C7!b<2>'» 

rflOTSTC^^rrfTiTdbGn 

c^iltq <^ib g,nui£) g>rfnrQfr)0>CGU,<$*<&(£) 

tf£>IT LDfTCTHUU^CTTfTCO 
rriliqtu QojcyjrClOTTTuu G< 2 >ff(^ 

OufTlijgjj CJfbjp CUfiSff 

C*rrL_i4«r>u .^sv&gJ ^IlgO 

g,ib CWnibiSlgy&C** 
O Lord in the sky! Even while the 
celestials there brought fresh garlands, 
anointed you and offered incense, i n 3 
trice by magic, did you not come here 
to steal butter, then dance between i c 
horns of seven bulls for the vah*| nI 
cowherd-daughter Nappinnai? 1 

Gd»nibi_j f «2>GT>ip SD5,j dfi©j Cb" 6 * 37 £rTf ^ U 
^eoib; G«UL_G?nL fTu ' u 

^(T 

2C?(fblb 
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Jiib unfj*2>gjJ crajTf^jLD .fu, _ng,C3T £,ld l£Ig\j 

(Utf'l.1_ IT gj 63T j 

GUOJq ."U/l c€1fi3TfT5 C^nOUCVjCciJfT CTLjhcDtD 

GfrCiiQ}£ jgil, GTJfTCST LjCJTTgjCg,? 

Sir, your staff is wet and verdant 
with not a trace of a bowstring on it. 
Sir, you come asking for an elephant 
you shot. In the wide Earth of the 
bird-riding wonder lord, such things 
have never happened. Your hunting 
expedition is only an excuse to enjoy 
yourself. You go on asking unrelated 
questions. Is it for this that you detained 
us here in these groves? (22) 

M «jrCu)rT? MGJT£>g)i <^uiC«u cujflGun^ii 
cfilciDGyiGiucin 

Uje3TCiArT?tnAcrfln: ^rrcucu OflfrcvjoSri; 

l_| crini-fiagjg*] Ca>g> 

CJJCTIvi) %j IT ^«T)CJTUJ 0i63iJT(,3GTn63T, (5i655143a?C5T 
curror n,n0 ^LO(fT)Lb Qgjiueugjgjj 
fpjn ^CDOTuSnftOTrTiu, ^cncuCujrT 
£JLC> ^LUffUS^^CffTT? 

Ladies! Are you in charge of these 
groves? Or this hapless wayfarer- 
self’s heart? You are like a horde of 
celestials in the sky-world of Krishna, 
the lord with eyes that liken a 
thicket of bright lotuses. Tell me, is 
this right on your part? (23) 

^uicOGiJfTuSW Cn^nuj OancTOT^ 

2_CUrT6Vjtb €J>C(Jft 

^ujCO umiicncar Qu(j^ &n£, fhcmrsiehcM 

g, th Cl t_nfT^I lD (^CJTfrjih 6 ^ 65 lrnnco 

t^uisucunuJ ^ ,<9T ehn&fy ljot e£un£l 

*cn 2Lffrr^v,io gjjipnu.,^ 

f}4HtprUbiol6>mi> CH0 G^<T6u-«(CT«6nAt*A ? 

My bangled daughter has fallen prey 
to a deadly disease. She doles out tears 


by the handfull, from fish-like eyes 
that would fill her palms. Alas! What 
is going to happen to her, and to her 
heart which craves for the nectar-laden 
flowers of the Tulasi wreath worn by 
the bird-rider lord who protected his 
cows against a rain with a mount? (24) 


CTrsiCftncO cuctot (ifa.suir, a.SMmnsi, 
eSts&rsjDiu) 

QaituCftrsu «,on OT< v 4 sSIcnencfila,^,,^. 

$!t)«u Coii _ 

** CMgyon. a, *u> Co.** b_u> liA eisueon 


<bii> CAnri, st-oA^ti aupnu, Q attJajn&| 
IjrTcsflcvj^Cg,^ 

Because of my bangled daughter, this 

Tulasi, - that the lord of gods, the 
lord of celestials, the lord of all, our 
own lord revels ln , - has become a 
blemish on the ,ust rule of Krishna over 
the sky and Earth. Alas! Now what 
more may happen in the four-parted 
world? (25) 


rf>n«fw surrajft CWaSnQ, ^ 

CW TOI, Goar^, 

Gsusaflcu a»ii> (.lasususir o.tjieu^, 

uncnsu *l fej, ClurrssiOssr! 
fttrcufSIcuib Go,milihgu cSIsotC*,,,™ Ofto^O) 

0 >S 53 TS 3 JIC 5 I Cl«u.".a,n E _ 4-; 

CfttJi gaig Corensu ^Guneu^ 

STUUITOTSUO,^ Coi£>a,0,Go,. 
The hot-tempered Sun eats up the four- 
parted Earth, sucks in the juice and 
spits out the dry desert. O Precious girl 
who has just crossed that region' 
Celestials come down to Earth and 
worship the lord Krishna in Vehkt 
which is close at hand. Just beyond it is 

the fragrant nectar-grove-surrounded 

Tiruttankal. It gives relief to one in 

any condition. So hold on! (261 
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Qowa> ClanaCftnc, ^Cor; 

£>L-L| c^l^CTJfT CTdT^j 

Gjimi) Quro, cnajLuin CWcugmh CIidujGiu; 

udoiQ cTGucvjmx) ^cnrr) 
lurTLDfbj^CTT C^rrjp, crifl cSs,yh ^ todvato* 




— - 

amum MOnOTuj) && nC&n 

{h CWrCl G33T C5T ft) G £. 


Happily, the popular saying that even 
enemies become friends when a 
person is in the king’s favour has 
come true! The breeze that hitherto 
had been breathing fire over me age 
after age, has now become cool and 
pleasant, after receiving the Tulasi 
garland of the lord. (27) 


gjipmu guctictt Q&rroTcu^jj ajnib 
@lfuGufTli>; ITj0Gcu 
Qjcmcroru) pfi r current 

etieri cunijj ^ cu< 5 ,nc\j 
M«n rrj^gjj a _ l pnCm Qlj(T0 

CTannoraTti) 

£—cnGcu rr 

U657T0li ^CJTCJTCJTGnGcU ? 

O Lord of Tiruvarangam where waves 
of the Kaveri ensure that sharp- 
beaked birds do not peck into snails! 
While I lose my bangles for the Tulasi 
wreath, is it proper for a cool breeze 
to blow through me and drain my 
colour? Has it ever happened like 
this before? Tell me! (28) 


@GOTCTT63TC3T gjflgjJ CTIDGTHD ^CTl ^ff)(nut JllQ 
^Q^rrdn <rrdnrr)j 

r5MC3TGTTG3TG5JT Gtf fTCUCU fTu CltJODl .QuifT^LD 

Gumij <ni0i2> f^coub onti_ 
i£)dn ^cstcst GloQ ifl lj Qu0LDfT6yr aa__co«*Q<sO 
CluGJJT gjlgj) Q^cOcurT 
cSMGfTffiSTCafTCTT r^lTC^LDClaiTCajfT?^^^ LD 

§}G\J ^OTTOTf^j^CcTT. 

Knowing that I spoke out thus and 
thus, only because I was alone without 


help, well-bred swan-pairs would sift out 
the good from the bad and take tn) 
sweet words alone as message to my l orC1, 
O Ill-bred swans! Have there ever been 
swans refusing to take maidens 
messages in the blessed world of ine 
cloud-and-lightning hued lord? (~ 7 ) 

«$MTG>iu) 6UOTffH_nGsi\fl 

(Lp OTT 63T LD QsCUcSfTftCTT lD {D G OJ CU L0 G S® 111 J 

ftcmcirjTcjT 

C^63t QfTj^^lcyrfTcngA <s,GJ7Ti_rTCu crcaT^ 6 * 15 
O^fTcuoSI 

gjarosub CUcuwCgrT? 

CTGSTfT}) < ^cn«?l£^G3 T ^ , ^ tfTT * 

O Swans preparing for flight! O 
Herons preparing for flight! I beg and 
plead of you. Whoever goes there fir 5 *’ 
do not forget. If you see my heart wtt- 
the Vaikunta lord Krishna, tell hini» 
— my hean, — about me, impi* eSS 
upon him and ask, “Do you still not 
go back? Is this proper?”. (30) 


@ CD B uSl CU LD J <TTffJT 
{^McndjLSlcaTihcn ergjrjTjrrcu, ^cn^LLi 1 t> 

f^LD OtjfTCTT LDfT ID 

£)ct*S iflcffl ^l^GcunbAl— 

dJCST ^fTCTT 

L^CffWJ lKIgSt SMnj CuTCurTOT, 

The dark lightning cloud prepares to 
leave for Venkatam to rain gold and 
gems everywhere over the strong peaks* 
When I entreat them to take a message 
for me, they refuse. Will they at least 
move over my head? Ah, yes! (31) 


Cu><5,^5,Corn! a^cnquSiT <£l 0 LDfT&J 

£>(*,CiDG# $>*0^ 
Guin^niiactr o f*M}*<*) cTOJtnifTrpJ 
Qi ■♦jiffir‘7 <r» n^il n 
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L0rr<5,fb]*eTT crcucumri 

*LDJ)gxJ !£JL° 

.-/^^ru^cn Gfb^cu Qj(Fj5jgjjii) 2>cuib 

^4 (O) ckCl u 0 0) C a ■ 

O Clouds! Tell me, how did you 
acquire the lord Tirumars dark hue? 

I know. Carrying life-sustaining water, 
you roam the skies, hurting your 
bodies sorely. That penance earned 
you his grace! (32) 

^^ctt <9 6hthcjg, <s>neb ^<9>cu 

G^Aibnib r€)cp gr)i iD 
^(T cfilcm65t Q&l. O^l^uCAfTCU 

CluoraTuncu 

Gurr^Ccrmcrrgjjib ^dMpCojfT? ^gcurr^diT 
i_j0g>5>ntfTT CTcyr^j cTsj«nCc33TfT? 
Q^^GcrrfTLD ^(jgu^otstuSit! geuen 

O Lord reclining on a serpent! With 
your benevolent discus, you reign 
over the wide Earth and sky, destroying 
the darkenss of Karmas. This girl wanes 
day by day. Is it because you consider 
w omen to be of no consequence in 
your reign? Or is it because you consider 
this girl outside the pale of justice? 
We do not know. ( 33 ) 

ftjCT <£V)iq uj rrcu 

*-ttQ,&, t £)<jTrr) ^fiujAtb ftdiCiGSTrT0 LDfrGcvj! 

fe-63Tgj) gjOTST gjITIT 
g)Gna } &,<£ldrrrr) £,ct3t ^u> gjj.ipoiLi ^oaflGufTein, 
<^3j)Goj ldcstid n lulj 
L J 6T! 0 ID fT^ GST^l 05]gj| c^l rf)l Guj cfn 

O/TuifrjLjncu^Goj. 

O Adorable Lord! This girl draws 
circles in the sand with her toe and 
counts, then seeing the omens read ill, 
she angrily erases them with her foot. 
Her heart is always set on wearing 
your cool Tulasi garland, she raves. 
I do not know what I can do for 
this girl. ( 34 ) 


UfTCU GLHTUJU lS1ct>£)u iSlcruanaT 

Qftn€55T0 U5)CU ^sD>pjb*b 
GlDCOUfTCO ^CD5 uQljCT 3T U|CUlbufl)l tDfT€tnG\j 
2_CU0 <^fiTT£,g, 

LDrrcouncil iDCtfTih 2_€J^uujrriA^ 

fb€o^lrr)€y)iT) CTcucurrib 

Csncusunor i_i<«j<E>gjl ,§}&| ucfl su<tct>i_ 
giiipni^driTjCa. 

The plunderer evening has killed the 
valiant day, whose young wife 
West stands wailing with the milk- 
dribbling child Moon on her waist. 
His vassal the cool breeze goes on a 
rampage, taking all that is left of those 
who desire the Tulasi-garland of the 
Earth-measuring lord! (351 

W C^sglu, $<£«, CTsjrnj,,^ ac rar 
ft™ <^g>) Ouujijrr, 

CTtprr Qfb@ 

jgcuCanr 

fflfipn 0(505, GTdfTj^i @nfbJ&IT1T 

e^UJlDGcjm! £*)*>Chi€9,0,4, 
&P n °Z>® “>"•-* >5i0f7t3TfTrr 

QftIT0G5 nu)( 3 > Q GTT l 

The lord who destroyed the t'ortressed 
Lanka does not give his Cool-Tulasi 
garland. This night of darkness 
stretches into eternity. His heart does 
not move to pity saying, “Oh, this girl 
is suffering. This is no place for her to 
be”. Alas, the terrible ways! (36) 

CWQnii iMicu ilcneuwft, i©OT, g C*rTm 

£-ip«un, Qs,ircncouSlGu Qcuiijui 

o,neo ^ yQj, 

*<(.") sblanatOu.OT 

02 , 0 * *T« 0 (jpu, ».*r rajl * wcuil0 

uiT2.ii i.rjsfilu 
"©**■* ®«TH . 
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Oh, the sinner that I am! My fragile 
fawn-like daughter who has for long 
been worshipping Krishna’s feet has 
gone. The desert that surrounds us is 
filled with terrible bow-wielding 
hunters, cattle stealers, murderers 
and youthful swift runners whose 
drums beat all night. (37) 

ib fton s .neb 

fill 6STCTHD UJ fTCU UftJ r^lTCTT 

gj t_ tb ^uSIot 14 cn oj 63 T 0 ) 

g,cuib Qftnco 

,@Lb LCGwrQYjiib cfilej3T<^nnj3 
2_CVJ(£) 

fJjLlfl CTlq UJ Clu^lDncjfT 2_(5 Cp>g)gj63T 

|^6\jr4iaCcn ? 

O Dark blue water lilies! You have the 
hue of the pot-dancer-lord who 
measured the Earth and sky with 
thunderous feet! Is this the fruit of 
your penance?, — you have renounced 
your garden home and remain 
standing firmly on one leg in the deep 
waters all the time. (38) 

l^cug) £F)L CUCnrjClDCU l_|OTul^ OlTj0fb 

£>l_ rbl Oi CTT 

CufTGUU Qunc5)|bgi], €TlDA{5) ffTCUCun 

(bfbCu ib Qunf ^]0 (^rbjS^ 
^ncuu iSlfjrtcfr, if>Wbi iSlgrrain, 

jbcbCconn LSlancsr 

G&ncuib Afflu i LSlfjncsT cub iSlijnccn <9>«nnc37t63f1cjT 
C^rTcvjibjftCcn. 

My lord is the dark-hued lord, the 
lord of the ocean-girdled Earth, the 
lord of the sky and the lord of all the 
good folk. His beautiful eyes resemble 
a thicket of lotuses in a gem pool 
on a dark mountain. They appear 
before me everywhere. (39) 

Cfi'fTCvitj i itfiGW 5p>C5ifr)| £h6\j i iujuj, 

(<9)ipnii> cfilrfl 
crcbcoitib fQomjn^op; 


(CufTGUU OufTOTT UirT^CST iD653T fT6TrC3T , 

«7C0U i-icncjnbgiJ crdrcDCJiLnnri ^ ^ 

CfbfT*(2)CUg)J cran&|£* <£b 
Ladies! The gold caparisoned 

elephant the Sun, just went ° V . e j. ]f k 
western hills, and a horde o n( j 
elephants, the night came to surf ^ 
him everywhere. Will we g el u Jj$i 
in our curly locks the cod ^ Q f 
garland from the bridegroom ° ^ 
Sri and Bhu? Oh, When 
mothers see us thus? Alas! 


(40) 


cicsinruiD ndn ojrrcr>L 

g)«u©J"2>l . 

CJ>CSTj^LD ZL-^ClJlb <9rCiJ0lb 




lllfi* 




Cluacinpib cnjCD£h, uicrtcjncn 2^ 2,Tal 

^(T^CTT ^(rF)<rnfT0 §$> ^00 




CUC5T £I>rTfD!pJ 




With no grace forthcoming tod-*) J 
b * i birt* 


fr olt l 
nd 


the lord who rides the Garuda 

destroys tyrant A suras, the ^ 
Southern winds blow in the c ° l |* ) 
for long hours and heap slander ^.^Js 
me. We have seen such hats 1 
before, but never such hea 1 ’ 
fury, such destruction. 

• Cs.*#** 

G1JC&T AnfT)|TJJ ^ 6Ti IT) UJ , 

,0. ** 

• gypWrT 

Qtncir Ancvi AincjS) ^bCZu^ ' £0^ 

crcjT «<j,n(T)|^ ^cncfi^cncrHD ArTCS? 

cic^undn g>g,g)J 
flbcaT o,rr€u fficjTuncu 

he 

When the lord grew into 
his eyes glanced sidewards a Vefl oU ^ 
“See, these worlds are no ^ c >v 
for my feet”. The wind hl°* 
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me now shows a lake full lotuses, 
all leaning to one side. (42) 

0»Gff3T637)lLD O i C!nAU -l L ° 

^ iLfCuu fT CT) GiJ G UJ ; 

CUOT3T6S3TU) ffilfllUg,! UJITAJ CUC^H GufTOTT^J 

ld £1 cfi1d>ijX)UfTCU 

cfilcm^pui Ai-JbgiJ s-ibun ^iuuncu 

LDfrjrrjl cniiurrcu lucunsi^ih 
crcTOT^jih cTihiSlgacngj] 

CTl^GU f£)lT)ClD ? 

My lord’s eyes are like lotuses. His hands 
are the same, his feet too are the same! 
His dark radiance is the hue of a huge 
mountain that rises over the skies, 
boggling the mind, over the world 
of celestials, beyond the comprehension 
of anyone. Oh! (43) 

#|T)U> ft-iun G*«T<w(.ip^ Gu(5U), 

^cDcu^sncu acyin^i 

c^inr >ld (ipujcu (CTjfiCCTfl tfinu'iW C u <*yj ii 

CTCUCVJlTli) 

r>_rrj s^ujit \c^trcsra _ft Gfilcrra^rruj ff?i<rinrng,i 

^Gyrr^l, C£>CTin}jib 
Clu 0 (^pajcarfTjnrr ^ cu <sn g\j tu rrcvj ffubiS) n rtGST 
Ou(fTjcniDtfr)ujGuj. 

Even the learned votaries of religious 
texts that speak of the lord’s hue, 
his jewels, his names and his forms 
as this and this, only catch glimpses of 
that supreme knowledge which 
stands as a radiant beacon, but 
can never attain even a little of that 
glory-flood. Alas! (44) 

GH.j^rTjJhi Cajipcurrn £,<■b ClLJ^rtu acmn locuiiu 
L^ffjraTL.ifthLO rbLoGmcu 
L^rRip <^nc\j5j2j nn (h (tcvjld ; 

nsih Gi i hgvj 

<mnbi G^ipucun a_cnGij? Cl^ncucn©) 

suni^lujtfa (jg^ip iSlirn H4 

in(f^pjjGfli ffljfJi-J Qi_jg)|Gio? ClarTCugyi; siun^l 
mi Clit,(CV*Gin! 


Live, O Frail Heart of mine! Tell 
me. The big boar-lord has turned his 
lotus eyes on us and made us live 
through many bad times. Is there 
anyone with such a long association as 
we who 

know him from yore? Can future 
births ever accost us? ( 45 ) 

loi ClfT-,(Ci) a ib cTOTTrpjib, ctott(t\| ua } 

fijin .^(r^LDii 

c£i1i_ Clib(g)C^>5 S2_ij]fQncT ©GIlGguit ^csnminib; 

<£>fu ClurTtfarOuLuGoncin 
& i_Cl 2 >(CT )o id ciCesraTu iSlfjiTcainft gjingjj 

■^LqAdSlp c£li_u Gunuj, 
£li_ Clfb^«ii c9i,tu, cuDcyua , 

Those who plan an action thinking 
they have an obedient heart that will 
do as they bid, may as well give up their 
plans. I sent my heart to the feet of the 
lord who tore the steely heart of the 
Asura Hiranya. Alas, he — my heart - 
has remained there firmly and never 
once returned to me, to date. (46) 

$<fl<£lcfrg)g,j cm. u)n(ffjg,ib; <£1^*0, Clcmi 

$ i^paibg,! 

Ganifl^OTijD&J; <£<g)ici|ii> ^gjj; Acjmanfiji 

fr QgjrnpGcm 

(3rf1iQc3r0;l^ 2>ctRrr ^ld gjipmiiA^ 

Cl J CTOT C37UC U lljcncu 
ClLDUJU^lb; CTC3T ^ibQftfTCU 

cTcii OincvioSlu ifr)G<5, ? 

She only bowed to Krishna’s sky- 
abode. Alas! T he dew-laden breeze 
blows with the heat of the Moon, 
while the Moon itself sizzles. Her 
bangles are slipping. Desiring the 
cool lulasi garland, her whole body 
pales. Alas, what is going to happen 
to our slender one? ( 47 ) 
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CliDQjoSlujcu 00cfilcu 

iBcrfliijgjjjjgj 

Cl(5 c\jG\S1 uj ClsQjcn&^jgij; 2_cucr5«9i ctcjt 

&nfg)iw'? eTOTcnfTcyiib ^cyrcncsra 

ClfffTCUoSluj 0lpGVJ ^|0L£HTCO ^CUfifT Acfil 

lu ngj o>S)Crr}dn: 

U6\J6\SluSlcjTQ5fTGU(^JJ LD Qarrojcund) QAflCTTCllC^n 
£_Q3tQ UCWT0I_16T3tCl_. 

I am like the famished maggot born in 
a fester which knows only to wriggle 
in the fester; what other world can it 
know? The lord Tirumal connives to 
make me sing his praise, but what 
poetry do I know? And yet, even a 
lizard’s tut is taken as spoken word, 
this is so from time immemorial.(48) 

ucraT0i.h ucuucu . ."0 *-, «.ncj!jT0ih; 

&U li mil <@0Cn Currcvjj 
<5,GUTI0LD ^rftlsilg^LD C<9,L_Ug)Jlb Ujn\£) ^GULD 

AfTGTT CU(33Tfl)9T 

CU6OTT0 2_ GTOT -gjJLp fT lij U Cl U 0 L£> fTGJT } 

togjj(dienes 1 , gnC, id nation 
2_cjyr0ix) sl_ li <5 ,l rrujiDGjrar Cr^n 
Si gjtS yr ^j<S>Cgu! 

O Bright Girl! Your forehead has the 
radiance of the Earth that the dark- 
hued bee-humming Tulasi-garland 
lord Madhusudana, Damodara, 
swallowed, remade and straddled. 
Earlier too we have seen many dark 
colours, but never known or heard 
of such darkness as this. (49) 

«J>cn rtygjQj id rT«D ld c^stfl u ujgij rr ar >ld 

cfilongi^g)] fF,ii) C &,a 
C<riJCJTn0Lbj GUGUGu! 5>»_fT^65TIT^ 

C^,«sjT £>cfjlc inn) 

fffilcOTT (ip<3,GU 5,nuj<9]C5T (gen (Lplq QdJOTffT 

np&>g> Qj<r^lc;rv<9>2)2>fruj 
H3gff3T^ip<g,cu CprtGLjiti^j <^0GfilCl(9iuuirTf5lfr)0ih 
inn LD«ncu*C*. 

O Deft One, drive our chariot speedily 
before the girl’s bright forehead pales, 
before her colour fades. We have to 


reach the great bee-humming hill of 
Venkatam where streams drop to 
Earth like strings of pearls from the 
crown to feet of the lord. (50) 


iDc«nco ClAn<srjT0 uDjygi'T, «5H<JCuncu Ajpfti/jluj 
toriuju iSl n fTcSr 
^,gtoi 0 Cl^nGtrm ^(Lp^tb ClarrcrnGfm^ 
a>i_cu uijgiiT 

cfilsDCvj QarTGiT570 i othi^yb g^GS'xzu, Ccutfl^j 

gJlpmLJ gjlCyiC^ITlLKT^i 

gjGnevj Clfi,rfij3T0 g,rrujtb ^1 gtt nrv,Cl^fTcrtGiiiTCJT 


The angry ocean, peeved on losing its 
ambrosia to the wonder-lord who 
churned it with a mount-and-snake, 
calls me for a fight, like a contender, 
claiming as its property, these bangles 
I bought from the shore-gypsies and 
also takes the fragrant Tulasi on its side, 
alas! (51) 


^c^>ipA0ib A0PEu .cu Clcucrin 

Cli&rr 6 T 3 T 0 Cumij, ^©jiTCu^ 
LD «DLp<9, <9, GOTT t£ll_ SJjp 1 

LDCT5T LD ft fffllCTffltaJfTU- 1 
St&>(pg, gj lj LjCuibiSl, 

LDGiDip^ 5>Gff3TGWr iglT |fj) 0jLD fTCl) Q A fTl* W T 6 * 1 
CTCTTJJJJ GD fTh<£lGST<D(*$>‘ 

The lotus-dame Lakshmi 
the lord’s call in the oc< 
white wave-hands, and joins him on I llS 
serpent couch. Seeing this, Earth Darn c 
with her sky mouth cries, "Tirumal i s 
wicked!”, and rains tears that flow do* n 
her mountain-breasts as rivers. (52/ 

Gil mi ^uStesT (tpcsneuiu rrGn ^guctt; tnJ r ^ vj; ’ 
£n ^uSIott Qdjjiuiaj m,6U Cffjinu 1 - ll<n 

&\b &&***& 

g>nn ^uSlguib £>cnip ^cuSI6p l£), 

CianiDK / 

Cq; fT ^uSlffniib. j^63T3) ldc^ <£4,u9gy 

a*#** 


responding 10 

?an, holds h| s 
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lYARP pA 

A oirl has contracted 
breasted g aUsp icious 

si **"?*]Zi eods. Make her 


T*«" TX&iXv* 

qualities o Xulasi-garlanu -- 

LeU the cool Tui ; or a sleni Or 

SS-*«5fttg^onwinJo- (53) 

c ven the eartn 6 

JJP ^n ; s6><^ 15"© 




Cu*a> lw Q^n© a-C**©' 

• Claiumii S"® Fr ' aft 
< js,ibu<4 e fi)<niC«» ,,,A iSijug""* 

u>«* a 1 .*' Consfilfttgib euS * , 0*®*"’ 

,» •,_,.<■ i Hat unite me to the 
O Bum r b C 'Perfect lord, the lord of 
SO j S tSSs abused for stealing 
& ods , y,-,„‘ have wings that can 
b ke'you to Vaikunta easily. Before 
you go, tell me what you intend to 

say to him about me. ^ 

cue fti®a>Cenn! «mbi£l«t; ®nu y, y> 

c^CSvQ ftoftgbgiJ 2 -_ip<WcSrTft(ft> f ? 6 * 1 © 1 

2_6r>5ft£tujU>; «^C5T0rruj 

^Lpcucurru-i &tJicnrj k S Ljnc\j 

^ ic ^\^ nG5u ; •** 

o Bumble bees! You have tasted the 
nectar of water-borne flowers, Earth- 
b orne flowers and sky-borne flowers 
f trees We have something to ask 
you The lord came as a boar and bathed 
L“he dust of the Earth Sweet as his 

Vaikunta is this dame, whose coiffure 

bears flowers that spill hagrant 
nectar. Have you seen such excellence 
anywhere else? 


ujiT^ib «^»r$rb$cun -^tb 

y^gOgmuSIcSr ggeJn Gftjdn 
guj^jCTM- f^rTCjnnuSlcsraGVj crcjr 

L^GU«rr, 5 >€vjG€ 5 T. 

Sister! Have no fear. By the grace of 
the lord who swallowed the Earth, we 
have found a refuge and redemption. 
A cool breeze with the heavenly touch 
of clouds and laden with the nectar of 
Tulasi caressed my limbs and my senses. 
Nobody else knew about this. (56) 


(55) 


cfil UJ®S\ 


B. UJGU 


, 05 2 L.GS 3 TL ^^"11 <$@ 5 )$ 

g u j> QujbOi a-wi&ib; 

<£>n ftsrar Ufcdm t»cm <su*b§ i) 


H«v>ft (^jCtPJU-Guu k4C35H-i^«ft2)2> Currrrft 

Qft6WT61T>L_ GYJGVJcSl ^OTfOfTCV) 
efil©Jffi(2pOT3T01 SL-CVJfT^lOTTff}], CciJGU 

cSlj^ft^tinroOTT; ft6inntti;nG3T 6Dftuj nevj 
iDCU^>(2)CT3t(5i dlOPjblB H5f5l ftL.GVJ 

Guncin^i ^GTisbjDrccvj 

ftcu ft (£^6ifint— ft<»ioTi rtn ctldwiid 

ujit ftipfrjcuGg. 

On a lotus-face borne by two beautiful 
earrings, her darting eyes liken two 
warring Kendai hsh restrained by a vine, 
her nose. Sharp like a spear, her looks 
stirred my heart like Krishna stirred 
the sea for ambrosia. No one who has 
seen this would castigate me. (57) 


ftipeb g>cvnb cpc&iCro iQwib (ipgipgy 

ftlpCU Gunu 

(£Wpcu <bO CTCucvjn cSlftibijih 

^€iraTL_ftgjj 

j>_tpr^j fti_n cSlfiiiftftnuj 

a_iufrtt>G 5 >fT«no @ 6 ocon 

^ipQrji *2 hcuit ftrTux^rjft ftCWJTGSSTGirt CTcinCGsnT, 
^iGnft£\<SSTIDGg> ? 

His one sole covered the Earth. His 
one foot raised into the sky shadowed 
the worlds below and filled the space. 
A light of knowledge-bliss spread 
everywhere in the Universe. The 
beautiful-as-the-swamp-lotus Krishna is 
one without a superior. Wonder what 
he has in store for us here! (58) 
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-***•**•* 22 * 
2>cttu Cl Uff r £ . 

Alas ft, • ftL ‘ W^'uCuj. 

*“8fc.er e wrr" ft ,ha ' 1 >"! M y 

This lone as an ^ • sts » laments, 

to measure stretch" Im P 0SSI ble 

^dhusudana. But !£» ° ' helord 

°f ihe Ocean pirrM j r? IS l ^ e ^kr 
c ean-g,rdlcd Earth!". ( 59) 


,e lord <>i etlmkife, worship!^ 
y 1 e gods, measured the Earth in 
° str] des without losing a blade of 
grass. He is our lord, who came as a 
cowherd lad. Is there anything we can 
a ya out him unequivocally? (hi) 


(ipc^cuCujrr /inur\ 

OPOS.U) Curti^toj. 

’ZZSZZZ, 

^toQujn „„ a- ftL4U '"to 

“^Cm* £.. c . U7C ^ Qu ©“>"* 

H l i0 eunag.du 7 

her soThaiTdo"°‘ §r ° Wn t0 the fu U, 

tuft, her dr e S s do S n0t 83ther into a 
person, her to d n0t Stay on her 

Yel her lin, ,k 8Ue SpC f ks ln blat, ber. 

l<,rd '' hll[ ^Tiruvc" kltm "*'(^5' 

A.** a <«>**».A 

a<U‘JOi<5i ® ( ' 6otC ' ^qujfljo 

^ (fieu.onuj tu^ 

•*"*0*0 ftlk ^ ?OT)!nCuj v 


<@®t>fflCujrT Ou«n’ nJrtSU 

craTQjii) 

curr ffTcyrjfgcjr^ <^0^1^'-“ '■ 

*^-•- 1 ^, 4535 -* 

AfTUM 

(iP«^rr)CujfT <?Hfycr H ^^ctotCujcu _ 

The dark ocean does not relent even '* 
u ? , id merc y< nor Phy her for ben* 
a helpless female, and continues to shout 
ictory, alas! O Lord who reeling 
nere on a serpent! Is this proper 
Alas ’ no m ore can she save her char^ 

except through your grace. (*’' 

tutmemw ^Oiifc.en »,„a, S**®* 

. _ (3)t rflA 

a * m Qwa> *“>*4 towr., iaAt QutM** 


a=-» cu ■ .1 ji«W t *- 

5,mi> fienwCV* 

•■••'•-- f»IiC£ ,n 
<^u*CujO<EmT0 
ftncotb . 

thp 0 * ^j C , co °* heavenly g* 7< \ ^ 
, SC re d-lotus-like eyes spi'c J ^j j 
l,,, dlanc £. everywhere in my love-'' 11 ,' 
’ ear '. The lord Krishna Tin*^’ 
■tppears with such a face before n f 
th,s tlme to stay on forever. ( 6}) 

^. A OioiT^ujrrw On?!# _ 

n . rrem a_ 5i>(aj 

fA ' ft ftlTeiT ? gl su a,C2,fi>i a 

cixararf^^GniT. * • 

«fl»«»rOu.irOu, stAOw"! 3 ^, 

i CliF.n*,^ ofas"**"' ‘ i 

I *<»**•* »i,u, ro ,a c, .Mi.,' 

Q^rtcu «9’(P'P 
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The Vedic seers, — gods on Earth, 

— offer worship to the Earth- 
measuring lord with proper chants from 
the Rig Vedas. We too, with deep regret 
for our sins and ourselves the sinners, 
came forward with that desire. But like 
late fruit pickers who have to be content 
to bite raw fruit, we must recite his 
names alone and be satisfied. (64) 

*c*rc wM 

CldJC3T(TJJ s^oCfjrr A(f>jIfiLD 
£>__ C\J lb CTOuGVjnLD 

© fTJtTJjLD © mfTgjILD tfi) Crfl D A CDD <~H,LU 

CTlD CD LD 6T3T<*£l OTIfl)CG)J . 

Her petal-soft fawn-like eyes stand out 
in the crowd, with an intent gaze 
broken by the flap of her ears, as if 
they were beholding and not 
beholding the feet of the lord 
who swallowed and remade the 
Universe. Those eyes with light in 
them consume my soul. (£>5) 

GDncmngj 2_cjrrriGi| rrjj 

crrcnn ^tu flirfynjih ^ojgvjc&gbi CTf fl 

cueifl, curtisn, 

in G 3 & cub Q u(f^LOrrcri 

^csrcnfTcn 

fhGSi T $_uSln 

^fTfcfilaGGTT. 

This girl is of excellence like the 
Vaikunta of the lord who is Earth, 
water, fire, air, and space. Her eyes 
are like these lotus flowers that this 
sinner- self always loves to see, with 
such a radiance as can attract even 
Yogis who pursue consciousness 
without food or sleep. (66) 


5, fTcfil LL| Lt) {gcu(lplb, Ccug^llh. <& LU IX) 

ucuucu Clffucrifrj] 

-.1 ( S lluSlcD §,CDGr>LD fcT), ^GUCVJ UfTfflui_| 

^SrijnS Cldjhff) 

LOfT cfilujli) t_|CH GlJCUQJ LD(TjJjdJC5T G<^ ncbl fT)0,CD 

Go rr 

g>nci v c^Lii Gugdl ^OTTCTinGn OsCSDOiCrr 

cSKjUJ gjlCDGjyriDCuCo. 

She is like a beautiful swan from the 
hills of Venkatam, the abode of the 
lord Madhava, Govinda, the bird rider 
who slays Asuras. Her pefectly 
matching eyes easily win over lotuses, 
blue waterlilies, spears and fishes in 
their various ways. Her gaze is more 
than this soul can bear! (67) 

LDGumhCg, lorccncuu 

Glun err 

L_|GUlD CojfTuj §,CDljpu Uli>g>rr g><JT3T0 

Qurr^ftLci) ^ 

r^GVJi-b ctlo Qu(njiorr63T 

cd cd ft lli ! 

<ftc\jir>g>rrn gijogh Q^rrcffTrGl oicst 

ClArrcjrcnrp^cn airn^^GarCciJ. 

O Friend of excellence like the 
Vaikunta of the lord who strode the 
ocean-girdled Earth! The Konrai 
trees have sprouted buds, expecting 
your paramour’s return. But they 
have not yet flowered into strings of 
tresh blooms over a canopy of leaves 
and branches! (6g) 

/han &sW* cjrbf61cn itviy*, 

t LODtfln.flji OevicuffuncD 
CuntT GJiprry i ,dn <*,vT. 0 \' mncncu; 

l|< nj6af) CTCucvmii 

' '• CTfrirQi Ofbiqm L^neai ^^rVycnrr 

«0(^Su>? 

&,n ” ^en^pcnouMin^. 

C-C5T crucncm^.^lmCLD. 
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O Coiffure-breasted tender one! Do 
not worry about your bangles. The 
black bull called darkness, who fell 
to the radiance of the red bull called 
Sun, now limps back to fight again; 
it is only early evening. The lord 
accepted gift-sanctifying-water and 
took the whole Earth. Will he not 
grace you as well? (69) 

GUfTUJflj CTf^JACTI 

61J fTdTCljCJTfTfr (ipi^ClDCU 
ftoncTT (Tunuj gjfryrtj tf.crrojfW £>zsv 

gi)LprTLLJ^(£j GUC33TOTJTLD UlLlCDCO 
cfilsnsncuriOT tfl* aifr# £^ ia>a , ^oinQ 

- ' fi C1LOCJHD 

a-«f)€TTCurt6jr 1 , g&l &n 

<5>y£)aii> 21GrrLp<5>Car. 

Since the time f desired the Tulasi on 
the crown of our lord who bears the 
sharp-edged discus, the ruthless day has 
been casting the yellow hue of paleness 
on me relentlessly, for months, years 
and aeons. Above it, this terrible night 
who entered to wipe me out, extends 
into a thousands aeons, alas! (70) 

c^ili, e_co(£j cy^ii) 2_cwTi_rr<tfT 
ctOTr^cuuD; uipii) 

ACTTfTlb U)J)LD QJ CTTTGTOTlh <TT(JUTC <$&(&) 
r§HQ<9)n«Rn(^) 

@cuCcniT cresTg^cbj ^ncvnn 2_6TOii_rr«n 
<rLu,doibooiLD Q<9rrcvjeSlfi)<g)j gTgrrppitp 
Cft a Germ! sl_ cm rju? it ffiibcDLD 

^liMD (SIT) C^T ^yp^l<^TfT)CQJ. 

O Sakhis! Seeing the dark Kala fruit, 

I did not say the lord swallowed 
the seven worlds age after age, but 
only said, “The sea has the Kala hue” 
On that account alone my mother 
says, “She is guilty, she spoke of the 
hue of the lord who swallowed the 
Earth”, and beats me. Tell me, 
what should I do? (71) 


(£,!£<£)d5TfT) 0ir£j0CU <£Fr(rT)rbJ(£hrT ^^TjGTtlcjr 

•‘/ 1 i«3f1u)cy>uU 

CljfUp<£l 63T0 ^lfalCJjGTT <^IX) tSl CtTGD GTTILj li 

Gurup 0 >; gjipfTujLDftjrTftGA 

&>n{p&\QSUT) QrblQOOiQi fljl£llUfrt_lq.CuJ^ 

LDfTCinLDa(2j S^fTfpJ 

CiJfT^^GTTp GUJbgJ 

CgjneyrrSlfpjjr)] ffu(rc61ujCg) ? 

The tender Moon, come to break the 
pitch darkness of the encircling gloofl 1 
of night, also breaks my heart. This 
lonely self has a heart that yearns fc r 
the Tulasi flower alone. Is this the way 
it is going to be today? Alas, the enemy 
has emerged stronger. (72) 

cunevj Ocucror rQcuw^ £_c\J(£, 

Cl <TU r^J«9) GTT CTCfT^I'i' 

UHGU 3rf] Qp^ln tfifTfflnGVJ, 

oj Cl. lD 

Cun^jLD ^ L n iSlijn<saT Qurn^^ 

o fTfi\jiSlerr ^CT><g,c^LDCl<5>frcjnijb 5>iSujiTLLift 
gjtfnnfb<S>gilCcu ^ 

The sky-cow with moon-udders po^ 5 
moonlight-milk over the world 111 
the late evening, giving strength to *d‘ 
but grief to this girl. Is this the w f * l > 
the golden-orbed discus-beari^S 
lord, protector of the seven world 5 ’ 
gives succour? Alas! (73) 

Sjcnnf^gjjLO (ip^fbgjLD tfUQffj $<snrju 
C ^ GT1n >bgjJub ^f^€lJIT)lTui£) GDCUUJtD 

i/incO «**><!**>« * 
^Jcirn*?,^, .£otj?Q ffrQg>2>ncJ3T (tp 1 ^ 

<*,0 

rSM« <.Tf4^y a. CSStUqj Li<5»ib Cfl,arrncx> 

On a bed in the sea, with waves th jt 
rise and recede, the lord with Sri g °f 
to sleep, then wakes up, swallows ^ 
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Universe, then holds a hill upside down 
to save his cows. A soft tender breeze 
carries a little of the fragrance from 
his Tulasi wreath and wanders here, 
what a wonder! (74) 

& CUfuClcfr'D 0*CJSTCy>L_ g?Glfl CHD 

D rrcfr (ipa^fr! 

L|Gun , dP^T'D Cdu«T)^u qcx«nrf) <£4ii> uenerf) 

^IlhLDfTtfjT tq. UJ (TJT 

iQ co n Cli uj Cld rr- 

n^lii) r£) cn cu uSl l_ C LD ? 

0 Bright-faced Ladies with fish¬ 
like dart-sharp eyes, shot with bow¬ 
like eyebrows to pierce through our 
souls! Is your place of permanent 
residence the Vaikunta that devotees 
of the ocean-reclining lord prefer, 
or is it the Earth? ( 75 ) 


^i_ib Gurutj djlrfljbg,, $cii 

&<*'!bSbn$i C T$& ad* ^aui 

Gu ^ u»l. Qjb^Cuj! 

2 ><.A.h Qcum suonsnACa, 
fiSlu* Cunw ca<fl*o0 tf)lu0Cu _ 

® n if>«nijwS!«ar 

* U, ’*‘ Q >ncO 4*b„6 

•SKufafiU^i Oo.cjuiigln.iaCcrT ? 

O Foolish Heart of mine, des,ring the 
Tulasi-garland of the lord who rose and 
measured the Earth! While the bi e 
petals of the red lotus close, the li u ] e 
petals of the white lily open up by the 
Moon which spreads its moonlight 
poison everywhere, to take our white 
bangles. Is this surprising? ( 7 6 ) 

£lniAch lSIototiot , (cvni,,., ^ 

Oais,C*ito, U( u 

^ *"* 1 J!bs51 ^SJ ersh^ , )dl llm<5ncui 




JfT6U ^euricsift 
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14 ** 

UlarTS3Tan - 

Memo CU.l" . ^ C75nuj ' 

'•'ArrcrTQjacar. Ql ^ 

The twilight wif e lx-mm , 

s ot her husband tl^5^ 

?, Un ‘ n the bloodv-red bnl'r k , ln 
1 le West, while the ch I n Wled c 
Without consolation Thfe*' ail 

devastated the Southern La u Wh 

^ma, the lord of coles,, ,| U ‘ ,kaCltv 

destroy 0ur We „ comes t, 

Tulasi-garland ally, a £," 8 Wl 'h.hi 

aaAo.a, , . . 

4uoSlttJli 

^ *** CuauSU 

E "" Krishna , he 
mountain-like lord a k r »diant 
~">pas..„„ 

destroyed Narakastfra .,° U ? h h e 

thousand strong arms ofR ° fl th e 

had the strength to ov^. B - JnaSUni dnd 
detractors. Mv foolish 7”* aI1 h >s 

me seeking the lord's bl^" !* ft 

T ulasi garland Alas osso muig 

1 got in the process ’ ' T 1S a11 th « 

(78) 

-«*** zfr:. 

'’ n S>™™ u BS , ai * u „. SAauh 

. _ ' ^ vj"* **arC ^ 

The lord of the V^ ls . W,,,,C '' 

; " h ;« ";™4 

h> celestials, the lord of, I . ’'f 1 

one who swallows l | n ' helor *« 
Lne Universe, tK.> 
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lord who straddled the Earth, the lord 
reclining on a cool serpent bed in 
the deep Ocean of Milk, — those 
who worship him thus are superior 
even to the gods. ( 79 ) 

** fi>CT Qori,C*.rco 

<5>i£lfbg> 

LMift 92,4, LDesno^g,, tbruSlu,; unn 

Cur ^qCa! sttf, e6la.u> 4 ^Co! enbsnu> 

*£rt(f^ctTnuj ^0cnfTiu clm ggj 
a-Oj^cjTjrjCg,. 

Extending the sceptre of his just rule 
or a few days, — like the countless 
kings of the Earth, - the Sun has 
disappeared. O, Mighty king who 
measured the Earth! O, King of the 
celestials! O, King of the domain of 
despair through separation! Grace us! 

A terrible pall surrounds us. ( 80 ) 

2-Qi£)65Ttr> art ion* act Cincuon, 

CjorTuiSlculJfTltJ gjOJGTMSTTU 
GurfrAdsTp znujh Q^nr^g,, 

Cl LjjDfmQ^ncij? gjjipruy ^*cunu>A 

gdJDj^CTT^cxjn; Q^ncuc^co Ccuib]0,i_u> 

^ LL c^ld (^ijp^Clcjrr^lcorr; 
g.'I»£t«T©fl,ii«u 0u>A 

CTffl ClehfTGncnCcTj. 

It would appear that these ladies who 
surround her, not inquiring of the best 
ways to retrieve her, never really begot 
her the hard way. They do not sw r athe 
her coiffure with the lord's Tulasi, nor 
go circum-ambulating the Venkatam 
hill. Alas, a burning love sickness is 
consuming her soul! (81) 

cnflCWcn CUfb-rbnuStfT^ s_, Cesi 

2_g)Uj mcDcucuffuj 

illlfflAlOTTffj GUG-Tifl 63310*0, GTlD Qu(ffjlDtT631 

AtitflTACn; dfafftf.,! ^cmi-jn^CT 


<v,ir«a. 

Cllfl Q After? Qort, £ dto 

Cu^n *0 . 
sfilflsu; cxxniiLKO 9 


risen 


at 

■d’s 

a 


Like two radiant Suns ^ 
once over the Udayagiri hill. „ 

eyes have begun to shine again* 
fire in them that burns me 1 ^ 
with the Asuras that fall into m ^ 
me, O Sakhis! Is this what the 6 ^ 
world desires? v 

(grist) ^ririffeu QujiW “ ll ' ^ 

CukBcHJD < ^ Ue ^rJb* > 

(ipenitlff, (gijvicnu **1®**“"’'*' ^ ro* 

iSi 5 )ff)fr^jii> • l ‘ nCl ^ ^ ^ 

gtcntflon Q^nCcvi 

' | t >! 

Hearing the repeated curlew-s<^ ; c s 
the Anril bird mingling " ^ 0ll a 
tender mate in the thorny neS ^ i0 o 
Palm tree in the yard, this 
repeats the cloud-hued lord s 1 
tirelessly, ruining her health * n1 
being. Is it only after she breaks ^ ^ f 
completely that she wiU i in ^ 3 ) 
salvation? I do not know. 

Gr>2>ujcu fbCViCuftiTACT ‘p 
■ '****£ 

jg«u . iCOf rii> 

CT'Aui QljfTCfT wJO 1 Olid'*'* gf\ 

5* 

fl,rTGWT 

cthduj LDcraflCoj* * ,*,p* 






O Dark Lord! My Gem! M>’ ‘ ^ 
My Emerald! 1 long to see yo^jlin 
mind if it be in the midst of the ^ 
crowds of g„od ladies surrounding 

or m the festivals conducted ' yo l 
seers, or anywhere else, " |g4 

golden discus and white cone 
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^(njCmffQ ypd,, 

c^otot < 9 .i_n u0 ; 

lC rtGfijfl<ff>< 9 >CiO ■* CT^rr IQ (JQfrQLn ! LOrr^n^ 

^ULjfT^Q g}ci>Qon 
^aailuQu'ffiinCcn! ^l^Gujcti <^g61 

O Gem Lord who measured the Earth' 
Mv Emerald! O Nugget of gold, lord 
without a peer! Like a monkey picking 
up a gem and throwing it away, the 
evening sky has thrown away the 
golden Sun into darkness. You are the 
sole refuge for my lowly soul! (§5) 

th fr'V^y AUittj&g,, 

.^MUIOTT CUdfTtfjf! : 


' t n (Ten 1 ^ A c 

o- >:s« a J£gf 4 »{ 

4 AA)a>uj yin v a .^ 

,en ' *•»* cj^cnuj, 

)J #»/' ^ fJal xv/T.n. . -_. 


.5MU.OT Q^O) CTfijTj^ lh 


CCT, ftmi, ( * m „ oV 

<I«1, *,o, Q 1-MTOa iruunncnOT 

ol <5 fT A J * , i * ^ 


snjliow Salt n S Ca ‘iowir, 

(87) 

~ ^L£ 3 /rke^n ■ - V ^ > * ^ LG 

* **»•* z £**-«.■* 

^©^"ei, s^ ( „ c*® lD: * 7 -. 

^"Q *«,* /T'©* 
^ «* ^ ***>»" *>£?« 
The Meru "n" ^ 

k>rdT -^,Wn; t r —ble s 
OVer thenigy-! (ranie - The :S Un t,le 

r -*diant discus the h n$,n R 

h,s L' mbols' aijif ra Se the kir* 1 ' 8 

OVCrfl ^ingwhhf e ' ^ , '"’ d 

^come^'ove. How Ca ^ 


n"W<^Gtfu W 6 UU 5 ( |OjC^t O 

«“W*ssssr w * r 

by the lotus-horn Brahma vl^ 7”! 
was bound, beaten and m , j fX ''' ° rd 

by the cowherd-dame ; detOR ' ce P ^«"«n C U)1 £,; L '* n<5n '" *t«h, 

butter. Alas, how shall I cXtnT l' **©■’. ' % “' an - 

to him for refuge 3 and weep j » ’■ ’..j. flil , - • .», ni 

( 86 ) 


( 88 ) 


3 ^ • 

• (bcu 

H c a ^ * Y r t i ft SSrA< ft 

u ' cw, ''«T ar , rai 


” - 

L,e5, «n,n . ■ 


’"Al 




*b\* 


> tit 


'flctn/il 4Uf)i 


*“* ,U> *^*^--<•**** 
iJ> <s«n u ,a.,n [a '*' 1 ’' ,n *‘-’& 

'' *■ **"* * 

0 Lord Tiruinal! This T • 1 . 
is abused by all for singing 1 lie of ^ 
ot your strong Garud.. bird ^°T 
midst of the hoarse douH ’ 1 , lhc- 

AnrilbndY mating call, and ;t e ‘^ 


c^WTnr*. ^ 

Tl , Afincv.uO . 1 

he lord is t | le a • , UUj ^*«h ? 

Z:" ^^Z'z; h r ■«-. 


1 *«it 


( 89 ) 
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i§)cr>6uuq criu^iojng) fQ^ncucinuHLiib 

AtTGJSTC&niftj ^^ijrr 0ipnii> 
Qgjncncou Quuud>, CjfeiSl CTTTj^fTuj! Cl^rrcue^co 
swcj£ 5T(r^<g>cuC(9>. 

O Lord bearing a discus that wipes out 
Asuras! By the grace of worshipping 
your feet with my head, my heart is 
set in you. Considering the wonder of 
my receiving such a conducive body 
and the wonder of my receiving the 
fruits of my bodily endeavours, the 
long aeons of waiting gone by seem 
trivial. (90) 

Cl<TUGjjTO«nr»LLI g> GTCTl 

dfcGTTGUGinffJT, 6D6TJLLIlb (ip£D<lQlLh 

ud n 6ij ©SI ifl rul 

@0ibi (£)©«tt «^rr opaiiq 

G GU G3»n Iq 0 O O 6«IT ip 

Qu^ii) 4jlr^ujfTGiDOTi c^cucuncu, ^iq. G UJ 
Ot£(C^0lb GuCOTCuGa,. 

The lord who came and stole butter 
from the rope-shelf, w ho swallowed the 
whole Universe in one gulp, and who 
went to Mabali as an adorable manikin 
and tricked him, alone is my heart’s 
desire. I shall not serve anyone else. (91) 


CuOT (TjColD gJwcufT < 2^17 A Art (ipib^n 

ClUfrtjLD LJ^1GUnOJ 

rgerr rr^An crtfl encug,^.^VGnnuj cidrrrQj 

j£l CTTGui GJT 6filG33lGc5TJnn , 

£,ncn iQcvjib G^PiiiJbg!) Q*n^GuA-f£lG5T 

(^n^.^1 t_jGU 0 Cu G£)G3T<Tj| 

/ y , nCd jt)id rrcu? gtgsiCjT) gtiguagu 

ld n an cu ll| <u AfTGfficvjuqGuy. 

The celestials prayed that you raze the 
city of Lanka island of the merciless 
Rakshasa, which you did by setting 
your foot on Earth in mortal form. 
But do they ever worship you 
night and day, that they may be blest 
to see even a part of your many- 
splendoured beautiful frame? (92) 


ftirer.su, CI«iuuCujct(t)( 0) f 

Cl<9>rr(52>£> (5?® 1 

axrencu, CleuiuCujit* ui- sr.s,.ur^ 

UfTGMGUli; A 

ftcrensu JE>»J ©"«*& 

A GOT Cl i irgjj ' 1 " u c ' .. 
ion*™ J>«u C1a.nshsr.na; 

^GiiCTSl GrtlflUC 11 * 

The wicked ones of darkness that 
the morning before the Sun rises 
in the evening when the 
sets, and crowd the Earth everyday • ^ 

seeing this, no one turns his thong * ^ 
the dark-hued lord, no one bathes > ^ 
wisdom-tank every morning. n ° {0 
wakes up inwardly and offeis P r ‘ ^ 
the lord Tirumal! Alas! 

ernou uu, Cosmic Oaitf.n.0^5^ 
AGOT^^yib crW* 

OiDtuuLjiq Luncu 2 _ot •' 1 1 t jrprtj 

a^ftOT.o^ ^ 
(TTULJUV 2£in S*> L^cncu 6>{hth ^,p 

lfl67>Gu5,(£)lb ^ • 

^luuttv ujrr^pjii> 0.<jnsinG<OTOT; \ ^ ? 

u>£>g)> UJlT ^ <^^ lJ i0 

Only the pure Vedic seers are flfl 
wear your excellent lotuS-‘ e 
their heads. Like a blind co^ v 
out to graze, with the hen 0 [ 
offered praise. What else can ‘ j' 4 ) 
my lowly self? 

ajrrg,nCT)|Lb \ 

14 GOT 0 lb I 

gpgt ^«ii1u9cu a 0 n it)] ib 

^ip Gin <rn G t 

ujn^nGTyLD sS^J(£>ib :,iU^ 

rf(? 

inn^rrcblGTi gti , i5l gji G3*> gu , ^ ,v 

\A 

, f| 0 U^ J 

Seeing every soul fall and . ifl (i 
through repeated cycles oi 11 ]^i l 
death in various bodies, 
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Tirumal, — benevolent as mother and 
father, — comes to our rescue and frees 
us before we get stuck in needless 
despair. I worship him. (95) 

CUCIW%J(£)tb gjjCDfD&GTT UCU U«U 

id«£! cSl<£h(DLJ it cm 

iSlGTOTfii01DUJLD UffU UCU <^£><£1 , 

C^rrrrj: 

^eiryrfij0ui ug\j licvj (nprr^^l 

LJ flUlSl 6JftCTUg><J} r TL‘J 
vJnny^ib f^cnCcnrrtyiij ^cucumjj! 

CcuilcT'^i er^cSluLjGcvr. 


The sleepless Munis who overcome 
the pangs of repeated births, and all 
others, worship the lord without a 
peer or superior, who is the lord of 
celestials too. But the wonder of his 
coming to steal butter is beyond their 
comprehension indeed! (98) 

FT' CTTT O 0<9itg\j ^uSlcpih ^< 51 : CTjfii) 
cncijuub 

CT63T5>gji 2_(n^jniij {gi. ft>g> t^gncTT, 

4 h(j) U Gaft 

currcn^ajGijftA^ir) ^GuGufT^Qirraj^U), LDft)rr}i 


O Lord without a peer! You made all 
these many modes of worship, you 
made all these conflicting schools of 
thought, and in each one of them you 
made all these many gods; and in all of 
them, you spread your peerless form. 
My heart swells with love for you! (96) 


^^ifi^gjjlb, fGi. uQcugjjO), Ul_0 

SHGTiCtfr SSItpAGT! Cljmij£ 

* *>GT 3 T 0 «^OT3 tQ ^GUCVJfTGVi 

( gcDLDGujrm 5 ,{,TT ^jpcnri 
^ipcugjjub Cldjuj Od},aGu<£y>6u 
LDncncxj^ Acferesainrjft 

The hordes of gods worship anc 
circum-ambulate the ancient lord, anc 
n ^j ,r ^° urs beholding him wit l 
ove i e eyes. Yet everytime their eye! 

^hnk, they suffer the same pangs a 
?° s . e & oln S through repeated birth 
oath cycles through eternity. (97) 

giUCv^rr (vpdfl gu^ cocon^Qi^ib 

Q^nt 17 fQcsTrr), 

ffii ft 

©cniDCuirrn £,ld£(^u>, 
^t t6v,fT 5 j £>«rtlu CVj^ ciprrg^Q 
r lAltlLub O^cilGoj . 

- »<■*>«"* ^snon, u ., 

***** «T.onJ Oflfr^Gcvt. 


GTCuGvm CTcurrft^ib 
lS1rjrTCT5G3T ^CUGUfTGU f £|}C\JCT)6VJ (J>n€3i 
bO 0 I1_ fJjfiVjGVJgjlGGU . 

To the celestials in the sky, the mortals 
on Earth and to all others, here is 
what I know and declare: Other than 
the lord of knowledge, the lord who 
came as a boar and lifted the Earth, 
there is no god. If these w r ords be 
fowl, let them be. (") 

i-bGocunft rr^filcb nyfcirtcfr, i£l(2) LD,TGU 

u> Gun 

c\'CV>Gvjnn <0yq w icnmcar. 

cfil6<s*rf(rainu 1 ab Clfliij^ 
CWcu «$*," Q^rceaM-uiW 5> £>fl©JU> 

Gucucuftn 

Ouficfccun ^i 0 fi{i)cnOTT usmu anfo 

ClunujQb rfjlcu^Ggj. 

The lord Tirumal is worshipped by 
good devotees in Kurugur city. I his 
work of a hundred verses was sung 
by Maran Satakopan who wears the 
feet of those who recite his names as 
a garland around his neck. I hose 
who master it will never get stuck in 
the mysterious quagmire o 
miserable births. ( 100 ) 

Alvar's loins feet our refuge 
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Tiruvasiriyam of 
Nammalvar 

Invocation 


airflsrflCttjim ami cumpi 

^ ^^ftfi)ITCnC3T5> 

5)fT9rrcnc3T 

^ OT2>ft| Sjlsuag)j 

^ n JjPAflW ^ Ci f>. 

Praise relentlessly with .t pure hcan the 

Vakula-flowcr-garland-wearing Acharya 

arankusa, Nammalvar, who graced the 
precious Vedic text of Asiriyappa that 
rn ™ may live despite the age of Kali. 


men 


ClaftaA un upiOeu s.Qaj,, .fiA* 
tjfl£l (*,,, 

<5.L_fT iD^luiih LjjCinnQ, 

uco ft uoicn* Qo&mmik 

'-•A^ Can^l vfttjAfljA (2)631(0,1, 

*" «no.us,fien«A o, sot gh «n n 

Curtcu, 

(ipiq Cip ^ Cun 
1 "*< *«"* j>w«»to,ey c««^i 
sunuj ‘4ii> «,s*iora.e M ,i Jlsuuu, &&C.QO 
1 ' a651 ' 1 ^iomO '/>lo,u I i«,o„ j, j, 
c.tta.asia, o,suit fljWlto 

^ * L a, JbQci4<* ^fcniSlcb ^nonrSft,, 

(tp cn n r? 

<*»|.<vv«.rt. ar,fttl A „jp A 
*n,r,«„, a MJ<K ftsrfUi fill 1(Bj 
i ..' .,»v f*i 9 tf)nq f!ii inf*u, • 

O Lord wiih lotus-red feet iliai strode 
the Larth! Wearing the red clouds as 
vestments, the radiant Sun as a diadem, 


the pleasing Moon on your person. & 
stars spangled all over, with red c0 


lips, and green radiance-spre^ 

emerald mountains, you lie in the a n 
of the sealord, seemingly like one as ^ 
wearing a yellow vestment, a cr0 ? 0 f 
and many golden jewels, the rei1 ^ 
your eyes and lips glowing, the g rt ^ 
of your body overpowering 
in the middle of the Ocean oi 1 1 ^ 
on a serpent with many hoods.* . e 
recline in deep sleep where all 
gods led by Siva, Brahma, and 1" j 
stand and offer worship- ^ . x 

without a peer or superior, VN ll j, 
lotus on your navel! 


„ «, O'? 

® U«T 1 | c GTS T| fin?** 1 ® & . 

Ifctp* 

<*,(55)^0 < ^* 6U 

JLu'iln p (* ; JD a. Aa>Cf&^ ul 

j^ctuSIcO *> wr j rr-isn •0»,' nP ' y-i 
^ 1 . guL*r' 

M iO< My.<-* i ftljpiJU w 

Cp»( 2 ) OufT^il^ ^crt^GciinA &»&+*" 
§}\iiir)*r>n, ifin U; rnj H 

Opcsub^cvn^ rv,ct» A 

i • w , | * u 

'* ‘^nencu^jj ffitJinc^jCLDn - ^ . O 

The lord my father made and swall 0 ^ 
the worlds. Those who dearly de* 1 ^ 
wear on their heads the flowers <’ 
lord’s tinkling lotus feet, with k’^^jjl 
consumes the soul, the sweet am ^ 
delight that flows from hisgl°0 , j {1 ^ 
will they ever, — will the clear A 11 * 1 jf \\ 
souls ever, -- desire Moksha. e N ^ l( s 
comes with the wealth ol the 
dame, the strength ol abiding ^|j s > 
and kingship over the three 
I hose who do, let them. 

*'* yC 

■^^uiSicxj i^rTG^f^i r ^ 

* & «.or»V(^ ' ft 
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Qlolu ClufQ jk»_niu Clg)Uj«mi) (Tpffuiflcu 
(ip&GUCllGST .U, &l IT Gfi 1 cnftJ(£) ,$» 40 >CU£>&J 
ftjcnfj i|cno £lcnrj Clujrrg Qu0 gugtu ) 

Clcu^cui], 

c^(nju) (ipricvj tfpioSl ldoSI <m_cvj uu 

^ OGVJ 

^ij* a_L ftj gji_ cucnij <9itprr)(^l uj 

gjuf) lOfT^j OgjUjGUgjgil ^iq.UJC1IITej.(fl^ ^cjfl 

2) mb ^cnrr,5.Gc\j. 

.. .• • ,. i^itcu 2 «n i£l G ft n rr^j , asnifSl 

Cpicu nOft ? 

The supreme lord without n peer 
churned the deep Ocean of Milk 
with a thundrous roar that shook the 
mountains, using the king of snakes 
Vasuki, rolled over the might)' mountain 
Mandara. He has a radiant chest. He is 
the first-cause of the Trimurti. He rules 
over the worlds justly with great lame, 
and is worshipped by the three Worlds. 
At least now, will we not be servants to 
is devotees, through age after age? (3) 

Ojcjp curripuj 

u,nih 

UJ HGU Coich 

Cio* own,.! 

ueu.unjpo, 0ufl(2>|1(2) 


<n 6 \.j cvj n ld 

J®* 0,, ® A ** 9^ v* 

UftU ‘ 5 " *"*«** <S} vpana rr^j* 

Cm,ij«> ^<51, ' 

npeuev^ui cdav«n^ 

IXinUI0> ‘^ OT OP 2 .W .SNmCiu ? 


In the great deluge when all the worlds 
•>nd all the gods disappeared, the lord 
ecarne the precious seed for all that 
existed, then sprouted a stalk and created 
ihe four-faced Brahma, then the three¬ 
eyed Siva and the various gods. Will 
We ex Penence the joy of relentlessly 
praising the wonder-lord, the lord with 
lotus on his navel that made all the 
worlds, through age after age? (4) 


LDn (tp. 5 )Cu Gurr^j CpscinrQj <£hGSlip«9jg>j 

< ^CV)l S »fi>4? , 

UDGJ 3 T <^«*UU 0 <'J 3 gU , 

tfpcOT n ^ji^u Cun^i ej>CJTn)j cblcnr 

QecSg} 

iv,(Tcin(xp«f}j\_i i^2)G5jCT7 rv^n^l cfilujibgiJ 2 _c\juu , 
cunc^TGUff (ipcj)iD(Lp<«rirT) g\jl£)ul_ Clrhffj® 
£fTLDftng& <5inQ LDGunoi ^csriCl cjrrn(^) 
acjCI cunuj D_Gim_ujg,|ib ^uj , ${*) jbiruSlrgi 
^uSl fjib U)Cuirj)i2)«nc3T, 

0ifT)uaA Ancvi ufbucvj , 

^tp 14 Ga>ncn t^uSloui 

Qrv > iQ.GuJfTUJ<5>(<!^ <^C\JGUgx) 2_GuGdJ» ? 

O Ancient Lord! you rose into the sky 
wearing a crown that shone with the 
light of a thousand Suns, sporting a 
thousand arms like a forest of dense 
Kalpa trees, a face exuding charm, with 
coral lips and eyes resembling a dense 
thicket of lotuses. With one lotus- foot 
firmly on the Earth, with another foot 
straddling the worlds, you entered the 
world of Brahma where gods and 
celestials were filled with jov and 
wonder. Gods came in hordes and 
offered worship. Can the world 
becomes devotees of another god?(3) 

££><£)? t ^u.jcbGtfi» 

ircjiGfn itctt tncncnnn i^rjnL iq 

»_<,*33T0, *. 

CVi(rv,^ M«)U. u uw 

p,nc 3 t O^iucmb GLj(g3Jl5i<M; gjC^ n ^ii 

t ircwn<amn A(1L -^ 

CUffAeuc* t ipftcu" (ipiugyiii 

i^cncsTui 4 ft 1 ® 1 ' 1 

o&a cb id n lonuju 1 9m<^ 114 ^ 

, icu inn r>n,.,4><bi fcrf*^** 

Alas, alas, the ways of the world! 
Leaving out the mother cow they bathe 
the newborn calf! Leaving aside the 
I first-cause lord who made, ■ ltl 
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dham 


swallowed, remade, and measured ihe 
Universe, thus protecting it at all times, 
they pick-up some unknown wayside 
godling for worship, and only display 
their small minds and big egos, ending in 
cruelty and wicked acts that give sweet 
pain, driving the trembling nervous soul 
further into depths of Karmic hell!( 6 ) 


0 iL CarrGncu ^ 

near irirTjTierrr Ci ^ S'* # ^ 

o Eager Hean! Worship and pr&* j 
names of Maran Saiakopan. j-° 
Kuruguramid fragrant nectar-unpp.^ 
groves, and make an effort to 
his poem. 


fTjcrfln \u{j)d a cm i_ id g)j ib 

$cifln ^cniDtijCun cucucgjjLh (ipgjCun 

lunoicn* 2_cuA(ipih tuncu^ii ^iauuL; 

<£)coib, $>i d>irct> r alA @0 

idcu n <*i~n 6l0Ct|ti> 4 1 & fci a_i_cn ujujrhjA; 

£>0 ClufT0gn lj(T)u un0^cirrt51 (i/>tL§Gugj]U5 

^^uuLft Aiib&i gemeua 

Carwj^ cui 

Gu0 uar» inmucyKsn ^cucvig^i 

CJ-0 unfT GgjOJGUti U35>«)l £2_ CTi L LU C LO rr 

ujnCtii ? 

All the worlds without a single 
exception, all the souls and all the gods, 
including the crescent-headed Siva, the 
four-faced Brahma, and the radiant 
Indra, along with Earth, fire, water, 
air, space and the twin orbs, fitted into 
a small child’s stomach. The lord 
swallowed everything and lay sleeping 
on a fig leaf in the deluge waters. 
Knowing him as we do, will we ever 
serve another god? (7) 

A Ivars lotus feel our refuge 

PeriyaTiruvandadi of 
Nammalvar 

Invocation 

wjb&>2>V> Cla>t&C«! 

surbfifhfrl *'•""** 6>J<nfS>$Cu>- a<b«> 


t ipuj*brf)l Aid jj, |I|§4 
^Uj/bff^jcuniLi tfTliGlDfT(5 $> 4 1L ) 


fTjfT 1 


G^rrcm.* ^WncfluLjC" 


r*>eu idr 


^rrejm) 

O Hean surging forward with ed £ e 
Come join me in writing this 
Together let us weave the glor * 5 L ' ( | ie 
hue-of-Kaya-flowers-lord . ^jflg 
string of passionate words iS 
from the tongue. 

r tub 

i_|AvpCcumh tj^uCunih; (fTL 0; 

^'AipCcunih in^luCLjnii ; tn$Ca' n . 
cr i»ijA cnmncu! O a pL a gssi id rr gv* * . 


crfbJ Aciiir> rrco agtjtl nuj 


j- gU 

O Adorable Lord with 
eyes! We may praise or not P* 

™ . « ■ 7 K - bla^ e * - 


we 




we may blame or not 
may revere or not revere. ^ ^ 
revile or not revile. Pray do " l ^ eS e 
angry. Though we are sinners* 
are love-offerings, note! 

m pit 

^ciiCrn fhcvjcu: £$- 

S?®' 6 ** CTcjrigj jg}GD€U 

&*»*** 0-, 

ffrefrearneo ^a) LUMl 
ciduainco Ciaa.0c.ncog!! ? 
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|VABP pA ' 

. „nt know what is good, 

O Lord'-1 d° n - - s what , and what is 
whs« even if do, I cannot 

^ hat Tor^atn^hingonmyown. 

takC ° there that lean do? (3) 

\Vhat ‘ s tne 

„ w- 0 * 7 

“>P© 1 

^.CipO' • 

^ c, * aI 


r • ~dr<*** M^W“> 

>. ^5UU 

r-t ■ 

r n , ^ 0»,&* 

Qu&e>’ P "' wed ded to the lord, mv 

MV hea J inl Krishna, of ocean-l.ke 

dark radian £ who in v he 

gl0r Id iHtore celebrated than me. 

world . there be such a 

Come to think, (4) 

one other than m • 

^ s Gu ^ ; ■ 

^ (npCpCiun 

10 cnsi)*® 

if, 7 

O Wonder Lord! You are the child- 
hearing mother, you are the birth- 
civing father, you are all the people 

" t-pn of. O Lord who drank the poison 

breast of the ogress! How wonderful 

are your ways! ‘ 

QlhI « f*<g>e C""? lDn 

1 Cu>^ a."-©^" 7 C,D * b " s " ' 

^'fglCinncDLD 

• _ AOTJTGWrCc*- 

^ C\B\vcun^ c«W" 

^ rrgj) 2i_cn0ujnuL 

£I( * Cl.-*— «** - G - nib “" b 7 

r i K nshna! Will you only show us the 
C , v to your feet and disappear? Or will 
W bow us your dark radiant frame as 
welP We do not know what lies ahead. 


Pray tell us what you intend. Whatever 
you do will surely affect us. (6) 

ajrrCiD .fiH^v^cnctfiCuinai CaGiumb; cttg^t 
OjtrCvD Af^7UjiA«?Knnuj<3 fi - 

tjj Vjirtuj 

Q 3 ibifin oti g) <£)c 3T fxmrrc&cvj CsheftOjgj ^ 
utrn 

^ibLDfrl ©G3T urrgj^gjj 

O Lord with the lady of the lotus 
adorning your chest! O Lord who 
measured the Earth! My heart has 
already attained your feet. Alas, we 
sinners alone are still far away. (7) 

<^(^(2)^ *<zu@tb Qg>fflcij SL-GraTCnnvh; 

c^CinGu 

Ou(T)(£)ii> L,<S)g>| CTC3T ? Cn£*n - 

u(r^a»cofTib 


U(r^O»C0fTlD 

ucnni-icnc-uSn! UITtT ^enr^gn! uncBQujib 
®i®jst #tncrcsTL_| 

2—cm-uSn! n^ibcnijD 

O Lord, sweet as ambrosia! You are too 
subtle to be seen by our sinner- 
selves’ eyes. Nor do we know the clues 
by which to attain you. Yet our love for 
vou swells. How come? Pray speak!(8) 

tTjUn*^ ^mqCu-inib cranny Grfjmbgj 

c ..anriasgj] crcjT? icmcvjntT 
<5 MTi<^( 2) <s^cun 2>mb anrre^ ^earncy- 

CTU)ff,(2) 

ajng,n@jii) ^<£^0 a,ncs^T, Gjj^Ga! 

^icurr 

O Heart! When even his beloved ones 
find it difficult to approach him, what 
use our pleading, “We are your slaves”, 
thus and thus piteously? Let anything 
happen to us, you keep on thinking 
about him. ( 9 ) 
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Cidcu ££>(n)Cuii; 
C7ilCi_rr0 

S*( 2 > r^rTcOcun; cjn ^coconcu, - 

ujno> cucwftAii) ^w,n? 67 uneuib! 

5>6u Q/b0C«! 

cfii* 2_€T5 i_Cuj ntb 

The eight Vasus, the eleven Rudras, 
the twelve Adityas, the twin Asvins, - 
- being none of these, who are we to 
the lord? What is our worship to 
him? Alas, O Heart! We have only a 
boastful tongue. (10) 

fbffiprrcu ypujcinrn cucu ^rj^^cr 

2 _uStcinij 

njcola>cu 9 «r cijcvSlCtu?- 

«5H,i 

un^ib j£; 6urrg)jib f>; £u^\b 

iSc^LD ^,lij (9651(0 $i- 

You engaged a boastful Rakshasa in a 
battle and took his sweet life. Does this 
behove your valour?, — when you are 
the Earth, you are the sky, you are the 
wind, you are the fire, you are the 
water, and you are yourself as well! (11) 

£ ^ccrCrt) . 04^1 ^jjpG&uLjrrcn 

96510}! C_ ip 6St (T) n OJ j 

Ci 1 mu 6j>cjtg[)i CWcucSl mar? Cun 

1 CTCJtIT)|tb 

** n fi-uCfljdib h cdaa ClArtcncmtui 

(9, C33TC331 CaTfl, rtc in 

Acfoi nu'i GU\p*>{Oy. 

(3 Heart! Have you not cast me into deep 
despair by your act ions? What use dilating 
on this? Go, you were never the one to 
heed even my best advice. Know that 
praising Krishna is the only good. (12) 

• " *.*'• irnffjiO^ncrt ^tquiitn 

C 6 l] CWI 1 

iJup/MfcCifib ^incraTG ,l i •} GT.ir.cij 1 gijjiu, 1 
fi_ OTflCt ? 


ffiib 4K^1 Oai#i 0 ^y&gyub ujhot Ccucm- 

CTC3T (9iwodtACtt 

lD trcu £>rrtl(^t CL_«n Cirnsfla enuj. 

O Lord! This is no breach of conduct. 
You could make an exception for 
your devotees, it is no great loss. I pray 
you, at least because we are your 
devotees, let our eyes see the radiance 
of your dark frame. (13) 

0 n uj n eu a>ifliun«n«n a_ar ^ rfjl u.j n 0 n ib , 

Ci_iiunn Cuujn ^vu; * 

£ ujfm? Cuiriufij 
Cg)Lbi_i PKiorai asncyi 

^cblcncin ^ib 

umburm cumuJ. cn* j^lLl cvj urng)9- 

O Heart! The ogress knowingly put 
her breast to the dark one’s lips and was 
called an ogress. Who are you then? 
Knowing well that the sense-sensations 
are soul-consuming, you go on seeking 
them, — like extending one’s hand into 
a snake’s mouth. (14) 

J n "£»g>) |£>n G3rt)^C0! fl*iUJ(Jib 

Cufrg>g»J Am t£)Cl i ^UD Ci \e* 

^cucncu; - 

ib Ciiitfrfl^ fh nGTi f 2>nib /W 

£»lb(tp63U Ul 

(JaibCiflcaflA AtxjfQjcnn fiLj nn £n. 

O Heart! When the ocean rolls, the 
lord lies on it and lets the waves touch 
his feet and caress his frame, and even 
gives a look of love with his red 
dreamy eyes. Remove yourself from 
the path of self-destruction and 
praise the lord. There is no loss of 
identity, it is the obvious truth. (13) 

ujHTjfhgjj dlcDi.ji jficb Qjcrw] n g>i 
C'-irt 6unuib<n .*H i 0,(i4><!fcacu C lj fj n an n 1 - 
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£ ' 


«TS>M 

dfiQ *-&&* ^ ^AlC* °- 

^sSsSssfts 15 ® 

SfeoiU w '■ d ,J embrace to 
* chicb y°““ d re make o» ear •« 

, . swaH' ii me that 1 ma> ' e 

ch -nns’ P«y tel ' (16) 

occasions- 

conV '° CC c.**-**"* . 

<***»«> *<■'■**" 

Gunw, <5H ^ 

*,««■ ™ c "' ,a ’ S’" 10 . 

„, n tf* «S>0«™ n ^’ C - 

*"*" a v0 tees gather and , 

Wh r Wd. he »ves them succour, even 
l0lhC ^c does not appear before 

handier that too, he doesn t 

them; ant ri He wicWc d a bow and 
speak to tnc • ^u; no the heads 


QflncucSlcvJ <£> 65n !X) ^cucncu .ta*,gd <^|ftyujn 
^rb^sGLA 1 
ctcufiSl u*€o crciiTCSTngji ctuCung^ih - 

O £ a cu gti gvj a, a. cwr 
ion^ 5,(T«nGina*(2) cicucunih <^>n GgcuannCuj 

Angj^noncnst aincraiQur. $> o>n653i. 

Nothing wrong in telling you, 
O innocent Heart 1 . Night or day without 
interruption, at all times, the lord offers 
protection to the five against 
the mighty army of marauders. You too 
can see him, look 1 (\9) 


«,nc3invjn^cu -fwY* cr>»>£h O^ncrcu rc^cu 
r^ncrauliuQib ^cnGgi? n^nii Cu^gvj - 


QfhrtOTsrQ £?_ eolith 


iDncpa?) 

i^n cifb© 
-^>3 n esi 


l,v cn - ^ -- 1 

sjrnn 3>nt£). i $€33ntnbn£j3 Q^cstij^. 

gather and P cnno ^ Aho, this heart is sensitive 1 it blushes 
with shame at the very thought 
or mention of touching the 
beautiful manikin-lord who took the 

( 20 ) 


spcik to ’' 1 c ™ ountain , rolling the heads 

stoodhkea ^ ^ p^ e boulders all 1 Qac^ Qeu\h tbn<£cv> G 

c f the KaKsi ' | o,n6 

aroU n<i.(H) 1 -•- ^\~ ■" iCsr-V 


Earth as a gift 1 


<? ,niD» | r' cu ^rrdn nftu 

rt6V »»© 

G^fTtiu >ng» 

- ^ai C*™"* »«-»«**«> 

» icu *-t?> cfi\g><b rt1 

, • ««* 

C»0 nCvJ ' * 


<■„-* *-©•»*“ ' U * *■ ' , •*. and ocean in his stride. Toda 

1 ’ n diminishing, Seed that un o <. m I has fitted those feet Into itsel 

'n . - e variegated forms. You that we do not enter hell. 

^hv a leash of rope that lett a 

UrtilHO 1 . .* i . ^ cnAkt l * i it*Y, » «- 


rt til lj (T) (£) 

-v.v »yi 

^carnal 

inr» « (f^ct(ib Linn <?>n ^cv|vb 

^nii ((VjCucst 5,ncn o»ncti. 

Then in the yore the dark-hued lord 
extended his feet and covered the Earth 
and ocean in his stride. Today my heart 
itself, to ensure 
( 21 ) 


bOU v d then ynu tou & hl wllh ■’ SnJ u l 
marh. t ,_ _,,l ^r.isine the 

ihat let 


Ot i n£,jj> (h {hi cu n n lD 

that let’ - 11 And vet who realises your 1 ,,, 

****ZZrt*m. «» 1 

ordinal ton 


i another mark erasing t e 
*' , vour 

( 18 ) 
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dhaf 1 


cucucfilcncsTiurrft ®,ntb djfjr)<£j 
AfTCsrarngjj gcnor^&j. 

The adorable lord has entered my 
heart. All my tyrant Karma-kings 
with their booty of wicked deeds 
have no place to rest, and are spending 
their days roaming and moaning with 
sore feet. ( 22 ) 

^cncTTuu ituj ^CDcrruj^uLjnajjQjb^ffGu)! 

QtfrrtfjrCcSTaT; 

6,<h 5>LDCJT 2,lD (TAfiTT U - 

crilu^j 

2>«»UJ 5>5bgil Giorr^nuicu r£>cu(A)Ciinan 

jbCUAfTULjncsi 

5>nuj cr>#> cr <*\j 2_ ^ncir. 

O Heart! What I say may make you 
swoon: Yama’s agents will unleash their 
hounds on us and mangle us sorely. 
But do not lose strength; the all-seeing 
lord who is mother and father to al 
souls will not see this happen. (23) 


Let all do what they wish, is it 
to judge and correct the vast w .j 
On my part, I have freed ^ u gh 
heart of untold miseries, t r 
Krishna’s grace. 


ungyib, CTG3T Ql£>0AUb £ 

9 

AfT CPH ib LQGDOJ U_| UD .« 

^ IQ ' 






^0cn €TgT r g)| dj 2>CI7U ITCU ^IA && ^ ^ 

Mv lord, a huge form of darkn eS ^^ 
given us a staff called grace. ^ ) ^ a y 
and I have agreed to use it to dn vC ‘ ^ 
evil Karmas into the f° reSl ^) 
mountains. 


r* o <; sh^ 

^i^ujncu Liu) Ai_!b5) 

(ipiqujrrcu dilaiDvJ 

■ | 

C\0{$ AUJGUA6TT g,(TCTT (0 lO "£>gjl 0 fl p 


5,nrC<5sr C^rrcsTfOCu; <$icttuh 

fp>«rrC)l gcoCun§,fTsjr; 
£,rrGan 6lrT)rTAL. (A)ib 5>©fr Cg>ndFT(T)Cu; - 

A> nGssfl 

^GDCTTA^CU UfTfT <£(£ GtDCU tf>C53T0 

<^cntouuiTC3T c^czTrrco, 
unrflGsrGmGu ^rr ? 

The lord is self-made, without a peer 
or superior. Even his qualities that 
others acquire are by his grace. When 
he wills it, the world goes awry, but 
he sets it right too. Now who can 
measure his glory? (24) 

•$£ 0 * 8 ClduLiuj; 

^ijnlujb&i ^«uCs>? fi 

iL/GflO,&>ar)C>j GiiGF ia,6?r>5) iDnrr>rf)lCQjT«P 

ciinGcTtmi 

j/ QfiQ, Q ) a\<i'jG>H.v 4 6S’u*i>erincij. uificai. 


£*i£)£\cvnDncu, £, 

[s it the joy of striding the f in£ 

your feet?, or is it the joy of n0 t 

the sky with your crown?,~~ j 1 t |ie 
know. O Ancient Lord! A l0 ’ ,u 
wonder in your face wn l J 
stretched your jewelled l et ^ 7 ) 
measured the Universe! 


^«nCfr), r^nib AfTCsmrrAi ™ J>» 

Qnhip'v* 
S_L_fi>C33pG<ra3TCvi An^gjjia 1 

The lord can never be seen bv 

but that is only now. When 1 fo * 1 * 1 

eye called heart contempl* ies ° n 


^cyrGrn, «Kih actci Ancgpiib 

A IT IT SL'i?) 


ftilatf53TC55Tncu ancrorn^F, <34611 ^ 


708 








IYARPPA / Prose Works 


and realises him, these eyes will also begm 

to see our discus-lord’s dark form. ( 




G<5GL)Gg\j 

*n- 


_GTT31 fJS> 

Sc**® «rf«uA &<*<*>*, 

^ cmcnj G3T ^G^rrtcvj , 

OOT*© cicrflujcsi cno Clu^icnOT, 

The lord my father wears a sprightly 
Tulasi garland. Can anyone understand 
him fully? The more humble one is, 
the more one understands his glory. He 

comes to me with case. (29) 


CUK. 


ID«V c~^ L 


LjCnn^Guncu 

C1s37^pj«JK^UJ 

inneb ft* * i frrf fy a-CTTtffuh 1 
<^f f^iGA , 

^)«T). CUCVifc^ (5:3 '' 63Tlljrtn 

gjfllb fT-CJ3l(^ 

A crQci^'g)] ^csiCiritr &'JK*y 

My heart is too small to contain my 
adorable red-eyed lord's glory. Hence 
no longer can my past Karmas sit 
here like old. Rather than stand in a 
corner and cringe, let them find their 
way out and leave. (30) 


^4 |P iji -Hf^CGUniDTTiij, 

r9ip$yjii> ^\ia, Sbnnyxh ^G^rniD -<g,i£cu0> 

(Oyi nijAGTl /J,«iGVniSgjJ G & "(►? 

0y tii *,i_w*nc\» C^DiufTn 

The lord who reclines in the deep ocean, 
danced with pots on his head and 
all around, jubilantly. Knowing his 


O<?uj inib cr»critfJsGtb <9jfTip>6\4rpjQjn 

Qrtj^^cnfia; 

ujmb Gsujsugjj L_g>g)] @(^i0 lung,, ? 

Damodara, the lord who was leashed 
to a mortar, is pleased with servitude. 
But the heart is not the one serve if 
told to. Instead it will go on subserving 
its base Karmas claiming, W I am my 
own”. In such a situation, what is it 
that w'e can do? 


ojrrgyn^uj p4if)i ^ 

GTC3t QanCcua 
CibAfc* ^ yD) ft|fd|- 

t * ftOIU> " QouJlLJn C &l Sl uinc() 

umryufurn 4H,^crac3t, ,neb? 

The lord with his discus minces the 
Asuras who make no effort to improve 
themselves. Even knowing him a little 
gives immense joy. Why then does no 
one approach him by any means?( 33 ) 

imeb ucijicDu u.ind) 

u^i liy ) 

Qibe* ft6WT 

WMi£lujnuj! c^iiinoj! G^ncbcfi^^ 


power to 

his beauty, we have become his toot- 


end our Karmas, as well as 


print and his shadow. 


PO 


£,11X91(5) 


ffHUtSSHTi Gcn'3fc 1 (*?&J n " 

», rrC to n A n cyr n n 


<5iD*><9) Gtfiij CTCTTfnrrcb Q^ilnitng^- 

Cnpffifih GTGSTffll 


CiLDuntV’ Ai^iqub 

(g£W«jnuji Q»> arrftqy^ 

O Lord of deep-ocean hue! O First 
Lord! O Means for the destruction of 
our age-old Karmas! We have heard of 
your glorious form reclining in the 
Milk Ocean. Because of mv desire to 
attain you, my feel falter’ my heart 
faints, my eyes roll, .lias! ’ ( 34 ) 

■SU'Dlui. SfOhftfciib. <0. i*„b, 

^cing^nh 6^<9bnnnfnnG5i; <n<bn 

nc^T ^G3TrQj ^uy cyv^, 

sub?n 14 urn tun<jvj OurrejiGi jujCfirtesi <nmiu 
iDnnc\| @f_jb a^Gin 
<£MfaSi 1 j«m mein ^cnCrr, ^cvjejr? 
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dham 


The lord in standing, sitting, reclining 
and striding postures never cares to 
rest, never leaves my heart. Then in 
the yore, he came with beautiful hands 
and strong nails, stopped Hiranya’s 
mouth and tore his chest. Is he not 
loving towards us? ( 35 ) 

neural gjeuai <£i,ih ,$yb 

2 _ih i_j n 

(HCTTcry - 

^ n rrcu , 

cShojCctt 

Seeing his multitudinous forms, as 
the he there, the he here, the he 
betwixt, and the he in the sky, do not 
get confused. Know the Krishna alone 
pervades all, and worship him. He will 
appear in all the forms you desire. (36) 

^10 ujrrrr 

<StG,0? 

[bnGiD a_.«v Gujhud jj,cu Oir^^Ga 

L4, OlD tU 

LDglJ^rj GID Cl6J5TT g^ipfiuj lD ITC\j rTGTi 1} 

rftirnpgjgj ^ib 

ArjCuD ^cjrnjncvj tgHcmxi. 

O Good Heart! To have proper 
understanding is a rare thing; we are 
fortunate to have it. Be firm and praise 
with love the adorable lord who wears 
hce-hummingTulasi flower garlands. (37) 

rj0,(0M.b Ol 2? 67 UtG» - ^rjfTU^CU, 

Q«h^G^' 

££'OT.tO.9>(0)tI> Q« (rT^^jtii? €*.< 

0 *hj &> <«n 

C)A\ ( »u 2H,tiSlcajliij lOjtipnuj v£)rrujffJ)CTiGuj 

Gt.iAGin Gi i Si Hup. 

(3 Heart! Come to think, do we have 
sutiiueni t ime lor praising him? Speak 


every moment about the sweet g ar 
lord, even if it be derisively ak° ul . 
hardships with the cowherd dame- 

(Lpuj CStCq^tG LDfT , _ 

gjipniu iDirnsudfl 

^cjnip5>gxl 

Gli rtuj , a_u<ff>rrrjii) QufTc6!uJ0» _ 

cunuj 2_us.nqih Q^ncjsTi_ ^ 

O Heart! Calling the Tulasi-g^,., 
lord just once, did we then go to s 
him in Vaikunta? Have we not stay 
here and used every opportunityto P x 
his glory? Tell me. 


LD0£U ( @ 6 ^ G . , 


T,Ca' 


cnniuuCLin .. 

SUCT Qz>&' 

I ClJ»T67>UJ Qcmi) 

#u I** 

GlJUja, £)tTUJ AGVJHUJU ®“" 

iCfHu&gjfTffineaT etinip&Gg, ctjg>S1« 

Come, O Heart! There is no be lie 
oppurtunity than this. Do not cast 
into hell again and again. Better p 1 ‘ t 
the lord who sucked the ogress r *_ ^ 


and her life v/ith it. 




QjoSltmb ctcjt rglcsicntb^ii raidb&i 

-subSIu.’ Q* 
*&&$■ 


lioS^uj (ipu^ giimu Qjnrbj^ 

Oi ingQT cr»A*incv.i i &>£ 


uflu rfyCT^'ftjih i£lrb(^ib .. ^ ^ 

O Strong One! The wrestlers th° u ^| 
they were strong, but vou, ' 
your beautiful discus-bearing ban ’ ^ 
rolled their strong heads and destiO ^ 
them. Now the world can . 
undisturbed lor many years. 
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u«n a_.<sWTi~ff63T; uffff 2_L6)ipff,^,ncai: u rrff 

: uffft fr<^rj 

utrfr (jji< 2 rr ucn l CTcjiLigiTcii 

Uffft g u £ 

^eurTf^JiD C|1 L C l0 ? 

", t - 'fT537 LlfljffCUffC^ 

They say, the lord who swallowed the 
Earth and remade it, lifted it and 
measured it, is also the lord who made 
the Earth and space in the beginning. If 
the lord is himself the Earth and space as 
well, who else can be our refuge? It , s 
impossible to seek another. (47) 

^cntfuiuiB <rc*T c,^ 3, aAi 

.>,€51^) uS'tUJ 5,drcy«£rr_ 

^«r.eu 
• fl*C ft 

mGffg, ^juicr>f7 icnuj^^ii) | 

The lord ends the despairs of gods w ho 
come to him seeking refuge. For those 
who do not hold him firmlv in their 
hearts and offer worship.' is thc ‘ 

anv 7. a >- ‘O free themselves ol\lZ 

minds jo 5 UI tn^ir 

( 4 .Vi 


minds agonies? 

<»«** (lanO&fb. 
.fl* ci.nu.ig, 


CVj nivj>6 

.DHCj^-a, &ni 1 aiW An r~ *^ VJ1 - &J 

3>oib ^l^uj^ub 

Even iMhe good heart with,r, *, , 

for feeling and the tongue with its facu *■ 
of speech do not themselves „ 

m the lord's praise on their own. He 

w ho make no effort to nj-jic .^,l 1 , 

«.-cm f |„„hcrKa ra ,«bf'" Sl " , ^” J 

ftkf cm *cm5t u.m^, 


eu " ao ‘ i><bne » ^ 

Q Ar . Ue5T rrn 

Fearing the travails th l 

S l ° hea P^-e^t K -n,s 

*° rd - whom celestial llpped th ^ 
worship, - wilh Sla ' S praise a „d 

.n^-'-hou, 
P th °f devotion fr °n> m y 

on a ,J. . ^ 

- **»»■«,* 

* * 

This itTh QS ? Ca! 

Spc f.dayafteS'Th"" ° f "h at w 

c -»wCKf' h '"' °h^ 

, ■**•*•■ • *** 
a, _ " ' '*'* 9«6>tQ. 

^'crarL a *. - 

»-*Sasfa. 

askinp for- 1* r VOUfiuvr-n 

ft favours w ' - e °rne 

contemplate and pH ” ' n ?. n >’ can 
V re are they? Cen „ .1 cfn-ectlyS 
'" m b «of MM,.,,,, 

( 47 ) 

^ »^'*j 2 )ffu>: A J M * 

; ■ ■ 

^"^BoanoK^, t| ^ ^ «-l Kltsn 

■*** 
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1 tne sake of the 

Nappinnai the lord killed er ‘ arnie d 

bull, « once. V ""”' sh, >' 

»e lieve song),, lhc home of v”f k „ 
hl 8 her than the hiehesr h * ’ 

• h »"<.-ft a nd F 47 h “ Vt “ 8) ' s 

OJ 6 OT 0 

b *®" U *■*> 
fhnn a,--,.*. . „ jj^fTSTT 

moumaTm or 1 ^'°“^' ° r 

the dark „ ,“**P <*«-. or 

Kaya Bower, oi anyth' "j hu ™ min 8 

out, savinp “TLv yy . , and ««es 
form” ’ * S ns ^ na ’ s glorious 

(49) 


***' 9+W. <**«*. 

*** ^ w ^tr 

••c'h' eue^ol* 0 ’- 

id ft surrtL ,Q™; '■ u6 °'k»2>lola,rc\> 

" tblm 'bStrA m6aTli>? 

Not once does thpUr^K i 

devotees -“ T ,0rd . ake P“V on his 

Alas, does the lord w£ ? h * 
horse’s jaws have such a hard h^n?{ 50 ) 

U>,ISitefil ®^ *» @L. s C a cTjJ^* 

^ a ;r:^r 

"*»*■* A-** 


subduing the anger of the wicked 
1 Ve senses who rule the heart, 
contemplating on the feet of the 
u asi garland-wearing lord with J 
^ ea ) mind, the life given to noble 

ones is graceful. (51) 

LDrrciTST urrcrfr&gj; , r ^, fggfc&d** 

LD fTLUCTiJGtT 

asusWT uncS)^ a_cW7t_rTCjT^ £L_(ff)6V L ^' 

<3,rT63Trun-63T Jb 10 

l)f*U *0 

. n 


^ *eil>; ^ 


> Punuj xt fjjiv^uu 11 

Then in the yore the lord came as 
•Manikin and begged for land: h* 
«rank the poison of the ogress’ breas< 
ssdt 1 relish. My eyes crave to see h ,s 
adorable form, and see nothing else- 
y tongue seeks to taste his namt-’ s > 
nothing else. ( 52 ) 

«f>cjif^| Oii(i,a,eifj>TfD(i«v!iuffc :,T 

S - ChP) fj LJI l^tjj • c-i tpff r fn\Q UJfl (?£•(£) 

CTdT °* UJai * CT *GtD £}©*£ $; -0*. 

«2>ii 

ig ^curr^(^ 

ffTejT^j cSM^^LD OlfTlStfT? 

° Adorable lord of red eyes! I h** 
sornet ing to say. You are always k eefl 
° do s °niething for your devotees. B«* 
vent eVaikunta experience you 0 ^‘ 
cannot be any sweeter than the joy f 
contemplating y our glories. (53) 

Ccsrn IDf^l thk-Cftllf, IDfrtfTji^ClDff, 

*fr sjrrr *CWTiDCViD ff W 

S>raT ® 1 e *» *mu 

. filTSTT 

* ^ •»©*©■ 

1 e ,°^ erec ^ worship at the feet o* 

° r who threw a ralf iia^irKt a w■ M ‘' 


1 ^ l a worship at the feet 

| ° r , w ^° l hrew a calf against a 
PP e tree and felled its fruits. Lo - 1 
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our terrible miseries have left us 
without a trace. Wonder where 
they went?, — into the sky, or into 
the ocean, or into the winds, or into 
the fire! ( 54 ) 

ClOngjtj^ UjGj41 

■in n £h (mF) i uj rt n 

uD0rri]Cai qjo ^iflujCngyub - G^n^G^ 
iTlDSi(0) 'MTGtfJTGVJfTlD gruCluiT^U ffii lO \ 

2_CTfOTrtffO 

Locna, ftciicncv.’ ^fTuuirn gd 0£V| • 

The lord reclines on a diademed serpent 
in the wave-lapping ocean. He cannot 
come to us. But we can see him well in 
our hearts at all times, and be relieved 
of worries. ( 55 ) 


cSHjT)] f?«rr(£i jgeuGncvjujfTCVj; Gurn^Gu 
@aflfi>nco; gtgvjCcvj! 
<£w,Eu cji0<aiaT q<s,nGijni0i - s>_0 

tDRQjlA 

■s^^curr ^nuj G^iuguit ^mb ^cjrrrjj £l_c\j^M£> 


ftnujGun - nib, 
^-Jujcun na^Qxb gdj£). 

np J r f J s no wa y to return. Aho, this 
_ 1 e 1S SWeei * The lord afar who 

, e a cow herd lad, the wonder lord 

^nat a wonder! (56) 


lo n it) frj nG C3T n ? 

Curm ^C4C33T6ar 0,G3Tcr»Gn f - 
5.i£l£bgj| CilWth 

3» n Lp6V| ufhrfjl l_|Oj ndj ClGucTTcnth 

rren S2_A6 Tt, 

r*y ld rrrrsi| iditcv.i. 

O Heart! The lord pressed the violent 
Asura Hiranya to his lap and tore 
a part his chest, making his blood and 
gore flow into pools of vortex 
everywhere. Will he not also rid us of 
the terrible Karmas that stand 
between us and him? ( 57 ) 


l£(tG«vj! i_na<3 Can<S! U3fnf)C(r:cv! 2_G7 

urrCcv Gijitcu ^(fleo - 

C LD G\J I7CVJ f 

i^inujui ^C3T(?r>iD QiJfDTjj 

(^fTiGfDCUGU <£>4C3TIT) ( ; 

ds)lji.| §p*a>‘ ujmai CGiJtjr0ib ld^tQ. 

Adorable lord! Never again must 
you remove you radiant frame from 
my heart. I have grown to love your 
glory flood, sweet as milk. I seek, — 
not the freedom from rebirth, 
continuous service at your feet, — but 
only that I may never forget you. (58) 

tonCL. ffuCfuClufry gij nnib gtgttC nr) 

gij 6\j gSI st> gttui nn 
^rtufT^ib ^ftirgiub GMh&Q&.nGncnnn - 
©SlGl- Gl_JfTUJU 

Gun g£S,lD $G<nrj-9i ^GTOTGuGn^ib 

Cup GTT CUT 

Cutr *£> 0,0 41 £>$ 00,0 Gurrfbgjj. 

The lord reclines on a serpent in 
the middle of the ocean lapped by 
splashing waves. Even as we think of 
him, our terrible Karmas leave us, but 
they do not go away to the forest or 
elsewhere. They remain close by, so 
that they can enter again. (59) 

CuiVjbgiJ 6j>cnnr)! iSIgst 

r§) fT) u n uj jiglcucunuufTuj 
<T-frjj> gjipmu Lomu<no<sjiCiLi ; 

<rrnb(0)ir> 

(ol £F) fTGU G?T> G\J ID 11 OgIUD fF)fj4>lG\J CtfllfTtDGVJ 

^nuu2>fb(5) 

^cvjcncu <5>ncysi LDipCf^afT 

O Heart! Without shifting your 
attention to anything else, go on 
contemplating the sweet Tulasi 
garland lord if you will, or leave, if you 
will not. But know that there is no 
other god who can ensure your 
protection against the terrible 
miseries of hell. 
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®a>2> (ipcnff)ujnear CaomCuo ,D«*r 

niacin 

lD<^ 0 (ipcn^ujacO ojrcjt *. „ , q . 

(ip cn 0 (tp eu, ^ 

gcu© y£> Qfijgrfl^ncu C^GbcunCg, 

*5) n 'jp c{? * i5l cn, 

usai @®j^a ar>OT ^lua.^.i, .gjj,? 

When the lord extended his fooumo 

the sky, the stars below looked like 
myriads of pollen-dusted flowers 
strewn by the gods in hordes who 
came and offered worship with 
proper chants. ( 61 ) 

Sdr auhSIcu 

C^cbcncrfl Gcjiuj, 

curr^T C*@ 

. ^ (S C!r,, -*<£>g> 2,ac5T 

IBS5511* ftfnbq Currco l0CTOT 

Clu^ u»(0/i, A( l 9qt. 

The stars became the spokes, the 
planets became the frills, the sky 
became the umbrella, the lord himself 
grew and became its stick, when the 
manikin lord measured the Earth. He 
is also the medicine for all our 
sicknesses. 

^ ** 0**** * 
C Ljn tbg>iU> CurnL, 

^cr»fi«.Acwi oijb^i ^c^crribA 

ClJ n LU GST LD fb 0 o, ^ £51 fTj] 

' • Ufelt Cfh^ujaGm & 

. r\ a 

Utfshlujib rrAkft i incsi. 

The dark lightning cloud came 
rushing, like the bow-wielder lord who 
cut off the ears and nose of the terrible 
Rakshasi, then blown by an opposite 
wind receded, like the discus lord 
retiring into his sea abode again.(63) 

.DOT 4j,ib .shoot , , n «filCj,jA a&A*. 

a. tot"<w f?,*, ryiOT^i Cun&jib imjti) sjqp 

<2# cwi IJH 


ctuj 5,063^err t icncTflcr gu fTuu 

*»** 

GTi&a^GJT Clg,nyinC6U <£hGU£>giJ ? 

If the gods had realised the transcend^ 
lord in the Avataras of R arna W |J n a 
he pierced seven trees, and 
when he tore apart the beaks o ^ 
bird-Asura Baka, would they not n* 
offered flower worship with '° * 


hands thrice a day? 


(64) 


&CVj !b<3aJ IboSlinii) «9,(^rh u jK3“>0 • ' ' ^ ^ 

LDCbrbitj, tSmufcfo unaLJcrnc^ ^ 

^£*>"60 LDrrencvio> fb 0 ' 1 ^' 71 


ibi* 


Cl^ncO UDfTGTiGo, CTuClufT(<.p^i)LD 

O. The mountain-like ador^ ]$ 
lord Kesava, Narayana, Mao a '.^j e 
ever ready to destroy the te frl ^ 
Karmas that torment us. 

O Heart!, — forever adore 
w ith song garlands. 

g. <g<& 

f^uunuj Crt,i^iurTG3T. Cl^fTGU ^ 

LDHl1Ci_ ^jJOJIT g'C^Lpap, LDfTUJ^^ 031 ’^^ 
'olGllrf>| , ^ - gjiiprtlLJ „ \ 

0<t><P> L 

A auj . 7}„ f T 6 ST(*S3T63T ^ 

^ Heart! Learn who the l o1 . cl ,$. 
1 will tell you He has a sharp ^,d 
he is the wonder lord who de$ 11 ^ {$ 
( he terrible Rakshasa Rava na * ' 
the substance of the Vedas. H<- v 
cool Tulasi garland. 

_ . 

** fiV> , 

, : 

% ♦ 

'J. in.n-.cr . «^ u 

*C53TL7dTnG3i 5,ftcn 
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|YARP pA 

, Heart! If you desire 
O F° ol ' S ’' ( celestials thinking there 
the world <- (S no exalted goa . 

lies the best. in on Earth and 




that 


feet. 






$y>Cl>(£)5)<?> 


(67) 

curuarr 




Qfb«» 


° unSU * 
Offliwco 


. a „i b *«w"* . 

jfT<^ £>'JV W ^r^J^ncTr 








_6TTC«0gjJ 


re ,ne lord of dark hue has 

The suP rt ' lowly heart, never to leave 


entere' 


f'u bis mountain abode ocean 
Wonder » aboc i et and Vaikunta 

ay- 


and my father. I have him inside me; 
he ends my despair. Now come what 
may, what can happen? (70) 

Qu(^eruilC3luJ UJCTOTT 

2_e^nuu^ oGnCcn? 
2,63^ onrrGM fejeor (\png,^ £n 

&<>>£>£) Q^oCTiL^nCT <&ljftfi)g,nC5T; 

5>n63T^^ 

2“— (ip^fsGvj. 

Siva with Ganga in his mat-hair, 
occupies a corner in your person. 
Brahma seated on a lotus has his origin 
in you. O Lord with a frame that has 
neither a peer nor superior! What can 
1 say to praise your glory? ( 7 \) 


\Vhat a p 1 ’ 


^ciinn 


^ i»«»*«*** S'* 0 *’ 

^l^tDnGo 


$hfh *1 c ^ v> 51 


2 G3T fa J ^ 6iP 

co i* ^acuCaj 

have become red in 


hie Karmas have oecome reu m 
ierr ) An d strained; they have lost 
the'/7" - fhe slr0 nger Tirumal, — 
lhelf ‘of ooodness, - has entered my 

° C Now who can oppress me? (69) 
heart. i NU 

• a** Cl ,n " a " OT : 

•*** a - . * ^f)'uifTOT>cn, <\» " 

* 1 /*.'<» U_j UT> 

q STOT * 1 a 

..iM <§^’ ? 

, . „.j t h a eolden crown, the lord 

wields a radiant discus, is my mother 


$(*> OpCTiiryi giottl, n; 

fj>carCrr> 

(ipg,<w ^,^vb r\pcn<.T r ... crdnun; . 

Cvp «b go <s\i a! 

(£lfl,n &eu<g) ©©ft ^ 0,2221 

^otCd) 

ij2a ^nriDcnguStGrr n? 

They say the Tri-murti is foremost of 
all. They say that the three originated 
from the one first-cause. O First-cause 
dark lord with Siva on your person! 
Does not the radiant lotus of Brahma 
too originate in you? (72) 


tP"4b n 

lu 


l l 1 GD6mmi5, ffefTmlTv.ub £>GU(lpvb l " ’ * ' 

2,ru,ft tncv>n ci^sirrjj &,rTGr:n0^n<T))ih i irTcftiCinCOT 

OvDCVi <2^0^, OonLl L& aC CD &> (2 U) 

^ Gil 1 «.1T> G) I 

GiGvxsvnvb tSigntnir <rr<an£}i. 

Whenever 1 see the Puvai flower, 
the Kava flower, the blue lotus, and 
the red lotus, my frail lowly heart 
rejoices saving, “Aho, these are all 
the lord's hues!" ( 7 3) 
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GTS3TIJJJ lil (JTj |b H 6TT tuncsuD ujrrcJt 

gjfjfb^ncu 

^cttpiD g)g^»ft*TiT; Si_05> <5>n lL t_rrrr - 

can try 

0CDU Aftgjflj Ganeucuomfr; 

l_|CTlL a>n63T QurflGg, 

Everyday without fail, I offer worship 
but the cowherd lord who lifted a 
mountain to protect the cows does not 
come, he has no pity. O Heart! does 
the Earth extend only on one side? 
(74) 


_ cn c?rr <3fjbfD§>5> 


rrrr 2- 




gic3>g*(£>ib 






ctcstitji 
ct5 >{h rt 


(Tff 

Co? 


.65VJUM 


fTlP 


ITttJf 


i9cTT ^65T{^ ^02^1 ®CCVG3T * ^ 

QsrrcO £>631$ *«<£> J £j6*>GJJT* . 

O Lord reclining in the ro f nt ^\\/ho 

Come to think, who are my ne c .iU 

are my relatives? I have no r in 
save you. Every good wor _ ' on .(/'/ 
your praise is my soul s comp 4 

|bncin, Olj0^ 


u|cfi\iL|ib gg(?j cfi1*uH_jib <£l«jT £ ocst 

Q«3sfi^uS^C5T CUL^i CTC9T a^GTicnrtuj; - 

ujncsT Oufflujcsr i^Quf^cnuu ffTCsru^cstcsT 
lumr ^j^lcunn? 

acnciT u(np(2) Gff) lS)ujituj • c n,pv>j, 

O Lord wielding a discus that minces 
flesh! The Earth-world and the sky- 
world are within you. You have 
entered into me through my ears, 
quietly without my knowing. Am I 
bigger than you or are you bigger than 
me? Who knows this? Tell me. (75) 

g^crncrfig^lib 2_Grr6Tuii ; cfilcrtcfiu 

ui-coih 

diVncn s~ GinciDG^T Qlauj gL-fbrO^cu- 

SLCtien 

a»_ v ; ,/k ^cncutii u 1 n^ni)2 ^ gtt dn 

CTCsrU^nGcurT ? 

2i_GU(<5y (^pno>$! 

O Lord who measured the Earth! 
When I think of you and fall into a 
trance, my heart swells with you inside, 
my Karmas disappear. When I wake 
up and see reality I become a pari of 
the vast Universe that you are! How 
is this? Tell me. (76) 




gjcrtcrrr, ifcntCTTjLb @G3n-l 




or 




,1** 






$>Ojn£ Q&niftcu <j/ 

ITj CtJ • *- 


tureen* 


erf 


1 0 


O Good Hean! Even if y° u ^ " |(l j 0 fl* 
receive and enjoy good con ^fS? 


long life, descendants, a jj n j» 

relatives and friends, go on s th l 

the glories of the lord who ^ ^ 
ever-twanging Sarnga bo^i ^$) 
inexhaustible food. 

. A. B#**^!* 

cfflCffT ff,ntl6JTit Sj)G3T2)| ■*» 

'»*" * 4 $ 

Sin . * W ' 4aT ^,. ’ 

Cun _sm,u !#>(«) ' Sln)L,M J ie J>' clP 

A life given to servitide < ^ 

wielder who came on & a | l0 st»'‘, 
cowherd lord, - hy anyone ^ 
he may be, whatsoever low > 2 j 0 r) r 0 ? 
he may pursue, — is a h*f 0 
Earth.’ Will such a one fea n ?(^ 


. 0 1> 


Will such a one aim 


for hea 


vt n 
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Span, <y>u M u i9<nfl gjisibg.) 

i9 bir^ lit 

iorr>ui_j CT6\jGunii) 




i Gl^ ctcTJT^J <—h®o6vj ntvj ctoti^jguGcti 

ldgwi c^cnjbgjrunn 

uns ,CiD crS-a-" 6 ■■ JACU? 

Even if a person is rid of birth and 
death, old age and disease, and attains 
the great joy of Kaivalya, if he forgets 
lo praise the feet of the lord who 
measured the Earth, would his days 
„ot be a total waste? (80) 


&>GO @*J n C*® 71 'fclCUvi) U fTcfil UJ rTgji CTlOOTUD 
^Gncun; - 
&A«U(t£ 

Cl0>«l&l* un ^10)031 t 

c^ijrrn 

v^iugtb u?<r»fti GbDijjrTn, 

The omniscient lord reclining in the 
ocean will never consider anyone as 
lowly, underserving of grace, or 
beyond redemption. Night and dav 
without end, he will give us the joy 
of service and accept us. (g i) 

glcBaimiuiifiu 

£oS)<^c3tCiijgjt Cti rTGrrrr 
SincirAGTT 

CTAcurTib-ArjrTjgjj^cfil^ 

t_b ldftct»oti 

<=Ht^ 

^i)<S<hn£) 

The lord with the ring on his finger 
pursued a Rakshasa disguised as a deer 
and killed it. Alas, not realising 
ihe truth, the days 1 have been 
remiss in praising him tirelessly, are 

days wasted. (82) 


Qib*,c w 

ajuCunu) °=>*> * 7 * 

* , ** C< “ 

lord o r you m “ y ™2[ btiTwhaU f ^ 

lord who killed ,h„ l , Pra ”' 'he 

Th>, -<heo»h ”f l 2'' I r Ws 

I warn you ' * ° sa l v ation, 

(83) 

-••‘msnuiu L , . 

0 y. u > 

*"**«>'• «* 

l CTGBT^rr^ 

ctA ® m*.* <**> 

'^ OJCr ' SI ' ©S S n & . 

S.Aa.&ftiwSr 

destruction! I ‘j >n se >l 

offer n^.bow.ohuK.'^ri 

your hands in worship” bn ’, f ° d 

never do ,h„. Gooi P ; ( b “r°“^' 

your own without calling «o f *7 

where are you?”, do so. 

***** (ipui^ud ^ 

"* c * L,A ® 

** ®"»-o qIZZZT 

The lord n,y Krishna reclines in ,h 
deep Ocean of Milk in Yogic sleep 
npe clouds have acquired his dark Imc 
But what penance they must have done 
- restlessly tossing in the sky every 
" uch way, — lo become that! (85)' 
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U " A “*• ^ •"«*>.*, %£- 
Q#wt 

"A tpa**^?*"** ^ *u^ 

T L | /“? C—©«,* auC 

swallowed the I r 2 Scr P ent - He 

Slones t h:oth n S ReCa,lin ^- 

the only way 8 to ™ ellem Wor d* is 
despair. Wha^t u r ercome Karmic 

*»*-■£$!£# 


v; v-j v* u 


•' UJ .JlJtJI I f 


f£lG5Tipff£!jii>» 

CTuClKT gjLO rrCfl CWeu, ctot Clrb<£,Ca ! ' 

cruGun'^jJ^ 1 

5>ljl6VjfT C/^LfilujrTffji ^ldClOCU 

Ain 


QU)fTUJ *tfCcU 

° Heart of mine! The lord who 
Permanently wields a discus rids us of 
our Karmas. Always strive to p^‘ se 
is matching feet. I say this for no^* 
later and forever. 


(871 


Yl ' ^ ^ Var s 1{S fat onr refuse 

The seven-tiered structure: 

mm _ ^ . Invocation 


*'"*"*- «... 1 

0a . ** CyCu © “-**<*. 
® 0 " nOTan ».« 

® ,fir)C35n 

+ * * 

dbsfitdflcO 

*5*— .*© ,n jf A 

*.jy<nm£l u , rrtt CTuSl^jn, ^ '. r *’**'«• 

•*' finotjopsu^.f^ ^ ®d n «fluSl* 

<pum^ •n^^r/r^ 

mrmGfilssfl,-,, Si,,, c, t9!*v**iiO) 

»$w«® a^J^j ®© *"«*" Svo 

fbnftj Gunio (ipu, '^d>G>j 

S*'«rv«uA fc£2^ *<■•*■* 

tb"<an.ca v , i{poj -0f>& &, 

****-. «i, 0lM ,^ . ®? <tf - ^Ou 

. *„ * ■'" ,l "«"i J :«5 1 h 1) a, tit 

***• **•*<<»> .»_ , d, 

f£*M>a*!©, 


The rain cloud of grace, Tirumang^j 
v ar, sang the sweet Ta^ 1 
iruelukkutrirukkai on Aravarnuda 
7 Kudandai, filled with Vedic meaning 5 ’ 
that the world may be elevated. H ,s 
feet are our refuge. 


* * * 


On one big lotus navel, sitting wl< ^ 
both legs crossed was born the 0 n ‘ 
tfrahma; 

then once, when the two orbs 
to pass above three-walled Lanka, 
veni r he two ends of one mighty b° 
and shot one arrow, with two cut*' 
7 eth s P. il ling hell-fire; asking t0 
three strides of four-lands, you f***!*. 
wearing the three-twist thread of 1 
twice born ones, 

at once with two steps, you itieasi"^ 
the three worlds; the four QU‘ ,rt< \ 
trembled when you rode the* f 1 ' 
leathered Garuda, to save the l0 \ ( 

egged three-ichored two-eared un lC l 
elephant Gajendra. 
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£)<»Trr}i diKI) ^P UL -< 

^rr^uCLjnfl 

<b catcnujcnu'; ^eror, £b"^ 

C^jrrsifT , 

g a,-A ^-jCoir.© ^.gi OuftjSl ««h_Gui.* 
^rfilsu ^cn>ii> »«in«n>Du Qu^-smiiiM A 

(^1CST jt) ctr> cyi i 

cjtp 2_<w ( a> 7ld.ncj5n_< «t; 

*Ti tfcl UJ 

^rru aevciiu •JUJ^jii ^uSlcnca; * 

joih Licm, ^ri.cns.iMGtr ^usftjkrfbcnsn: 

«k2><b«T 

&IM fc C&"ai « U S“ I6W,? ™ <*** 

£>£ii$iij iDCTfia,n«vj $>c") OpA^S* 1 
iD*«iauj& §,■<••>«* (£>ib LDG^n £|«n 

^1 thj cn <?>* LiSl GU 

c^hiD n fij^cyi : 
Qif,f^ k (.p6Tnrr) n,ngvi Guen* 

CiTi GJT I 

Gin&^vh w>ib Qtj^ib u^b^ih i?,Cuj 
^ ig^ju^ii) tiprj^ijib 9*y |V>#«^ <£hrrn<s 5 STii» 

<*T;p G&am. i n-a «»>, a OaffDJDcarttTn; 

GLDuj(ipii) ^Vt ^ <44 c^(^> 

j&GS>guuL 9 «ncn 

«DUjLjncu fp^cnuj <2^0,fb &1 @(.i3)d>^l<5nffjT. 
ArfptA t»pfi»cb »i,fTOTT{^ r*H^n ^Qj , 

*\P" 3 >$ (yuP^i <£>yb, £}£, siicr^C. uoior ^u, 
*c)U 3 Tffjj ctWjUj « 6 l ''•*?&< <£lcsirnfin«gi: 
i^m" «n£]i t£cun* Gang*,*, a.g^ 

-ol^niQ, , ui_ t'uanti 
1 1 i^3tg\j Qi ineirrgjTl ton merafl 
lflii.C lrt O' fiftcftn /fcipcaflA (jfjA.'p GuCTT«i> 

2_ (£?*>$ 

fy, fry G i 1 n n | ifl tfJi O fh O' G ol ^ ld rr Cftl (nit A 

Q^ntq «sfiU,ib<5il6C> @fc*ndi v^cyifT) 

flii (Til ^(^LD 

Q ^g^jgmb idgm'^ 1 G'l^cin ft'iGsn^ 

t 05 >^n CiiOfT^]u_,i GW Gli£531lhJ*. 
<wn gu .^.n^uStcv. ^f^g^uSlcu 

^05175)5) 

\JIJ10* ^IQ ^}er)S37T l jGi3^1<Ti]63t, 

*,(1*1 b ^'* ft GfilfiJifisrGu.1. 


one day in the two hundred cubit 
deep water. O lord worshipped with 
the three fires, the four Vedas the five 
sacrifices, the six Karmas, controlling, 
the five senses and four excesses, of 
the three gun as, eliminating the two, 
remaining steadfast in the one, 

alone those who break the twin cords of 
birth and death know you well, but you 
evade the three-eyed, four armed, five- 
hooded-serpent-wearing Siva with six 
streams Ganga on his mat-hair; you held 
the seven worlds on your tusk teeth, and 
restored the six tastes to the world; you 
hold the five weapons in your hands. 

O Beautiful four-armed three-cloud-hued 
lord, with your two feet alone 

in their one-pointed hearts, the moon¬ 
faced two ladies pressing your feet 
three times all day, as you lie in Yogic 
sleep; you became the fourfold race of 
mankind; even the five elements are 
but you; for the six-legged bee- 
humming coiffured dame Nappinnai, 
you fought the seven bulls and 
destroyed them; you are the six schools 
of orthodoxy, hard to comprehend. 
The lotus dame of five auspicious 
qualities resides on your chest. O Giver 
of the four-fold fruits, Tri-murti, 
O Pair of opposites, O Manifold one! 

O Lord of fortune favoured 
Tirukkudandai reclining on a serpent 
bed and worshipped by Vedic seers 
with proper chants, surrounded hv 
nectar-flowing ilower groves and 
fragrance- waiting betel creepers, 
watered by the Kaveri river that brings 
in plenty through the endless fertile 
fields, where high-walled masterly 
golden mansions rise and touch ihe 
tender Moon! I how to vour feet. Pray 
rid me of my past Karmas, and save 
me from miseries yet to come! 

Alvar's lotus feci our r efuge 
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—C snorter Madal poem 

' ya Tlrnnii *dal of Tiramangai Alvar 

“©«•«* QsuC ^ 


^ eu ° n 0* Clantitcn* . .. 

*■ •“’CTO ^t,IT 

*._i* * c r,*’:*’ ^ 

^ CuiT 

Cu " “>""<£)*, Q 

&A Ccnti) ® ^ 

-=... “■s'*«° 

CiPsngu 

^-tuSlcO ftnCc ^ n ^ C!Pot©j6 
Clun^rir @aruijj 

<* +* a, (s »r'‘ i 

S-arrcnu) - 0 . 

$>!JnCT>m .r,, Clotrcu- 

i£U ^ 

<S)(Lp Sl i> 

sjnflco,. . (9*51)10 

W * ^C^ L(T? v> ; , 

™ ^ cjpw* 4j Cf a, 

tSIcsr 

<9l.i» fiw,_ CuircDCg,! 

&> an ™ (<PCT)S UU ?|VI __ 

"" CT <*> acn*^ 
•-!bj>*i 

5>nc7r 


t burn with desire on 

i 


Lest my heari nurn wun uesnc w- 
seeing the rising moon, the good and 
generous Kaliyan, — wearer of the 
Mulli flower garland, excellent among 
lovers and sword wiclders alike, 
destroyed the darkness of ignorance 
and sang for os the Madal. 


+ * 4 


Dame Earth 

With cloud'tipP e d' m ountain-bosoniS 

And see-through-ocean garments 
With veins of l us h streams coursing 
her breasts? 

The dark ^in-cloud-coiffured lady 
Wears the rad‘ ant ^ un f° r a forehead 

ornament; 

Under her re ‘ gn \ . . 

Three cardif 13 ' P rlnci P le s are spoke^ 

These are P harma ’ ^ 

Those who s eek the th,rd S et the ° , 
two as wel*» 

While thoS e wh ° SWear hy a fo V rth _ 

can only speak of it, " 
That too,oP , . vashearsa y- 

Listen, let pi^ay how it is hearsay: 

TU enter the orb of 

ose w j^rk-steed-driven Sun 
e seven" ^ nectar of immortal^/ 
nd enioV t j ier e only, can never 
u o remain retu^' 


jj , :(may, 

c thal as l a crow leaving a hare? 
Why pur * 1 5te d ones, do you kfl°* 
O Soft-br^ what happened? 
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ftdn ^IT (<5jipCU 

(LpSmCVJCT>UJ 

<3>jnn 'u/! v.47 •''• ■ J-• • Glda cmffu ’'. v,. *-. ( 

c 2 1 ^n ^i.n ^uSlc'j Ggugvj <5>Girai 

A* i $ s3’ 

£n ^H ? n ul«{iglb ujigj] O<5>nCtf3T0 ^i^ujfT 

igit ,-, 4 ^ 5 >iD<.vj'-b Guncu 'nj)aT^i ( 9>6T3i tonsu 

CTCailTil 6^^611 C3T 

unCiinrT.thGTi (rrcucunib iD^ipu i jcna) thtryfixa, 
fin c?*V T & x ~ ^ 6j<b^£) 

- 1 A(f»jCcu 

a. ft, ^ <nc3T^ OtfncuoSl 

fh 6o'jl 01 J 

cjn (S'cn(\pcr>coujnrr T ^ssTsmcsnij^ib 

ctcvjgu rr^ib 

^unnnGuin cresTrnniTA(d>^ Cl0GjnCfQ63i, cicin 
gu so d? cm u.j n co ; 
0 >nri tncsafl rQd^ijiib cm a, cu <rm cn u_| ld 

ft ftG (3JT CUT rVj n C5fT J 

^grtf^jih ClancucSlibn^jib O ^rrsn Gen eir 

<S*$CU &$£>&' 

^ "-'-AQi-ibQ KuaiiruG^Ksn »«*(} 


6 T" -</' CTli> a>n<riT 

Cll £>§) ffTcjncmcn^ 

■fn^o- P* A-iaco-a** 

*V* *>©1 ,Dnc *>*->* 

^ GJT^p lb 

U!bOrr 0 >C 3 T 6p>i^nf»U GjTjn^^rTcrT-^^^^gyj^ 
&nnA)i{*rfP Cr^iTuj; ^girgj ctcst 

C i j gj| o') tn_); 

6 )l n[ J n ££lJ l/HTCSMO’, lDlT>ITM 

<SM,rtuC^> 

Opg>i r^rfiliL|ib ^ibuscmcanon-n 
(OsnGugyj<ajnri: 
unCo™ UWfrcuuu^ib &G0 ulj0£^Cijci>. 

^ioiuui .(^Ichcct incOTfDfrn - ^gjj 

Cau0A 

&nn j^fr (g)ip<svj ►'/MtoVo.. $, L 

<3*4. Gl 'ftl , 

<?n ^cnAlcv '..lrv,Q. SUt^g,) trrrfilujn, 


1 secured my hair. 

Wore a corset over my breast, 

Belted my jewel waist. 

Lined my dark eyes with Kajal 
And stood playing ball. 

A lovely acrobat 

With eyes like the pond-fresh red lotus, 
Pleasing to all the folk, 

Stood in the street juggling pots 
To the beat of drums 
Calling, “Who’s next, who’s next?”. 
My tender-breasted sister. 

Mothers and all 

Said, Come”, so I went, — 

Alas, to my doom. 

I lost my dark gem-hue 
And lost my bangles. 

I could not be consoled. 

I lost my mind, 

My body took a ghoulish form. 

Mv sweet parrot-tongued mother 
Smeared red Kumkuin powder over 

me. 

And worshipped Sasta with a red 

Kurinji garland,— 
A thing she had never done before. 
Even that did not cure my heart’s 

sickness. 

And rid my ghoulish form. 

My colour did not return. 

Seeing this, some old wives 
Who knew past customs 
Advised: 

“Show her to a soothsaying gypsy. 
She will find out who possessed her”. 


Hearing this, a dark tufted-hair-gypsy 
Who entered the company 
Threw a handful of unhusked grain 
on a winnow plate, 
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OU.UJ rf1ta orr o,* 

a-Wt-wir* - 

Cu ^^Cgjui tb 

A(TfI ^ ^C2>CuDcafl AfTC^cnrTcn; 

#•. . cn-Oa uj gvi ii> 

<%" eu~.b 4 .flCw ocnjjnA - 

gtl lDfTU I A 

S "' S!1 u > n «"«' 

p - ft ^(^6Tifjiun. 

570,10 jnh ujftcnsn 

Cftriii Cloujatreii 

W *" k • Sl ® tuA ; 

_ - . A RfTWT; 

^ Cato ftOTTswfai 

*^£uQ<^CcnfT? 
v OT,SUUJli> dt«i -S.o^ugydn^.g,, 
5>rrcrf ’ f 

@~<4«n«, Clunu) 

^tfsagu? inn) fry 

^ 7nCftJ ftcu mnrf1 *"*®* &"e» £n 

UUL, a,? *«,«, 

_ . _ <5> n rfoT l£1 GIT 

•%, i9«no Cujuj^g, aAeiinib 

s_CTin0 a^i^libffjftjLB 

■*’■'■ •*““—■ «>•» 

#- . 5«,^uunm 

. . ( ° 1 «£bgdsiin cuirw 

■ 5 M," «-«’( 9 cncu u ,„CT u,^ 

u i).'6la.Oanorji(hl 

*« 4^ «<m Cfcna,. 

'**•>* *«• 

r»_ . ^fjcrjii ajG^ejr 

■*" *** “>■ •■** 

^ * su ®® 1 @'-0. 
s 7?j' 5', acjrgj ^criiDuj 

•*-' ,&,,Sb * £A "-*«*C. 

„ . 3,1 J,TUj a. sn**i/i 

■**- •-*». 
^a"«na, OT s ch ^snc.,,0 

cn/j, £ ( 


Then sweating and shaking all over. 
Became cold. 

She smelt her palm, then announced* 
“He has a thousand names!”. 

Further, 

She showed a dark frame, 

Then with her hand, made like a conch 
And showed 

A fragrant Tulasi garland to elaborate* 

Then said: 

“Do not fear, 

The one who haunts your girl 
Is no one else, — 

I know him well. 

O Spear-sharp-eyed Ladies, 

Shall I explain? 

Who’s feet measured the Earth? 

Who burnt Lanka to dust? 

Who held a mountain against a hail? 
Who churned the ocean? 

See this: 

Mot satisfied with swallowing and 
remaking the worlds. 

He came to graze cows in Aippadi. 
Then one day. 

The well-dressed beautiful-gaited red' 
lipped corset-breasted lady Yasoda 
Took the churning rod 
And churned the curds all day long*"'' 
Her back-breaking, — 

Then when the butter formed, 

She collected all and filled a pot. 

And safely kept it on a rope-she’ 1 
high above- 

When the sharp-sword-eyed lady left* 
The lellow, — 

Who pretended to be tired and 

fast asleep* ^ 
(j°t up and lowered his arm deep im° 

the poi 
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(^rjng) GcuCffarClcnmij - d-W 

« 

Ginnn ^it 0uii) a_(ff)ili 4 (tpcjT 

Oj n cyr S 3 G^j 

c^Orr^cucn Gufrcu ^ i— A> & n 1 cn gst 0> «5>G33tQ 

<!N cij ;n ub 

eimnna, <fbncn cnGUAfttfii ^ncaoincrr-GmiSlfl^j 
<* &•**<£> 

«3<,n ui^giiGUfTrf go tun it ^cu^n©j, 

*5" Qauj^rr tniar^j 

A uSl (T) rf) n <?u 

twijnn&cn crcucuir^iii ^ncraT, s_i]Gcvj nCt. 
£ f 1 rr Oe»j(£)CTflu.cn r^,uj, ^la»Qa,&jT 

t^lguu 

«$*.*" ci.u^rn^COTn^ - 

&*& U,|L£j. 

<&< «"''•■*>*»/v sliju^ 

«?A ^uMijo. usrai CW C*n ^. ulC ;, 

dinqncncnaw^s <r*drrrv 

1 ff,Cr Ol *•>©! <*.*,C3T 

cSW," ^(^cwuvujrrcu ufTujr b5) ft < 2 n . 

G 5) ij n 4u tar i.' > 6;nju «^>rt itjj <9 na tilg,n cat 
* * ^ -***•% 

&i 0 0 u> 

rx ' 1 ' 1 (fl t^<?)G^na.63i 

»>*,«)*,4 

'■ fllin cm«ti«>V,.ui ^^ n <an ; 

a, ^jbgj|Gijn ciinu, 

.■**.* €*«\yn»'Cou ncri cn«,G<3sd») 

*nriw3niUrt, 

vjn l 2>‘ !£■ -*■ Hf >5* t 0 fl cnCimcnG3T-{Tn • .1 ^ 
/f» ^'flLD ^rQjftgu St <*,(*,,*, 

ka l <s nii a, csrai icnoj. 


Till his garland-decked shoulder 

touched the rim 
And gobbled up all the butter. 

Then smashing a buttermilk pot there. 
He went back to his place and slept 
lik e one lired. 

When she returned, she saw him. 
Then missing the things she had kept. 
She beat her stomach and thought, 
"Who but this Sir could have 

found entrv?”, 

Then exclaimed, 

A ca, you did this, I know it!”. 

With a long rope she tied him to a 

mortar deftly for all to see 
Then with feigned anger she beat him 
And he howled trom the bottom of ’ 

his bellv! 

Or see this; 

He went to the big lake and stood 

«n , . disturbing its waters. 

ten the deathly serpent rose 
™ d s pread its thousand hoods 
He said, “Come to me”. 

nd * ea P l on its hoods wit), lus 

tu auspicious feet 

1 nen again, 

J Hen the demoness Surpanakha came 
,/ ,n & she »'** a peer to his Sit.,. 

1 CUt ^er noSt> »*nd ears with a 

r 1 , *’ ‘ ’ ' ’ I '• i. 

Then sent her brothers Khara and 
Dushana to hell with his bow 
r tho sakt ' °1 his red-berry -lipped ' 
1 , , „ . , cors etted dame Wiidelh 
' t,J ‘He ten heads of the terrible 
Ravana and rejoiced. 
He is Senkanmal, 

The red-eved adorable lord. 
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Or ft * • 

‘ *** -* ^ «*0^ 
LO rrcinc^ 

^ mirA^jjrd . 

Genqna, £ (l a 

®*©*A <:*„* 

'^ ! ' n <n »4*>"* ~ 

..... : w ^“« 

t,6 "SI Ccvcot^ 

. ^^fij^GUTrrcO 

S ”» *-“® 

-V —. »t® ^ 

C,J, "«* MUi ^ 

GnL ' & *' , *-^( 2> s 
S>m ^uhn,a. . ftUP^itiA 

> 0uri —— C^ UL0 

£. „ 'Slraigj, 

*?■ •oorafl €1J6!Kncwrn , 

** «— ®r**® 

"*■ **»« e, L * . . *" 

« L » •«qA* B * | flu 

. Q '^">«/ir,G3T 

*■ *’’ -"♦* j/lJ 1 , , <* . 

•• “ Ww '^c^ 


tte is the man-lion who 
Tore into Hiranya’s chest with his nails 
n d wore the entrails as a garland 

on his auspicious chcst» 
n st ood drippjng with blood, then 

vvv^n cr imson gore-smeared arms 
walked out roaring. 

Or 

When he came as a manikin to Mabah> 

sought a gift of th rec strides ot 

Lind¬ 
en grew and measured the whole 

Earth- 

\V/u IS tHe Tulas ‘-garland chested one 
o intervened in the endless feud 
Between the gods and Asuras, 

Planted a dark mountain 

W| th a snake rolled o'£ r 1 
And churned the ocean. 

W hen the huge elephant stood in ‘J* 

R ,. lotus tank. 

oattltng with the consuming crocodd** 
And offered a lotus with his long t> ur1 ^ 

, NT bellowing. 

t'tarayana! 

OGem-hued Lord! 

Ser Pem-recliner! 

Gome to my help! 
jave me!” 


c|. 6 j° r< ^ ^ ea, 'd it and came, 
heed the crocodile’s jaws into i«°[ 
And redeemed the suffering 

G Naive Ladies! 

l! S ‘he lord with a thousand «J*JJ - 
Who has afflicted your daughter '- 115 

She concluded 


724 













IYARPPA / Prose Works 


^rjn Cr^nuj Claiu^ncuT ctcut CD n£bOj n cfr- 

<£Is,G1ac3t innQfT)] 

^Ouco it& r >lo G 0 >il(^ crfhiAGti 

ID l D cy> CTULj LD 

Clj nrr c ^i j rr Gciigvj A<njuT67a?fT! ^s^cucin ,-M^nlcvj 
t^ 2 > giJipfT^ 

gjffrjngji c^\^ll|Gld; 3)G7i ^cocoGcrr; 

lD 0 )IT)j 

^nrr$£i lc ^cocoGcrr crcjTrgi c^v^^^rrcn- 
5 , rrGsr^i cu cn cut a 

An it ic safl <h Cififri .gjiGcu 

a n fj &j3tld <t , 

Cuijn i95>0<d»t, ^^SC^co^-vSIcJTpneuTu^ii) 
rr-nrru t_i(£)g)j^j] \h , ,@cu S 2 _l_ cin cv >&, 0 ,cott 

qj rr€.nv_ 

C^nqn iDnjjA^ib gucuts, ^.^iGiucanr - 

{<3) ip go rrn 

^gngijm dAGun (ncurcpti ,n«**r , 
cumin logo ahuu^it)^ current 

<£§ CS & O 1 fb n .tp !b G 2, cut ; 
cu gnuj idi OjblpsGfl' Qijbgj-iDcraflGufiwiGSOTejT 

4n S± n Lononco ,v 

ftrrgrrcn 2 >('V b CT « r S> @Q^l 2 ><£\cb 

di*l <h C3*5 GUT , 

a^an^ui ^esuann^nn C/vcn fCid , 

C>l^fT63T63TA5,nGO 

^immCu^iu,: 41 c*c@ ^.^g, 

GTCT^l gyj |_ij . 

CLinqrgj cpj^luinCtf, CiJirib^Q <g 

GT CUT G fT) IT) . • • 

, 9 .nn ,**/ Ai^co cucnnc^nccp l^gut Cufrcyi 

^fb(0)>3(ipt_b 

cunon^^j cicnsncJT LDfT)ji} 0 ,g>] g,ncur - 

Gucbcfil ©dcstGuigut 

sfirrilf 1 ^ a-auuGft ^uSlCcaTcjn - iDir)n)] 

CTC5TA(A) VA'»Vi,** 


Our mother 

Reassuring herself that it was no one 

else,said 

“O Sharp-Vebeyed Ladies, 

If it is him, 

Will he not give his Tulasi-garland? 
After all, is she not devoted to him? 
He is no stranger to her”, 

And left. 


Alas, ever since I first saw his dark 

t , , frame 

I have been roaming the streets, 
Raving disconsolately, 

While the cool breeze kills me softly 
without nay knowing it. 

O Coitfured Ladies! 

1 can do nothing to save myself 
From the disgrace of public slander. 


Come, O Frail Heart of mine' 
Co to my gem-hued lord. 

And ask him_ 

Or whether he says no. 


Do not stay on with him, come hack" 

Alas, even my heart 

Went after the dark ocean-hued 

rr lord, 

°rgoi me and never returned 
Smtul me! 

I have become a source of pleasure 
f°i’ the neighbourhood. 
There is nobody to speak in my behalf. 
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^Ijiriucurrft ^gu^gvj; ^ipcuojnuj Qtn^^ 

Currcu, 

^OfTlU £>-(")©U> CTCTT 

<5, cn. 

aeignn 2_fT)nij<£)6^jU5 &n€3i S-rr^^rr; 

2-2>5)io<3rT g,s3T 

C U fT ^uSIcjtGgu rr^jcuOT- l 9carcncaiuj it 

(hnn ^lgu Gua^jvi) 0ifU£>0,£>iT 

c^uSl oinn 

QuncuojnOTiLD 4^ 

-^>a n «gyti> c^cuc^gtt ^ci J€ tt 

<?> n bJ> 5 ^ if j 

GUfrrr <^it Gu£3T(Lpenc\j Giin^Gn^^GTi^ CT<? 3 in£j 
^arr^iLD CUncuouuLj0amcTi - ^gu^ld 

Gun ffreuGorui) ^uju Qu r ^£> 

Q^0 G<?vj 

ftftn g,, rbiCa>nc«T *cr-*-* a^gSt 

Cl JfTG 3 Tfr gti j 

aqjijnn .>*^ 5 ,$, ijuiLl nCsn? - 

<rrG3T<g>0 v. rij 0 

4>Vl*flr>iX> *<T)iSWinn (^niij^C 9 ? ir,a«^n 
^cucticitA 

fl.nrr r^r ^A.C.r**' AfTC^jiU) ^4Cncmij Cunuj r 

^ i, .n A Ctrl iCl/fVj&C.'MIGli. 

syjiGfj m^sn y&*i]*,Ctn G. in/i,Cm 

Ci *nn VV */ Zpjb& nt *' -'GijcncncngjCiii 

»Ccu . 

p =#•.*'• -■-*» ** • • ..i* *.•■'»,, 

11 ujtii ^h,ij 11 *. * a >cni 1 n cj,-* 

* np li r.«i> ifyrrjA n 

*?R»I - 3 R!T a. n 1 1 


My soul melts like wax in fire. 

Even if the populace sleeps. 

My wide eyes do not find sleep- 
I keep raving the names of d ie 

blameless one- 


Even earlier 

There have been those 

Whose love swelled like the dark oC< j 

Who doesn’t know Madana s cru e 

Specifically 

Look at this one, — 

Not just anybody or somebody ^ ul 
The well-coiffured Vasavadatta. 
Daughter of Indra himself. 

She left her opulent surrounding ^ 
And took to the streets for the sa 

her shackled 1°' . 


Who 


h* 


wore 


— - 

her groom-garland ^ 


Did people speak ill of her then? 


of** 


1 hen who dare preach to nn’ 

And so till I see the dark tram^ , 

the 

Who broke the Marudu trees. 

Saved one elephant jj 

and plucked another's tusk, 1 s ' 
go roaming through 
Tiruvenkatam, Tirukkovalur* 
high-walled Ranchi’s Llrakan 1 ^ ^ 
Pcrakam, Vellarai, Vehka, d 1,U 
Tiruttankal, Naraivur, 

Tiruppuliyur, Tiru-Arangan^ 

Kannamangai, Kavanur. 
Vinnagaram, Tirukkann^P 111 , 
Hruccherai, Tiru-Alainlur, L ° 
Rudandai, Kadigai-Kadaln^* 1 
fragrant-proved Ida vend J1, 
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AMMffvb Go«d<d 

ann :>«r>£> Au*<s«r>0> ,^i__gu\.dgucdcvj, 

Q«T ^AjfT ClufTL^SU (<fhjUp ^L_C1 GU 

(?, fTLD GD G\J 

Sn a)fTG\S)0^G^rTG^Go ^(f^Giorr^ n- 

LinGqnn ui^Q^iri GD^rfl GUL-LDgjGTiq , 
actTfi ^lli <tiOjgv) n ld uj nCu3 i^rrsin 

^ G*J G3T 

Gjarr i Cl^nibui 6£>n ^cdgst 

<^*rjn< hTiC 3T o^/i O *uJill Q(iju^ uj ni»i>jGdJ,65ST 

g)]ipiTUJ^ 

ftfrtjnismcyr o,nujcsnij Cuncu AStfffiGttrTn&ncsT- 
gtotiTi § r? 

Gun ^uSlo^pii) i9£b!l>ff)l-Qu0ib O^r^Gcu 
acnrrmr ^ftvflGyjLD Q^qqgu <^>if\Guj<?jn fynGH, 

Gumi .^it duGTOTGDcroi ir>L_<?u. 


Nirmalai, Malirumsolai, 

Tirumogur, the world famous 
Badari, the Northern Mathura, and 
all his other temple towns, raving 
the countless auspicious names of 
my lotus-eved one, 
my Tulasi garlanded one, my cool 
red-eyed one. 

Heedless of public disdain, — I swear, 
— I shall ride the long thorny Palmyra 
stalk like a hobby-horse and commit 
the forbidden Madal. 

Alvar 5 lotus feet our refuge 
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The longer Madal poem 

Periya Tirumadal of Tirumangai Alvar 

ion . | T u e u>d 

O Bright-forehead friends' •« ^ 

Vaikunta whom the celes 11,1 


Invocation 

Quncncg}!cu<£lcu cuncjtcufnjiii u toft^cirpi) 

CunrQf^ Claimh 

ff^OTig)ig.gSn rtjiiuSl iDgjr<g)icui^laj 

ct cncafl cd cucn lu ft«fcn(»^ib ^gfiiftnGg 

UjfUon^cu 


iD«ng)) LDL 


ft*" Qj CT* 6lJ (bftj • 

* * * 


in vaiKuma wuum —- ^Inp* 
the lotus-dame Lakshmi % '°^ of i 
has descended in Tirunarai> 


Earth. Alas, he does not pity {0 

this is certain. Hence I have L ‘ 
commit the Madal. 


iDOncufluj uCu Gurrrfrl C<D n ^uSlij cuniij 

cnncn ^ tjcfildrr 

Qdcsrcaf) iDoraflft OgjiLisuo a-lu 

fb Q CL|cn, 

ificaTcaftiu r 0 nthJbQ} <$,< cn sm G tn cu c^n 

inn^Doncu Cunew, 
t&cingyLD locwfl idao (ftjGjmuftjfttftGn cfici) end, 
gjjearcrflui g,iTg<3na,uSleiT Gun eperfl Gan 

n 3 \b 

GTcin«)]iD cfil/JjnCTt^^lcir £ipncu - 

ftGJ>g 

c£lcnft>0 ej/b^ 'Df£l fti gyjub 

UOTCTj] $cngft efia -f^lediDfhicinft 

5jdne3^(.3« (ipcan n>rrcn ^cnefilu i <?,niDcnn 

Guncu 

mejnes^uj Goemq.Cff>uj; ojncsr ^juj rhj^ftj 

fljngc vuh ifidri 

cfeJn^uh iLOjnu iSl cjiottiujCu - 

iDonjpft ftn |bft>cu 

Cl g,63i c&csi £_ujri Clun^uujib Q ft,uj cn 

CVl l _ lf> CD CVJ IL| ib 

cTcarcguD ^ cn cu G 111 (tpcncvjujn 

^ctfwnib^ 

^eincyt hj A urci n^ (j &, - ai iq 

. * oncmentjift 

fh&ncsy \ctdi ui ,s>jnu«n<3.ftenne'j gjndn cu, 
ft>n<an ^h cpn 

s.OTOjtltij Gu<nft#>foj a frjAAif) 

4 on cu ft Q ft tt «nn 1 

iSlcJncnon o^ntSt cucmui4,£ji 1 Gi in C*n 

iDGJJTCtfllu) AjHiiiOJilJ 1 DO lllGoni'j \A$hfo\ AM' 
id cvj nCmcvj 

i.pcwanih ^jlcvr.aijipftc^iGBTflj £>n«n i icni ftft 

iDirjfpiAfcu Jjf)nh 

^vpcinOTaj 1 jgdl aftemen fbncniDcyiff)ftcn 

^ih 'fienffi &rrGji 


in 


Glory be to the lord, — reL ^ o£ie d 
the midst of the ocean on a 
serpent bed whose thousand * ^ ^ 
resplendent with bright dw* ^ 
wearing Makara earrings, th‘ l1 ^ s ^y 

sparkles of light everywhere.^ ;1 

with its clusters of stars j 

.. i lC 5nn • 

canopy over him, while t |,c 
the Moon are lamps. 

irs f ° r 

Earth Dame, who has the ^ ^ a 


.nt-“ 


itl» 


garland of flowers, the 
coiffure and the two ^°^ nl fo f 
Malirumsolai and ^ en ‘* * ^ 

breasts, caresses his lotus f eet ^ ^. e fid 
ean-wave hands. As the. ^ .Jib 

an-gaited lotus-dame too P“ ft , 

B , 1.- I-,,nds the 4 


ocean-wave 
swan-^,_ 

feet with her hands - ^ 

completes his period ol Voga- _ 
proceeds to create the * ^*h lC ^ 
his navel rises the lotus, ^ 
is seated Brahma, who 
the Vedas. 

1 Oh*' 1 * 0 . 

Those very Vedas eXt ° js tj 1 
Artha, Kama and ' 

fourfold paths of virtue m 
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^jrgjjib ^urr^CTT, ^tiSiuib, <s£0 

<rrcin(T)j e_c\j*Dco 

' 0(bj5^ Ca3ii»Jili_cn ^caiCnj - 

Q&CW^&I ^ 1— 1 O u uj n ffj tb 

L crcarugji; 6jjri 

gjn.v Cl'b f $ cr>UJ Gcu«3T0«jmi ctfip a,c5^ujih 

scnijp ( ^cdc\ju_ild 

^cqi tb g-«ncwCaj £>j<*"!bgil s>_i_cuib 

2>fub Cb(»*)2>$ 

^ jjigjjib ^ A 0OLhcnLjg) giJicv^md) - 

Ocuib *LGijrsn 
i cutfjjn 

2>*-2>$<£piCT: <4J i_r£,g)itb , 
adrfiPUSiiJffiTiIi, rrni^ 
fi_Lcuih cfililQ cuyj^gj 
Q^ncO ^d5^^^*****^ Clflcyrrrjnn tncrru lj0lD 
Cl^ncu ^cvjcvj nco , 
^gcancFgj 1 V‘ r ^ nQJ g)gjJ ^CDcrrujrrnr 

Oi.ia)jn rrn 

Gaj_ 0 ^cCiancu - 

S—Cngj] ffTC5T«flcu 
^tjrgjjib *0^ 4>£ICfjrr<$r iDw^Laj-fc^arn^ 

Ib0c^cn 

£>" ,@CVK&uSlf5T 25Z10 Cun id - 
dl 0 63T g)| LD 

Q^rrcO C1|i)r5\o.d,c^aT ClacSri0ncrjrj o 

\o fTcvj^j iQcjt^ot j OffncucorrCg, 
^C3T«J^-4b Guff,li) ig&j iDCJT^^j) 

. _ „ . 

i 2}\ C37 GVJ 0 & 0>lt)lSluCuiTlb ILinGlD-^g^ 

^ipfijiGPib I b ncxr Off (tcttcjt ^frigjjfpcjr cuif\ 

(iptuairn 

^GSTejreun <b n ib ffiubnu*tTff»cn .-s^uSljjff, SiCTjT 
curtcncun Gffjircst 

Q» » n<SST (fiAfJib c^toon Cu»Tg)fM 

^cnffuu-OLjniTa,^ *£>crtl Cffn 
jbcfi^ib Gff,fTcrr ^tfliDrrg, <bncri 

CffjfTcuib Gffit 

ipGJJTCafluj ^ rTtf^sjTgj^,)eyrCuDCU - cuacTT 

O»b0nu ffjtsrai 

^CSTC^ujrinco gjilt Aajiflu Ourt^l 

jpL}CP ^OTLD ^fbO^jCjifocu ULJnilff,-10(1*)oil(ff) 

@(*>5>5> 

iQc^ 1 <SN c * VOTTu i r^jGTOT ifl^rbj^cu Oineb 

@)u.f«^iTn Ogiictst (iprryffucb 


do they not? And of these lour, those 
who prefer the last, the least 
important, living on fallen fruit and 
leaf, hurting their bodies, sleeping in 
leaf huts, standing in the hot Sun 
during summer or entering the 
cold lake during winter do torture 
themselves, then cast their bodies 
and go by the ancient path; so they 
say, but we never know who went 
where, and if there is a heaven 
which they enter through a hole in 
the Sun, is there anyone come back 
to tell us about it? Small-brained 
petty-minded ones may go on 
speaking about it. Who are we to 
correct them? 

Be that as it may, look at those who 
pursue Dharma, the first path. 
They go to the thousand-eyed- 
god-ot-celestials- Indra’s golden 
city and receive the praise of 
gods, are seated on a lion throne, 
and enjoy the whisks of maidens 
waving like flowers. A soil breeze 
blows while lightning-thin-waisted 
dames close by flash pearly smiles 
over their moon like faces. Their 
cool eyes and fawn like gaze make 
them adorable. 

Surrounded by a forest of golden 
Kalpaka flowers and Mandara trees 
that spill nectar with sweetly humming 
bees hovering over them, dames 
wearing garlands of these heavenly 
flowers display a coiffure that looks 
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(ipcsTCffTii) (yjdQcu /glcorr cur^ & 

^(ITjlhu, 

^CfTOTCijn 5,0) LDfTGan Cr^n^aii) 2_..:;tQ 

LDGUfT Gan 

OumftT ^'ujcu ArbuAS^OTT arrgt 2 _@g,5, 
»DfT0 cicoGurub 
UKOTdfluj iD^ngih l 4£>5, io&]ft ^Icucncu 
g)CTT ,QgT>0 CU677101 GanCJlCVJSu naj 

idhcjjgu Can 

mGTTCTfliij ton LDuSl«U CufTOu 9ft. *>£,(0 - 

lOCHip5> 5,ufi) 5.67JT 

i£lcjr (gffTTmjnCgnglLD cfilarxrmjjn^ CoieraiQ 

irxSTT&pILD iDCnflg) 2>Cv>9>£> (| LDnwdf]<9 i5, 

LD(09ffl uSl CTT 

li)l67T«jfl63T 6£6rfl Can ucrf1f^J0 6fil6rfld)Lj 

r®H02>g), 

U363TGgitb ueucnffi ahgu Oslo Qufrcin Qaiii 
ir)6TOTl_lJ5)^| 

c^CTTGin 5>Gnuu.i ^ijujsth jujft g,iii cno, 

Gucnna,^ 

<§> IGin <§>cn 5 ujnvpu urn cu Ca> L . 0, 

c,Sl5,tbiS)cu 

neTTcpii) incmp *3,cu^oi cun eh Iguit rgen 
LD^) ^5,fTiij, 

J)163T67^1 (SIT SpHtfl Gan. 6>9<g.lDl | S>£!!rfl)ib 

inrrerfUina^Ginco 

vccin«^iO) iflcaafl efiicnAcjia, IDCT Hp5, 

5>6T3l63>}l n 11 

'CTTj^i fj.onv'j nnuuQff,^ 

L_) 6TI Glfl G LD6VJ 

ftjGfTci^u. 5fiG«uAib (a^p a,a,cuo) a,ncn 

$Q)u» > 

^GTTOTTm p ^_a»5» crunch igc\>5 

4\ai&t 'bTu£> a,naj) (flyq-j^n injfc^nrjtb 

n>n)j H>cufjnc>j Ga>neh Oa,n L ^ 

r.cjTgy iD&uriGimiij .xjftnfl W(C &i0 ,9^ 

a^5,ni fj 

,-'OT &><nib IJfl. '.I**.©*,, '^ajjvftj.rrn,,^ 

i^.cm fiJjSJTCijGiDGVj 
^ -«®M •|*<ift4-*m* l a ) 

>CTT v»'M» '.*!,<*. ct lfh t-T.Slja^j $/f*t(k»£j. 

J^‘6n (iJiCffK^jGiDCVi 


like a peacock. The Dharma-p urSU ^^ 
in heaven can play with 11 ^ 
thin-waisted dames whenever 1 ' 

wish, in halls that rise high i nt0 ^ 
sky with gem-studded floors i n ‘ ^ 
with rubies, resplendent with c 0 ^ 
edges, on beds with carved cora * c 
gold leaf-embossed. Swan-g* 11 ^ 
Rambhas will play on the 5^ 
with nimble fingers and sing et ^^ $e 
songs. They can listen to all t ^ 
whenever they wish in the sk) J ^ 
with the strong monsoon c L 
creeping over the full Moon, ^ 
light- filled dazzling mansions ^ f \ 
touch the sky, with radiant J ^ 
lamps. Cool-gazed ones will & , 

soft cotton beds with cool co ^ 
linen. The doors to the grilled win^ ^ 
will open, wafting the swan-trafl 1 ™^ 
pollen from the mildly l f<1 ^ ^ 

blue lotuses picked up by d ie ^ 
whose scent the bumble bees to- 
blowing a soft whiff on then lcI ^ ^ 
breasts, — drying the inner p iU ^ tS 
Sandal paste, on lightning-thm ^ 
supponed by two Bamboo-!^ a 
a necklace of gold coins son 1 
softly. Melting their hearts t° r 
shapely wide unblinking e > cb r 

fawn-like looks, enjoy* 0 ^ 0 { 

winsome smiles, sipping the n *- L nl .t 
their lips, they, — the D 1 *' . 


pursuers, — will enjoy a 
Is this not the avowed P llt P 


Hfeinh^ 1 
t y>e 




1^ 


following the path of Dharm* 1 

Even the path of wealth lead s ^ 
same end. Therefore, we sha P 
the perfect path ol Kama al 0,ie> 
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CWr*|0 

tot a _ ( n,«fildi $j<xnoum& fl»- 

(oirn ^sinjT rr n 

nXO^iTJu'T $ib lOfTG^ C&rrftALb 2 _gtp0 

^<b 'ZHCip&ib 1D«^ 

^ctot uu^ *• 

■, 11_ i it ih 

<^55irar 1 •••'•-•’•' *nui*$«r 

■t'^Sgui ai ,fW*r>oSu. ©">©!«- 

ID fr •- r « (T^ rr ^ lT3T 

.SHriror frOTn iunh *>»* no. ^-ailWuiR. 

• r - «SI cry Jj uT . <£' S^- * ,T |V G' GSrUf fy Zf fr 

• rr-n.'Kcpib 

a_^ niittfj C*m9 a!*™** 
u-irvli 

^cSicjrjjifc. . i>(t £)(b£\(\u\ ^ftjS&nqCiannaj; 

jC.jC 53*i n^,m 

0 ^OTGriGTi ? n iffj&if'iU’ '’WSH!?) 

^•, l^i ub i*51 cji 

•'rH^CTgj! - ^{jncrg-ioi 

'vj£iL' kU 

t^;r(bj<0iP5,rrn ldhg\ 

sfit <o& » i$cr 

fcW Sn uj tbusafl ijG\jii)ii QjfTi fif^nri - 

,fl ^ u SJ3Ti«01 (SStfrCp LD<JV.‘ 

Mc * T %f>nfc .e^d, ^gjrrf^cv, Cj)«nu <^>nu_ii5 
**" 557 cr> iv, u.j ,t^ R o 

LDuncii itui4) 

Si^STjjO. vD^t SL.r*iAg> 2in rg|^ n ^gj, 

*' Cr>,«. 4 ftrft.| - .* , r , 

'^'^fipui: DGi'ii ,,,*^1 'fl.n&p 

flfuj ui. 

1 , i ^ 

g^t otOu)(\. 

* jT* < tt (Dwifl/V v< 9y|.jj^yih ^ OJ (rflyfty] lb VahDtifo 

(Ip sST' <oU Uh ii 

-v'cii ^j cnGijrTC^i <3>i Cu. Qjnib gjin^CyjUD 

Iijkcf ^c-nr^iuinn ihlcrigiT-jni, jj^ry, £2_rQi*«, 

- rrft V«GlJlS<9iG& 1 


We have heard that in the Tamil 
tradition, it is not proper tor fawn¬ 
eyed swan-gaiied maidens to commit 
Madal for the love ot their men, 
earning the world's rebuke. We 
cannot accept that. So we shall follow 
the Northern Sanskrit tradition. 
Those who do not agree with us 
obviously have no idea about the 
soothing quality of red Sandal 
paste trom the Southern hills. They 
are not the ones to be moved by 
the melodies the cowherd's flute. 
They would never grieve to hear the 
bell around the stud-bull's neck. 
They will not inch their hearts on 
hearing the mating calls of 
the long beaked Anril bird-pair in 
the thorny nest on Palm tree-tops. 
They would not faint to see the 
moonlight spilled from full Moon in 
the courtyard. They will never be 

hit by M ad a na-t lie-god-of-love's 
1 lower shaft, and will never take to 
the golden dusty streets to commit 
Madal. When the sweet tender 
breeze blows with the fragrance of 
Jasmine, caressing their breasts, hips 
and coiffure, they will never pine to 
he in their so It beds with their 
beloved ones; they simply waste their 
feminine form. May they live! 

The warrior king by his father's 
command gave up his kingdom stead 
fasilv, — the good citv folk followed 
him weeping, — and left his own 
country as well and crossed the 
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3,rT€tn^ UGTsflu-HTCU ^|I]A 

^ip2)€u 

Clurrcrr ifj)crrC<sn u|c\j ld u cucuth 

QarTCsrarQl 

LOQfg}] ID GU enf^nQ G7 )^g 51 U. (h) - 
lS) GST 2 _((^ 6 S 1 go G&GJ3T C^fT 

CWfluuC© 

Affu fQ^ijfbgxi, e_cr>L. 

AflA) ft |j) (m|T 01 

lSIct - £T) uD ^Igtig ffuuSlrr»iT)j lj GuCui 

2—CVJGurr, 

Q&neu ^gFI^jlCj Oguu) AflCPftgjrQ - 

0«5>rr(TJliri <?>> G rj rrcrr 

gjicifT63^i QguuSIoj GiifTyflbflb Ociiib uocuGtnGu 

^iQiuncv) 

LDGffKSnGyi ^]G^LDC5T lSlG3T CT> GuC^-'f! GTOTHQ] 
2_Gtf)n<6>(2)ib 
^GJTOTT |T)G«Dl_UU (JjLj^^lGuCcn?- 

iS1ottgTj|LD Clf^QrhJ 0>C5ui OflGUGurruju 
L^Gncrjr CfbiTA^cn, 
l£l(S31 ^GSTGtfltli g,jGtj»i7 G<ri]<^GU^ 

6TG3T(Tu S>_ CHgA^Uj 

AGJTGjfl 5jCTT ggdsi £>_ u9 G nID (hng>G,}&ir>Gfl&> 

/v> rt Gifji ft , 

&JIGT^)G<TiL UJ (ipGJT GfT<J3TCu Cl &>fTGJijl 
GJfli, &y fT GST C O SffTITjl «5v| ^T» 
^CcnG3TGiJG31GJT CfF,fT<&<!>,rTgty ^4^£>g}) €> IJinQ 
6 U (TGt7 ^lD^GTT 

&,Gd ffjGTllGVJ G<5jfT£TI #5fTG3')6TT6tf)ujfb CD£foi_Jl_Sl 

• ithGunuj 

QunG3T ffcG&€^ll£> ALA\b LjCTOTITfTj^l&jGGn?- 
14 ,rh) * pjj cstfh 

(ip<J3TGT»lD i 165T ClJ t JIJ «9> ii> fJ,CVJ t^fU G3T 

l 61 GIT 

C^ncu fT-,dil§yjLi i?)<rn Cguc\j (O^frTjai&iGn 

(0)CU m^h€J>C\J 

fl,<SFT rQ t'i ^a<25Trr)i ^GVjOjn^; O cu Gin rf)l 0) 

8j GJT \Gfy 8 (| J CT> <i0( 

i JCjiGrrn^GfTuiOTi im tj unsnGij urTGTXTd pjGfl 
iDCTTCafluj n^nGffJT, JrtAt h. ldi_ «.b gt£3tjt^j 

^'CDGU ^I^GU, 


i Sell 165 ’ 

glaring desert with shrunken 1 
past the dry rocky mountain* ^ 
hot gale winds that ^* oU ^.^j e 
Bamboos, and entered 'he ' c * 

forest of death-blow K^ s ^ ^ 
walking over splinter rocks » 
scorching Sun with peial-s° ^ 
Behind the king Rama, did n ^.^i 
swan-gaited goddess called 
walk too? 

vlen * /,tb 

Then again, there was this mai j,$ t 
lightning-thin waist, fawn-'ike ^ 

dark eyes and red lips. Not 
her paramour she went to - c j 
brother, who took her a^ 
distant land, but falling out ‘ 
she went into to the batt 1 ^ 
sought her lover and rnan lL 
there itself, then svaited foi the ^ 
to end, and safely sec rued the 
of his golden chest. 

- a t frO nl 

Have we not also heard and l cal 1 
the epic Mahabharata of ho^ ^ ^ 
daughter of the king of snak^- ^ 
love with Dhananjaya, — t ^ lt ^ ^\e& 
Kuru warrior without a peer * ^ , ^y 
over the good city siirrouu 
fertile plains watered by th^ 

Ganga? Ulupi gave up her lc 
grace, shyness, frailty and s li^ 

breasts stood on theii cI , e f s 
embraced herself to h<- r j \0 

mountain-like chest and r €ii 
her kingdom in the net he i 

U he^ 

In the ocean-girdled Earth, • ^ %v e ,c 

city-dwelling Asura ko 1 ^ 
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m (ip^ ic Of£><miJ 

£,rcgjr ^ffuCTi (b «r 

Quncjr CuGTU) Oft»»«T5T0 

Cunuig. {S^gjl 

jbco rvMiib y&<£) £>w?;>&l. ^cafigj] 6unjjnb£>2>l«V|U3, 

(ipdrr fi_cDau9co C^LfvJl «~W^^ 

( ^6U«^CVjCliJ?^K i tp <9il_C^]GTT 

QunCT (p0>qii Cl^0!S i-iQibSsijGcjTiT^ 

v"J> <9> ->, LD 

iH&CPCi'GT © i n CTflTvifr , ©ifiCH 

CQJJbS 6^T 

^3GST^ICDl..uj urrcriQl, S2_CVx't><j>g)l<5b GjGR 

&, err<^1 LLisn tj ^fiucung, ujncrr - 

^C^Tfgpl CDlUJ 

£y«r a—uSlirg, C^nipujncvi <mh Clij(* ) in(T63'r 
rr<siT ^jjipnui 

vncjrrgji tncwfl cncnrj^ G^ncti id rro.icm<s5rr- 

u ndJCuiOTT 

cianut&t ggQ «$cnc *{t>£> wn g)a«far0 

Lorrcu eucyiG$> G^rrcff 
uicbiGTTCudn ^fTgjCucncn iDfnu^j^rrcvi 

G^nGjffr^GufTuj. 
-^CTrcgfl ajcir, jncvjcnffii aa , tD^rnQjCc^n^ 

Guj rx 

Locnc^tu Gun ,Cgc3Tuib CTiij^^n^-LDnDEU 

^Gsnfti ^.rrGTi 

GSTGifinGcvi G<9,C leG ij , cjcsi^p^nGn! CTCtn 

a—cyifjdiGiHfiw'? 
' n< *® 1 ,fion « u ^enrjujeJ, Quitot unensu 
cunatT i£lcon 

>» CT g,„i, CW^ 

GT<3T£pif> 

<&,«!«> 5,0 . dlOJirig, 5,,,. A(g) 

Gan 

Qurrcn s>_i & M . . i^xarr fofa&sb 

^•Obn^gji ^d>cu, 
ui <*.> gb-^s <?, n, larjib ^ncin 

<3^(2) 

-^GirrGTi ^i(n,«v o>gu<>,^G3t ssn(^ Guniu * 
c^uSlijii) Gg>ncn 

idgjt^)j ftnfl) gvj fii Oi cn aul iq^gji in n^,1 n^a>cn 

«*4 cSa, Gidgvj GTg\iii5i (0»,j"p ftipoi- 1 
<5i nci.i 


destroyed by Purandara, Devendra. 

On par with him was the Asura 
king Bana who had a doll-like daughter 
called Usha, a girl who shone as one 
without a second. Her friend 
Chitralckha by magic brought 
her heart’s lover, the- mountain- 
like-four-armed-Krishna-my-lover’s 
grandson. She then enjoyed many 
days of pleasure with him. 

You have heard me well ladies, 
what more can I say? 

Then Uma the golden daughter of 
the mountain king Himavan. with 
coral lips and winsome smile, 
swan-like gait and frail creeper- 
like body, — her five senses subdued, 
her hair falling into mats, — 
she performed a terrible penance. 
When Siva extended his thousand 
armes and opened his fist to reveal 
fire, danced with his anklet-feet 
over the worlds in the sky, — with a 
trident in his hands, smeared with 
ash, wearing mat hair and matching 
her in his penance, — Uma embraced 
him thus. 

If I were to give more examples, it 
would be a Mahabharata. Let me then 
speak about my own love-sickness. 

In the fragrant bower-surrounded 
Tirunaraiyur where learned Vedic 
seers live, the mountain-like gold- 
radiant doors of the temple opened 
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jjr * & r 7WAuju& 

“■S- -we..* «S 2 f?^** e* 

a,J "* *■•** ,* *£• 




r* . _*^ 

* r T ^ir fc # <jrv 

^-"■‘'Aa^j.i. 


X) - r *- 

• n ‘ m a”^* ^u, 

*5fta-,jpu, ""'■" ' 

*" *- ^ **6> ** 

'^cncrfl ^ . 

ft'*'®. Oft.,** . . > ^<!P«»«W 

,D ^ '“’4*.* , n^r’'^" 

•■• ■■■ • ... ® * 

• *"* ^«a. 

awfiin.-iiu) ^j u - • l ^' { ® , ©#ii$>'»{f>; 

^ ' “T *«n lOuSI* 

*<* ^i/j, ^ : ‘: M,v 6 • - ( »iu 

; “• ft** 4 **^ 

■ , ■ . 

-'^cfetca,, * 

<£<««<*» <£»,* . " -S.'Ownnf. f i t< 

■ ' 

” 1|U * 

nSl •» , f '•'%. „ 

VJ l t h A 4 . • 

• •i*/l J f 

*^ ,ar lA "<*•«. 4 i, . , 5 

<*• *c/i4C- 

Ae*j. « . c, ""ftl 

r ° - ^ 6* • i A . {SI „ 

J. ( .ni n , ^ n gj, 

1 /.V' I n ,t> 


and I beheld my lord. That very 
moment the lord's chest, his lips. his 
feet, his hands, his eves all appeared 
like a dense thicket of l° tllS 
flowers in a dark mountain pond- 
His waistband, his bangles, his 
matching earrings, his necklace, hi* 
tall crown, his diadem, — all shone 
like the radiant Sun. 

A tender creeper stood dinging 10 
the mountain-gem lord. She was •* 
s " an, she was a peacock, at her waist 
she was lightning. She was t"'° 
Bamboos supporting two matching 
I’owls. her lips were plump Ko'‘" 
fruit, her eves were two Kendai f |sJl ' 

° f such beauty was the datin' Sr ‘ 
heside her lord. 

1 ' VJS !t'ast aw.„-e that my mind. n>? 
heart, my bangles, and my waist H' 1 ' 
were slipping a was-. Then the end ,ei * 
roar of the sea began to hurt nu’- 
mys ol the sweet Moon fell hot on n^- 
-- wonder how the Moon change 
i,s n ‘*ture? The cool breeze 
the fragrance of (lowers and carr.' in - S 
•he pollen of the Sandal trees gro " ,n * 

<>n ’he Southern lulls, pleasing 

l„«. iii. . i . , ..o,- im' 


-•M.VIII | 1 |.'IV »* 

;' ,l< hlvw like hot wind over 




rile mating calls of the Anril h" 

111 'he thornv nesi over lh f f^'*^ 

,l< m t lie i ouriyard pierced in' l |c 
like dagg t .,-s. 
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Clgjcyrcyicn Clurr^luSlcvj &<h£[Gsi 

2> n gH ^H«n«TifbgiJ 

IAOT1 §}ch £>_cv;cnA IU63UD AGifluu Gljrjjjft) 
<§>^^0 ijjg, QgjdfTfQ^jii) <nrfl 

CTOTT/fcCtfl, J 

(^cucafluj GluCOTTcnffinrCLlscvi (Lpcn (ipsnffli, 

6W©]Uj ^eh.^eu Ousjh cunuja 

(2>t]fyiub 

eufrg)icni_uj rrn ^mcnn^; 

ffrctn Q-3ujCai<rin? 
l**®* AnmOTT 

— GUC3>CTlLLJ 

-b^fynh y/4 Gan^^, 

Oimo, ^cncraijiaj 

u, C a r CT ajfiu. 

Ciocu 

o . _ ^u-1 ■£■ cirrcr) nest ; 

** V>><h^oi4 and, I^cuCT.Gv.C.ii- 

■9»dj rr^Cl • Cl J(^^CuiOTI 

^n^li. <sg,gj| epn GjgjgS\& 

fjjc^j , ( <^q LD<.\irf!ort 

n ®nc^nK ' r /,lt ^ lr © , ' i ^dbnCm. 

CU ® 1 cunt-nnnij^ 

®- ^Ljncu, 

' sU ‘^^u^aiLD <TTcrr fjicv^iib. 

■>*&* *^a 

™ CTuUfbOjC^ 

fliGWTl jOft&J ■ 

-*n«JUris»iA, «.„n, u , ^ 

CT€ ^ L-»fT<53T <3l <9i 6V» LD Cj^nujaCcUG^l 

t*'**»0>nan. ciifrcirit CVinc^m 

,Lf)af1 &'&&& Trrjj: (Xp<^n^ ln *’ 

Anuu^ji «>n 

^©l ,0 ^t>j£bl AHftidf* cn g\jC ai'? 

. __ 1 o n ci* (rfilcmi uM<sn 

SI. rr Gitas t 

0^>ni rrfTGv. 

*«'wtlu J n a.sOT^iofloA - 

Lorr^iviffii n\u&) 

OTcyjjC^i U fV,n 6jjoi|)luifT(^3) ,*4^-; j. a^' 
iO«jfluSl<sn 

$<av> p«M«M> c,a ftl . era, 

ff'i bjl JJi ^ d fb 


w V5i cr»i 


The strong-armed Madana with his 
sugarcane bow and flower-mounted 
arrows draws it back as far as his ears 
and shoots, aiming at my heart. Alas, 
there is no one to stop him! 

My femininity and my excellence do 
not find the embrace of the golden 
chest of the lord of Kannapuram, the 
lord of Sri svho stands like a mountain 
of gold. Before my very eyes they 
waste away, like fragrant flowers that 
bloom in the rocky forests then wither 
and fall. Alas nobody knows of a 
medicine to stop this either. 

The bull with a bell on its neck 
strung high with a piece of rope 
making the eyes of maidens sparkle, 
comes in the evening, ringing 
incessantly. The sound falls on ms- 
ears like deathly spears. Tell me how 
to stop this cruelty. 

Who caused this? My king who 
wears a Tulasi garland on his chest; 
the dark cloud- lined one who rid 
the Moon ot his curse; the lord 
who exudes the fragrance of the 
little Kava flowers; he who made a 
bridge over the ocean, challenged 
the Rakshasa king in a battle with 
elephants and horses, felled the ten 
crowned heads and despatched him to 
ihe Southern Quarter; he who came 
as a strong discus-wielding fiery-e> ed 
ferocious lion over t lie Asura f hr an' *'■ 
- who had taken over the kingdom 
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• “©IWILUJ C^nm s)JoS)uJIr£u <>iftA Q ft|Is&|L 

,n . . ibffOTcuCTJgm 

S>" SL-0G1JU) ^ CTf fl 

, . ‘SUGvjGuncrTcjr 

®' ^ ^ 

^^g))63H. uj 

QU,rOT ^ a-^5"* Cumij,*, 

n . . *-**£ u«r>L_5,5> 

^ 4, ^ 

. SOOC^CJT, 

U,OT ® 1 ^ ' 3M ‘ ,, “ : ' , ®'-&™ 0 > mrt <ipg)1 jg„ 
n . 5)^631 

6>* «*•.*,£, M * (5 

r . . l O(f^UlS)cu 
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of the thousand-eyed Indra and the 
other gods by the strength of hi s 
arms, — without killing him with 
weapons, he grabbed him by hi* 
hair, placed him on his lap, an ^ 
tore into the Asura’s mighty chest 
Wlt h his sharp curved nails then 
stood worshipped by all; then he 
who came as a boar with sharp 
curved tusk teeth and lifted the 
Earth, — when the Asur- 
Hiranyaksha hid the Earth under 
water, — and danced with it; the- 
he who came as the benevolent ° ne ’ 
churned the ocean with a moufl 
and-snake churning stick, — whd 1 
the twin orbs, the stars and all c ^ s 
seemed to swirl with the ocean, 
and brought forth ambrosia that 

gave to the gods, ending their lo^ 

period of misery; then again he * 1 
came disguised as a manikin of s& A 
S]Te to r he grand sacrifice of M ]l ’ ! ^ 
pleased him beyond measure ai 
tricked him into giving a 
three strides of land measured > > 
his own feet, .tnd the Asura V s0 
8 iv 'ng his word, — in an : ’j 
his radiant crown went and ' oUl ue 
'he sky, his raised golden-- 101 ' 
loot went beyond the seven ^ c ' 
° ver coming the Asuras. 1 
deceiving Mabali and taking 1 ‘ 
whole Universe as his; he *1" . 

'he spouse of lightning 11 
Wa isted lotus-dame Lakshm" 1 
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QpGDm. inG331 

iDffjncrrrT, srcisTrpj cuniij ^£ln}uu - 

LDfb£)i ^cu@]ib 

CTG^CJTnCU g, fj LJ LJ C. l_ gj| GT dn fT) C LD 

fab 1 ) fevTifT &> (h 6ifti3 

$G& ggjh t£3G3jfl CumLl gji_eu - 

GlDCVl 

Ouncin ftfijncn aipcu /snc *> GjLp s> go^^id 
CutTliJA ftL.jjgj] ^fbj^ 
^xjTiG^rn g,iGrrni> 0>0 O <£JC\j 

IDOTT g^cii c^^CV) @l_g>€T>gj iDrTCUC&GTUjJ 

6U(g)41g>gjj 

gjCIT fi_CUfl»UD ,^<3, (#> <&)£,£, 5>fTGtTnOTi63T- 

2,fTU>6F>rjCLD<30 

ifilcan ^«nL.ujrT€n ff)fTaiA®r>G37,c{)U^n fbft<rp,cn 

# Ql_l fTG5T 1 0 fa 0 5 6 VJ 6 iT> uj 

urroTGafl mcrafl Q^nj^l^^J) ^ 5 * 3 ^,J 
Ct-jrrrr €Slfa-Di_c<nuj 

O&ctuotwt (^i^u^rir Q^ujueiicn* 

(aj 6 inif>lcn«T 

iDdfTCJ^UJ gjGW Gff€J>fT) C^CTTCTTCyiCvj . lDfT 

LD CVJ nG LD ffu 

^esrcwitf gjiu^LD ^fa^il guujco 

tfidfi^jicm ai Qan ^ipona, ndiG^en 

^ U (2) LCJ S5T1 C\J dr»LJ_i 

yn$cn (p > ipo,<zrsnL>niGr> 3 ,& An:)1 js^^q, 
i£lfa3T«ncn sh\ <nnrj QsijCTTffnsnfrju^cn 

8> Cu «£^ CB7 (T) C ID C\J 

Cl 11 *"i tirr«7 C.3T icfjgjijjjgicr'gjLj i^| gt^d 

Gunn GjiOG^fr) 

(DGCflGplh <£ 4 Qn^ 4 ,g,g }J (Tub lDfT LDOToflOT) uj - 
GD 6 V> 6 U 611 ITy> u 

iSl<sn*nOTi in€oJin<rn<ar>€3? Gutflcb iSlrouLSlctflemu. 

OgjHGU ||n& <S,l_GU rfQu.jbft CgjfTSTTIT LD«jafl,3 

81 L_ OT3 f] , 

crcn incargjgj tnrrcriGV) ^}i_^Igu rb<J3ig> ^tsncyr 

im'SiaQllh ftl. GU m CO Cgl Cu (D fTUJ GlJOTSfatfT- 

Gu If Cot Gil n fljLD 

O.0631G<jll iDfijaflo <9» 1 GDQ , 5)6S310,nCU j£lfpCVj 


mountain of gold in Vinnagar; the 
gem-washed-Kudandai’s fighter 
bull; the coral mountain of 
Southern Kurungudi; the 
benevolent one of Cool Tirucherai; my 
sweet ambroisa of Vayalali where 
swans nestle among lotuses; the 
Kalpaka tree, the lightning, the radiant 
Sun of masonry-walled Kannamangai; 
the golden emerald-filled treasure 
house in Vellarai; the fighter bull 
of Putkuli; the mountain gem of 
wealthy Arangam; the bridgroom of 
Nappinnai in Vallaval; the birthless 
one of Tirupper; the uncut gem 
reclining in the ocean; 

my adorable heart resider; 
the wonder lord of Kadalmallai; 
the crown on the heads of celestials; 
the deft strong one of Tiruttankal;' 
the secret that no one understands; 
the pearl; 

the swan, the fish, the li on; 
the four Vedas, 

the lord who swallowed the Universe; 

the wonder lord who appeard in a 
vestibule in Kovalur; 

the child who continued to suck the 
ogress’ breast even after she screamed 
in pain; 

the radiant lord of Alundur where 
swans look for fry in lakes; 

my wealth in Southern Tilki 
Chitrakudant; 
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Gl) oSl CD UJ 

ajQicnOTUj iS^fTjr ^r^iufTg) 

(LOjjj'V 1 cdgot , 

^GJncSTgjGa^a) inCncn ^iflenuu iDCJirrj&Tmj 

(LpCJT 2_G\J0 £_OTl (^pn5)^l(Smu - 

Gtfincucyfln 

nxsncg^jib ^'gtu crib ld n uj cu cd cn 

GlJUU^CU 0 U 

lS'G3TgiJlb (tpCTlGVj 2_OTJU_ »'".I GnCDCnCD U J - 

& GTT Sn GO G1J n UJ 

^cns^nb Jgcnij Gg>n cr^ib 

&,\ G3H] 

A,.Gvj*7iGVJ5<^<5>^n5tfLi_ < 5 , 0,1 cnJST 

0 <5 Cu 611 CD CF- 

i&cincsfl iDcnip gjCu^ib G 6 ufbjff>i_ 5 )gii <mb 
fffll 4}) Qj£h 63“1631 

10631631631631 ID IT6$) (fTj|CT}Gfl n6DG\ J ifl 6331 rTCTI 631631 ^ 

Cl<9, ncu fbcftc^jib 1 ucjil ujfTgDCD 

G^niliq. u^ii 

t^GDGJI £_CD ^i^lcDlu lHUjilJfjjgj 

g'cin ‘ 3 '<?jiGnGTT 5,601 g, 

Cb 5> 633T CD 63T , 

uDCUCiT)! ID^ISTl 0,S«£l GcinCOj^CD* ir^j^b 

^ iflCDUJ 

LD 63165^1 li J tj 31 _ 0, Cl i fl CD UD CD G31 

Q CD °* <9, (I«& GVJ 

&_ 631 63^ 1 U i G u I n <9, O , <9,i 2_(TJ fh S~i 0, CD 0, 

^cjrcncDcncjT. ^ lLl_ mjj 0 tf] 0 ,ftj cr ibtfjnGin 

d rb 631 © 

61 631 631 cyr ilj<i3T|_£j 0, 6 u fTffci 0 , CT-0 631 d - * 

Currejiojn 0 >ufj 

(tp 6 .JT 6310,631631 (-ip I <9,0. W&>Q] cf)lGrr/>.4il6D631 . 

4^ cJn 63T60 « 1631 40^63)11 n ^OTftl^Lfl 

opuitDcai 

On^dTCPCDGu f£i crrflcftiCP ij-. nfifficncD u i 

I’T.nir. C3icv/»<ft6\) 

mcin^iiib tnctfini rvjicifftfpfi 4^631 ncas<*p 

. |Cj GVJ "<-31^0) 

0,|jfl CiJTCifT 6n« ' ihl)fT||>l 631u I 

£Olf»j0f.-| 

if>r.3T0ji irjcj^l'hrii a'I**'/** • n.s.mnsncD^- 

IV, V*A 0,67'f. 00P*j0-. JT.ncr SiSy -TJiui T,n.jV 

Cl i l‘v vV 

4, J.|1 VP .fl- 631 i>>. ift.il. ,4.1T , ,0 J} t r. , > 

'}.'.A n, n n 

Jir»31 •at'-y M§* |. i> 4'.n,niM .y t.l.yi ranCO .C*' 

*J ' ■•*!• . .ft,n..r nn-.-.,.n a.cj«'”I j 

^■■‘.••*4 \n ■•< ii/J/i 

•» ’.. i i. 1 J» -i 4 n 


the lord of the ever-r;umn& 


;ll of 


hill 


Venkatani; o' 

my king and bride&roo 

Malirumsolai; 0 f 

the deathly-sharp discus 

Koui > rur; j iMev7‘ ini: 

Hari, the ambrosial flood o ‘ 

the Vedic seer of Indalur, t j j£ 

the lord of celestials residing 1 
walled city of Kanchi, 

the man-lion of Velukksti, 
the prince oi wealthy Padakam. 
the Yogic sleeper of Vehka. 

the lord of Urakam; uU- ira* 11 ’' 

the strong bull of Attabu) a ^ fll leJ 

the lord who stole my heart an 

over celestials; 
the light of Mulikkalam, 
the resident ol Adanut who 


as 11 


re^ 


tune; 

the yesterday, today and t°' ^ c 

the lord of Nirmalai w ho be^t 

■fa^ 


of 


ir’sM^ 


four Vedas; 

the lord of Pullam, master 
and Sanskrit; 
the bridgroom i^l Nang 11 * 

Kovil; . ufi?' 1 

, i* Tala* 1 -* 

the good one 01 

Nan mad iv am; 

mv lord Krishna ol Kannaf ^ x \\ 

lit 5 


Searching for him everv 1 
hold mv hands in worship 
mv heart out VC'ill he not g 
grace and hi^ bod\ J 


r i* 5 




■ rr; 




cneb ft-1• -t». 















, prose Works 

,YARP pA 


. a>ironCcOTCU - 

jir ^ S"* 

A C^flu 51 ^ 16 

file* 1 @ <S ’ U ‘ Sunipcfili 4g>|U>' 

• ..^tb UP®* 1 

5 > nu.-a»ftfjn> 

! 0<© eoCn 2,nri: ripOT ©"«" 

^ojad'-u" B>u> Ca * 1 ®' 

S'6^' ftGtTcfildTAOTP 




„ #©*,£1 - ® uSlfl l i 


Qoj<OTnObwruj 
flag**#***?* ^Uia> 

* aiJSI®*-*>11*** u*m5> 5?" «'"<* 


* 01^91 ujbrffl g>" ®’"<* 

^*4®“ '’"’ a,uS> j)©itei 


pw-rr ' 

q(*Gw‘t(^ ‘ ' 1 ~~’ 7, Qu{hinWffUDiL|ib 

- ° 6 -it Li^> ,or,ij ^ * 

****i *&> a * 1 ■** Qu < r ^ ^ nfbOTsj 

jjyfiS^gl 1 p^jpi, fciWW g>|jT)£>K 

|L ptfjt " Q^irjQrn&'ijTenu) 

Art -- .a.- jC" fflinih Ctfurt^jir 

,4^A * ^oraiiA 

. ^ a. 1 • 5» n ^ T OP** 

# <j5t5ff ’ * ' ’ (Tjacit Cl^g7Trn^J<^Ln 

.qc^t^U Atiisr 

Q*rrcv> Cun^lb 

tD <3>y<; 

? cicausnui Jl^'^tfSfTT> f^^JLO 
^ curT1J * r) ‘ 9>u ‘ rTL " ,u (f> GX * LI 

L i n Gm6i i 

ijnciicraTciji .j^caj ,g,f*i)wtntf> 

r^int'ri <miS)<irnjli4b 

M *UX ^ ■ ‘ ■ ‘ t'***** ^ ll »* fl ^ 

'o^fT^ii <niL.£! 

,ll inc.’jft fijl (Ti lii U»l<*MT655n^ I .J O J n Ct^js<P> 

a, rr V d A> &, n gO 

01 n-. l ii»ji<b n * ri ‘ :n< * |ip»*/"h<b . 

-.i^ujOu' ^tfSaiL* 1 i.iRn^ff 1 '*W'lijiftfli ir**w«y> 

Ur i n^yi Ji 

(^I/Krt *pvi*|2|< I^JCLPC' • ( T0‘ 5 >i *> to’iHACST'U' 
tftn ^ipc^5b^KrT§, 

m 6u>MC ST(hjyi«^l^»0» iWm^nri 

lOliDn'jj 

,ft &\G& a tiOfiun; ft A>(^ »flsn^.«Ti 


If not, openly speaking of his ways, 
before beautiful dames. Vedic seers', 
devotees and kings of the wide 
Earth, — that he went into the 
cowherd’s huts and stole butter, 
and was bound to a mortar and 
beaten by the cowherd- dame 
Yasoda, that he came as ghoul and 
ate cartloads of food on the hill of 
Govardhana, offerings which were 
meant for Indra king of gods, that 
he went into the assembly of kings 
as a lowly messenger and ate a 
humble pie in the yore, that he 
danced with pots in the streets, to 
the beat of drums, which made 
the maidens lose their hearts and 
I made others wonder what mischief 
is this, that he chopped off 
the nose and ears of the strong 
Lanka king’s sister Surpanakha 
who look a horrid form through 
passion that overtook her in the 
forest, that he killed the huge 
mountain-like ogress Tataka 
while guarding the seer’s fire 
sacrifice strongly, and did many 
more unthinkable things, 

I shall let the world know openly, 
and brazenly come forward to 
commit the Madal. 

Alvar's lotus feet our refuge 


LpcnsiG.Vi' , Lpc^T'Cn^jabu Al yfKiril 111^.,* 

.j.trsTc^'u 1 : i,*i -i* 1 '-’ ■" ° - 1 
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THE sacred book / Divya Prabandham 


Ode to Ramanuja 

Ramanuja Nutrandadi 
ofTiruvarangat-tamudanar 


nivuuuion 


(.pwrcDOT cfclcner ^ 

gunCT ^ *<*>© *u>«uu Guniljw, 0li . 

/-% . CT G7T^)I fin (_ UJ 

JecnaM&Q Csn&flCcjrrir 

Cl#j€5T MCu^2,rrrrA,A 

CTC5Tg)Jft &L_Cl4«m_GluC3T ujnOTT? 

That I may destory my karmas by the 
root, I held on to the golden lotus 

feet o Tiruvarangat-tamudanar ol 

Mungilkudi. How now shall the agents 
Ot Yama bother me ? 


LX, LOCJTGpi iDfTgj Qun^^UJ 

LjiTLcrir gr^ iDnTpcjr ^u; u a&b &l *-*>i*^! 

u«u *cr>wC uj«" 

2jntfa LDCSTfiT SiJfVjJj £ 

0 00**0^ 

5>n-LD Locrrcsfl sump Qi^^CLg! 

O Heart! Come let us recite R^n ianU ^? . 
name. He set men of learning ° n 1 ^ 
proper track. He worshipped the ^ 
of the prolific poet Maran 1 j 
rendered mouthfuls of pratse for the 0 ^ 
who bears the lotus dame Lakshin 1 
his chest. May we always live close 
his lotus feet. 


• fbU ** ( 2> CTC\JCu(T lD 

fpj OTJT GSdV) CJT n u ffci« 
fl "2>a(25 & ! nnwn j g,a (jptrf^njrflon^ 

Gioct. 

. ^G3TiJ(TCt. 

® UJU>MU5 *«“* ^ @CTJ 

Qjb^taCio. 

Because the pleasures of the sense 
are mixed with pain, the nobl 

Tiruvarangattamudanar graced u 

the Kalittura. Andadi on Sri Ramanui; 
o Heart, learn it well. 


®‘ rf) ft*"® 

^ f rf, m n ^<2) rrcu 
Pj.civ 0 ,^ 0 , ^n]t>ClnjC(^la 

cr err c$ji ii> ^ifflnnQunjf^cntTT 
ftssfl a ' b * '* l «©Clflnrt ) aoSlp, ftiOT.fr, 
um^g, 

L1 GW CJflfl LLJ G CJ1. 

Now what do we lack ? The pious 

rirurangaitamudanar gave us the 
Savitri of a hundred and eight songs 
with Ramanuja’s name and ripe subtle 
thoughts. 

* * * 


<s>cn ^,7 Qumfi)cu ‘ w, ‘ . 

" - 




CWctciht incftecruj &*.£, g ’ 1 *' 

Am* &'***- 
d^dTGnno) ^cstocst A*0«ionrHi^^ . 

2-CTTcnrTgjj creSr Orj^/v ; ^cjrrpj ^ . 
GTCTTAr^K SL fhm Ct ,rT 

I cannot understand this good l° l 1 ^ 
My heart does not think of ‘ ,n ) 1 ^ 
other than the extreme benevo 
of Ramanuja. He gave up the co*nf ^ 
of men who do not contempt* 
lotus feet of the nectar-g^ ^| V ' 
surrounded-Arangam lord, ** d ^ fl g f 
sought the feet of the Kuraiy> r K (2 ) 
Tirumangai Alvar. 


JfT <&;ujgj :t> : t* 






4 - 

a cncTit^F C» JU- ,L * 




a <anOTi«n '*« ' 

e 5,fT)f0ih •J , * x ' r ' . /(t 

(olsiijcntD ^'nniDfTaJ- 4 '•r - ' ^ 


Cm 






rtf* 


. • V 

'»if 2 GS». U fnrr . C+ 

C4****P 
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O Benevolent Heart! Cutting asunder 
the cords of association with men ol 
devilish birth, you placed me at the 
feet of the most worshipful belo\ cd ones 
of our peerless lord and sage Ramanuja. 

For this grace, I bow to you. (3) 

CT<3TGT>G3TU LjsfiluSlsO «J>(3 C)un(J,G" 
(IpOTCnGJTU 

(j^Wrj fi\j GU CiT> UJ 

uGiTCTruuer^i)* ^-lninn^^CT ^dn 

LjCig) (j_p LO ftdv 

Qacsuafttb GnGu&&n<ar vcn'hg) 

cjgiiL h dltn&cij ^cjtfinevjCuj. 

Our lord Ramanjua, who exhorted 
all to worship the first-lord alone, 
made a person out of me in this world. 
He destroyed by the root the darkness 
of my age-old Karmas, and gave me 
his feel to wear on my head. 1 have 
nothing to tear. ("1) 

tsrroTfla^ 2_n}rp 

tflGSTJT)) ^ 6TJ «3 UJ «£1 CUGU n 
uicst^, (^rrjjr) LDftfVj^in » 

uaen<«jfliu ih 

x i 2_ (fjrrj £|£IH ^l(r^0iTiDfTij<fbGTr 

aiff^n^jib CW5 1, Lin 
@cjt4i *>ncrn£\Qj&.**ri GT-Lii£>& 

(PGifTOm. 

If men of perverse hearts do not 
consider Ramanuja their asset, and 
heap slander, I take it as praise. 
Surely those who love his good 
qualities will not find fault with 
my poetry, by which I am 
only recalling his name. (5) 

La,' u i LD 1 ujflj ■* 1 *~) 

rr-GjT AefilflsGn ^ cm incii 
iOuucw Q^rrsfai^ cunup^^jLD igjijn in arisen on 

'’Ci- 

I uSl^lli Jgjcoftj n^, edn 

i irrcfit t-.trF,^GT.5rr<?ii 

/ipti icu cn it)& 5T,-^yitiu cirt oti uW j^o^tv 

Gl If) IT 1^)1 ft, <$}! L Gff)i. 


Sweet poets with love in their hearts 
lose themselves praising Ramanuja, 
blending proper words and meaning. 
Alas! endowed with a devotionless 
sinful heart, I too am trying to speak 
of his glory, — it is sheer madness! (6) 

O LDn^il CTUUfii <3>L_S)(5}Lb Ou(ff)lb LI&LpfTGST, 
al ff,LD «9<r^nCpcunoar 

5 0C53T tfCV Iq. U J iSl (S3T 

lh^Iotulja al 5)^111) ^orrLDn^j,5G3T i_|<5iijp 

lj rriq ^cucvjn 

fflJl^lcruijA Al GT£JT3,{<5) .•A'C* 1 I1J fTgj LD 

After taking reluge in our Kurattalvar, 
— his glory is beyond our words, — 
who takes us out of the pitfalls 
of deceptive knowledge, I sing the 
praise of Ramanuja who lilts me above 
sin. I have escaped from non-paths, 
now I have no regrets. (7) 

GU^)^5jJLD H£) LD(TIT)jp, CT«n 

Ci lj n uj fin/I, lj iSlijfTtfjfT ld cr> id uSl cii 
Qijn^fincna^ih 0 ^j,< 9 ,iSljp 

&)G$t finG3Taj lD &€\ l Iq ^sGSTiD#) 

^OTTiji] CTffl&g, ^(fTjtfSlcniicnA^ 

in 

iJlUflOT, ( IA*ITITirirTrtj|/l(3T fiTib 

^ l»T> n) UJ 611 G C3T. 

Poygai Alvar blended together the 
substance of the Veda and the 
sweetness ot Tamil poetry to light 
a lamp and dispel the darkness 
of affliction. Ramanuja placed that 
lamp in his heart. He is our lord and 
| our master. (8) 
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gJcnrDGucncnft angpjib @0^ 

Gl^hu (gjncjTih crctT^jvi 
GfilGnft(2) SJCDf^uj t-«b4? 

5>rtCfTdJ,GTT Orjxp.d&g* 
s2-_6D0uj ^5tuDn^.t(?^ST 

i_jAip GjagjjLb f^svjCGvjnn 
lf5<?Ti0U?CinG7T5i «5irrij5j] iDGTTtoJiP^^Gg) 

OX^TGoT fiDGTLlUUCijGfJ. 

But an al var lit a lamp of knowledge 
to dispel the darkness of seekers’ 
hearts. Ramanuja placed the Alvar’s 
feet in his heart and rejoiced. The good 
ones who preserve the Vedas will 
always sing his praise. (9) 


who take refuge in Ramanuja disp ^ 
such excellence as I cannot descn 
this wide world. ' ; 

gjULO 'olAfTGWTU 

^cnipQjcin U ^ 

,§r. iv^i, g;g,Luagji Ig'ijrTLDnrya^ 1 <=#• 

Qutlffl '•"&•*> 

ib Oftncffin0 £^6n0^«9iib $0 • 

1 $L *i> Q«9ifTGff3TfK\ tCT,nc^lu.l IT*G<3> _ 

The world famous Tirurna^ 
Alvar’s lotus feet were conta ,ne 


iTlOTlGtsfllU GlJli @06n LOnGiHSH i^l G5T, 

G^fTcn^ijcrT id n incutjfrcfr 
^OTrQGJTfT^lX) &, Gff3Ti _ <?T>ID 

ArtCQib <hi£) J*g> 

Ou^dn &4U, Gtjnf^rrjiUi j}irn^<£>nj0 

r^65Ti j s CJri Gun ftrrctr 

nUcnafl^i©, ^0u> i.,cua -i u»n* 

GTOTTir^jii ^rflujCn. 

After the pall of darkness was dispelled 
that night in Tirukkovalur, Peyalvar 
saw* the cowherd lord, the wonder 
lord with the lotus-dame Lakshmi. 
Ramanuja worshipped the Alvar’s 
golden feet. Those who pour their love 
over Ramanuja are fortune-favoured 
devotees of excellent merit. (10) 


‘fvflup -V^cr-ncr-ir./) Od jjCT in^gri 
*ls><>>0t<.&\tpncvi 
inn \$y \Uj ■ |Aj£<iJ I iHffyinOi iffljionrdi 

dqtcraT .a^ib ' i^iuD^) 

^nn i£>tijeb C.td<^Mtfl,(9‘grnf>nnt)|d6in gjfrJt&nGrfTd 
drtrri^hGun d^ib 

J KHti i i <ai inI j j ITQ iC^G* 

J&*i tb pf*Q.)■ 

Tiruppanalvar rendered the essence of 
the Vedas in sweet Tamil songs. 
Ramanuja always wore the Alvar’s feet- 
louis as a garland on himself. Those 


Ramanuja’s heart-space. Those ^ 
worship the devotees of R arria c 
and always praise his golden l eCt . 
mv beloved masters. 


iU^ 


Qdiuiq'.b u&jl) ^-jiGTTCud-, Ct^niP^b id* 


'aluujiuib IDG|J|0<£K ty>\£\Ch 
ffOUlGTT #>ip0/<J>) ^4WT^U|'. 
OiDtuuidn ^(jniiinn^Kn £<]' * 


n . 


• a(TC 5t 

q< " *> 

2 Geu& 


Tondaradippodi Alvar 
garland of Tamil 
Vedic w isdom and a fresh 
garland of woven Tulasi 
worthy of being placed at 


made. »'•’"( 

rs> 

O'”, 


the lord of Arangam. d^ e ^ irl ^| V a r 


Ramanuja worshipped 1 
alone. Ramanuja’s feel ate 
refuge. 


m v 


soJ L 

(i« 


Clcuib 


■ d>Gmr 1 .Idu .uiib - 


»1> 


£)A 


d.^3>o <*. n 


itbnci'e® 

lP 


P 

P 




, rfi> 




ai^jla, 
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i rl Alvar, the king of Koll. 
Ku lasekan ords q( jrustic majesty. 

sang ' ises t he great ones who 
p.ama nu > A t be Alvar’s works, 
always sing pal h s0 fpenance, 

Giving U P in the sizzling forest, 
— sW ■ ‘ a § n d ocean for the sake of 

jnounta 1 _j have f oun d my 

redemp 11 ® ’ u j a He shall never 
refuge in (14) 

lel meclov n- 

ci5)' TGvjGy '' su 

U**>«<*Q ***& 

^ LJfTG3T65»lXJUJ63T 

o igirriufT^j^OTT 

G cf) fbj u- 1 <£rr 

>.<,<*9^ 

' 9rf -' fT £,fTlj>£H f -^G9^CuJ? 

i l in a fountain of love, 
per valvar sang for the lord the 

p tdu, “Glory be” song bnmm.ng 

^ it h ever-flowing love, heedless of 
everyth.ng else. Ramanu|.t a ways 
bears him in his heart. 1 sha 1 not 
find company in lowly men who do 
not see the greatness of Ramanuja, 
blow I shall not want. ) 


^„a,6n S)*® 1 " u ’^‘ n 

*♦,*. 1 , /• oQ v*j* i AflfflCai 

ai >4.1*'>«*’ •'*>» »«****> * 

X 4 n«.* " ■ Ilo cm-cSl 
'oW.nfi'. 

<n, rvp^^'f GuCncrreb C n 1 n p Chi n <an 

6T6tn^)iiU ton , \_pi-sVt< *u.i. 

W’hcn the faultless Vedas became 
Suited and the whole world was ruled 
| 1V Kali alone, there came the 
benevolent Muni Ramanuja, who lived 
hv the grace of Andal, the girl poet 
who wore on herself a garland and 


offered it to the lord of Arangam, 
who in turn found it worthy of being 
•wrapped on his crown. (16) 

(ip u i rr it ay ljj g r^j a err ; 

ifbJftGTT 0LflrTLU§>$lq6p]li) 
AGijflu jnn lD GTtID ftGSiTfiSoUfl rij 

ottht) nctncTT ugen ib 

OjCijfl r £y4 j GtFS6<yiC3')U.J/ 1 1 (DjtiJOi C^lblip 0<9UJ<5j ^h£\jCjp 
5 )C 3 Ta,(^, 

cj] 63^ u j n tsn C3T (Trri^Gn ^ q n in rr o-. £ cm cn 
cnuj^cyrCg. 

Tirumangai Alvar, the polific and 
unique poet Nilan, rendered sweet 
Tamil songs on the lord of 
Kannamangai, and other temple 
towns. Our master Ramanuja was 
very fond this Alvar. Those who seek 
refuge in him are neither vexed by 
misfortune, nor pleased by good 
fortune. (17) 

iniu<g>ti)(<fh . y 

■5>lbkpfT6Vj 

CI <9 LU ihPQ (<3} 2L_CO<£Igvj GIJ^lD O fiHGILS 

Oijuj<3>it)^ f^'<='yi5!L|ib Cl lj<Au i^iifr /ftfirn] 
a_ii 9 nfF>di crGueofiib 

e> aiA '-\&\ 2 tf,<si|Ln nionrp,iflGJi crib 
s> jiiflnwfft»ui« 

Madurakavi only desired to enjoy in 
his heart his master Sat a ko pan who 
took birth on Earth tor the sole 
purpose of rendering the hard-io- 
comprehend Vedas into a thousand 
sweet Tamil songs. Ramanuja showed 
us the wav to the Alvar’s feet. He alone 
is our refuge. (IS) 

‘JTjVd 1 v,^V f* 'Ttfita ib 

si. U‘<l 

I '.i'tlJiki > l.i, iiu<Ki.n ii-ionrru,3>' 

■.«,lSit«iTihi A’ui .fh 





















g>0U> ^rjcrarCu) ffT«SJT(^j 

@Jb £cn r£)c v&d&nh 
r^fegrfT) gimTionn^sirr 

The Tamil Veda, Tiruvaimoli, sung 
by Maran Satakopan is the proper 
path to enjoy the lord’s bliss, it is the 
only wealth to be attained, mother, 
father, the high teacher, — even the 
lord of the lotus lady Lakshmi 
himself. Ramanuja who taught this 
to the world is our ambrosia. (19) 

^rju ClufTjflcO QfcCTT (^^CDAuiSlgnCST 

<£<(!P£>£b $( rT 3 cl,rTliJ 

rr ^§> ft^iPcir 

^CjflliJCUlT £jli) 

^flu ljuSIgsti^j suujiMib &uii> Cl^HCTT 

Jb^&CipGjfl^uu Ojb^«3nco 
Gufirflu u(ff)(^)U) ^QnuDrr^i^Gyi cr«jr 

ton (Q^IGoj. 

Nathamuni exulted in worshipping the 
sweet poet Madurakavi, who knew the 
art of singing the Rasa-laden words of 
the delightful Tiruvaimoli bequeathed 
by the lord of flower-groves- 
surrounded southern Kurugur King 
Satakopan. Ramanuja who filled 
his heart with love for Nathamuni, is 
our great wealth. (20) 

f0$Gnuju Qumjjlujib (Lp^Uu 6is,jTfT)i fob 
05 ib curr^cv uirjrfi}#, 

‘\' A 0>nr>jT)j a_.cu^cu gjcuctT^6frrf>)Gc\jGn 
g*niu Clr^5l Gan 

vcDfrjciisn 

^i^xsiraT ^u^ujnib 

Qurbn)iGJ>L uj 

Yamunachary a, the king among 
ascetics of the righteous path, became 
the preceptor for Ramanuja, our 
master. Having secured his protection, 


no more shall I stand and su er ; 
the door of mean mortals sin &. 
their praises as “O, Wcalth-p 011 ^ 
rain-cloud”. 

5,G3TgiiU) OP^.^ 

(y>fT5>^LHLD GnjfTiq.U_|lb ClGUUMLC 1 CfP^ 

Lig>g>GuCcn! crcSirnj Cunrnftfi- <JL,IT ^ 5T 

ghfrOtCnCSl GTgjgxJLD . - 

O l£) <&<V U ‘ 

Subramanya, Vinayaka, Siva, I 
Agni and all the other ^ 0< ^ S , tU ;i e d. 
their backs and fled, then ' J 
“O Lord of the three *° y 
O Maker!”. Such was the 
that Krishna showed on 
Ramanuja, who worships hirn» ^J) 
Provident Fund. 

• ddMI w 

cnciJULj ^uj QjirojT u t 

^<3*Ljn ^ 

ctuGi ing^io ar»6H0.(<0)ib v \ 

; 

GJiULIHfr S> tty 

*•**:: ^ 

Cl Irtgjitii Guntp5,^)«u<>5T q 


ftpu 1 




,ui^' 


Fhe godly ones always vault K 'Tcio" s 

in their hearts as ihe»r P ^ a 

wealth. I, this self, sinful $$ 

peer in this whole world, ^ j 1 0 

deceitful hard heart, have *' all 
f I Sli'r , t 

sing his praise. Even n %v i)l 1 
morning, evening and nl ^\ $ p(2^ 
ever exhaust his infinite virtu c 

i 

Gl«jib ^6fjlGT>esm |,T * 

• r ‘‘ ' 

& i c*jO<*frrr)]LP ^ 11 

GTUJg,^) 5 ,U ” * 

j&lGBTfQ] £>633*0^ * 


744 
















1YARPPA / Prose Works 


0\jfTuj5> g,<?mb Curr^nrjiib l;637«u5 

^LDiijriftGn fQcvjgj^i «*«aiVluj5. 
Gn/hg,* Qifiai^^rr^T^g!] ^fjfTion^]5CTT 
6763TCjp]LD &>nn 5,63T63) 63^ G U.I. 

Those were days when, by the terrible 
deeds of sin committed, I took countless 
births, aged and tired. Now I have 
seen Ramanuja, pleasing like the dark 
cloud, and am saved, for he weeds out 
the lowly paths of false penance. (24) 

Anir cjlu mongjj#! 

5*i 6)S11_ $ ©U 

^Co < 50^)1 uciirr iglcTT ^^ciflcaT 

^GVJ6V6^j5>(5) 

g? 63*) <p 11_l£) fbn63TJ CU 6T63T63763T 

a—OJ^gjLSlGjT, 2_631 

<^Cn st-uSIfTA^ 2_iiSlnrruj ^i^Gujrn^ 

O Ramanuja, Benevolent as the dark 
cloud! Who in this wide world can 
understand the nature of your grace? 
I was the very hotbed of sin. On 
your own, you came and accepted me. 
Today your noble qualities are sweet as 
ambrosia to my lowly self’s soul. (25) 

^.15,(5) £—5QfT) ^rrrrujfTn^i5GX>GOT ct63T 

Cal 5 LU cSl6D631 

(olLDUJA^fbjniT) 6ij>6nJbl/0lI.I Clfl5»g3«n<h 

ldglj tb ir>£\jC6\jnrt 

CiA (5jC)fr)6iJiT6nr> crgji iS)®iiin tn^i ^ujCucli 
^l,5i f^l G3 tG<T) ff ft , 
4b4*k (5jfr)fr)i£) <^U lSI mui_| <^hs\i ^utcOCcu 
r?, lD CD i D <^>1,1 GlArrcn^Gio, 

The world renowned Ramanuja, 
benevolent as the rain cloud, purged 
me of the terrible misdeeds of my past. 
The godly ones who take refuge in 
him, — whatever be their birth or 
ancestry, whatever be their misdeeds, 
— will be our virtuous masters. (2b) 


Q5»fTCT7<rn5> 063DT>61| ^fblpj ^COfbJ^ 

Q5>fT^lD(b£>J 6£>ftJ<£lLU 2—C3T 

611 jncriGv ^jCJTgj^crrfTQo cu©jc61gt>cjtGuj63t 
IX) 63TL0 £ l |(£)!b2> ff UJ; 

OffucncncTuj 5-t_fTvt^(^vD 2_crrOij(r^(^CTCDLD5^i 

gj ctt fQ n^j ^QfTii) it^(5it! CTCfr 

5)63^1 Qjl)0jaClU. 

O Ramanuja! With a grace never 
diminishing in radiance but ever 
increasing in power, your dark-cloud 
like benevolence has entered and 
captivated my heart. The silver lining 
on your greatness is not a blemish, 
yet I fear it in my heart! (27) 

Cl (?) ( 6 ^ 7 /lCV> 5iCDIT) Cl&ncfoTl- 5^67)56376375, 

5>(TUJJfeg) f£llD©0637 nfjf&JACn 
lSI<S 3T(T3>63T 5>63T <£b (75, G\J 63T 
ungiib 5)€33T6a3rrr 
cvjCT)5nA(55 £g!jmomT>]5G3T 

crdsT cumij 

Q 5, rr(Cf)il u Ljfjcu^cucvjrrgjj ; ©763707 cuffipcti 
5 tS 7 i^iuCjb! 

Ramanuja is hard to get for the 
ill-minded people who do not worship 
the petal-soft feet of the pure lord 
Krishna, — Dame Nappinai's lover and 
the evil-hearted Kamsa’s killer. Other 
than his name, my heart sings and prates 
of none else. O, What a blessing in my 
life has happened to me! (28) 

cfW'L. l_ (^^1 LD g 51$) 67 G3T fQ, rK>6V) (7 ! 

Og,63i (5)^r7)cr»5.u iSlarrcsr 
U nil (^1 6763T«T)HD Cgu&U UJ5t(b<b l ^jP 

2,63763)6375, 5,637 6T63Tgmf> 

cSC U^faST 5»6337 ©J76tl5,5> ^0(7^(7^5631 M^ij? 

Qldll) s^cnin&C&nn 
r^L* i nij 5,^11 5,637637631 GT637 (J*fTll L rhlAGTl 

5.6337^1 ^gCOULD C*6ll. 

Ramanuja firmly established the Bhakti 
path, in which the tamed Tamil Vedas, 
— the sweet songs of Southern Kurugur 
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city’s King, — are the means of union 
with the divine. O When will my eyes 
rejoice and see bands of devot es who 
realise the truth in this! (29) 

gjGPuiX) 2,0 Qu0 cSQ Q1&0 

CTCJT? CICtflT 

gtfSTTULO 530 j9<jUJlb UGu 

CTg$T < ?Qg,n& £j_cvj<£)cu 
mein i jcvj e_uS)n*il0 

mmuGSi <rrcsr GmnjJjlgjg, 
^jgjtucp, nninniTjiaOTT 

cTOT&riOT cnCcar’ 

Ramanuja, the faultless one, the friend, 
discoursed that the wonder-lord 
Krishna is the lord of all beings in the 
Universe. He became my heart’s 
master. Now, how does it matter 
v/hether 1 enjoy the pleasures of heaven 
or suffer the pains of hell? (30) 


w 
^0<b <pc*6>cn 

By the strength of his penance, 0 
Ramanuja lifted and protected tn 
world from the destructive po 
of Kali. For those who attain hi ■ 
the radiance of knowledge, P r ®P 
understanding, tolerance, a i 
fame, wealth,-- all these will com 
of their own accord. 

«£<CT»l_ QP *LDCv>&g^ ^GUfTlflAS" 

uesu.CujrrQ 2 ? n5 > a>*('P L ^ u ‘-" 

tpcsv G$Gucy}tD 

i4«r»c ^5>5> u l ^ CVJL "° 

ftnuu«!)!D(^ GTGJTfril 
Pi'€T>i Gui ^gfTlDrT^ )< 9^ipC3 i n 

rQc\J5)Cff3 , 


^s^G^n^ften ir^fTcn 

anGuub cTCviGunib iucstCid! 
pt£33tQ u€vj GuifTcafl^GrrCai^i^j *_ fpGvjCciimb 
CTGo'cil £.G3Tjf)lCuj 

fh ni-OtP Qt i^4'6SJTtiJTfC\J *<,• 3),—^|fl|^i 

^ on l j fTGri Jgj rj rr ( q n r^j ,g cn off Cl 

O Heart! For so many days, months, 
years and ages without end, we have 
gone through so many births in so 
many wombs. Today, without a second 
thought, we have fallen at the feel of 
Ramanuja who’s heart is filled with 
love for the benevolent-arms 
V a rack raja, lord of Alligiri. (31) 

«| IT, IT J ri^^iU ■ ,4 4itii iru^fTjui'i) A,\n f ^n. 

(Ayi^cii. 

•)>», * ^ 61 ;n(ipill ,/ijajii, 

4.v ujnt> 


The lord of lotus-dame Lakshmi wields 
the discus Sudarsana, the dagg? r 
Nandaki, the mace Kaumodaki, th e 
bow Sarnga, and the dextral conch 
Panchajanya. To protect the goo * 
they have come into this world in t h 
torm of a Mum called Ramanuja.(33) 


'■‘Otf , T)i0>g)> syuT(^ij|u> 

/Kw'ar.j. ipca-MsauiJ c*H^ uJ 

Oi hi 1 

-i. .mfd u, m +*** •*** 

Even after the terrible Kali s pen asn 
influence ol unimaginable strengi^ 
was destroyed, Ramanuja s great n^ 
did not become apparent: but * ie ^ 
ihe account books of nn P asl 
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maintained in Hell s office were 
destroyed, his greatness shone like 
the Sun. 

uujCcm w* ^ Gun P® O^Glu<*; 

Quir^fi «rotfcT>n«w 

, na) C<M Clu©®* *«■“-»** ?f ©' 

iorr uDCvj(T^^ rrsTi 

~ ^ f cr,6@«nsai eififrsnsn ^cru Cb n ir^ 
^luC.06 31 - ~ Q 

<£4* 1TLM igjf^CU ' 

I shall not offer worship to any god on 
c ‘u i shall not praise some mortal 
^."jih words like, “O Cloud!”. But I shall 
never forget the lotus feet of Ramanuja, 
"■hose love nows like a flood on the 

^mention of Tiru-Arangam. How 

can Karina ever approach me. (. -) 

5,^. •3‘> l ’ OT,a 

*, tt, ~>/>’<'<X S " f^ CTlT tl ' ” V,. n 

^Bfluu. .SlOTgl'U) iMiilsrflt-ujnn 

- * *"«»* f** 

Oi ^fiUfuSleiT 

.IKtf ,^£33TG3T. 6TU) ~ ^ 

ijiq 

Then in the vore, the lord ot all souls, 
wielder of the discus, brought out the 
hidden meaning of Vedic tests to 
" rjuna. Even then, seeing the 
impatient worldly ones trapped ,n 
despair, the lord followed them 
with good advice. That » how our 

Ramanuiacametobe! (36) 

iSoniD"H"*™ 

cngn^DitD < A ?' toKitisncnu) 

«:*»<«* 

dVjCTOTfXi A*>\ -s 51 n 

^ tlAPGOT' .0" 

2 cncmi> flj«aRujth n-.ct '»«»v nn 
^ ltr CWg*it(^ *> ffTcjiuTnoitnift 


Ramanuja enshrined the world-famous 
Bhakti-surgingRamayana in his heart. 
His praiseworthy devotee Kurattalvan 
and fcei-worshipping heart-melting 
good sage Parasara Bhatiar saw 
some sign of hope in my lowly self 
and took me into their service. (37) 

ICf <«Tt L.G STi CU LJ iSl <5) §j GiT' SJf 

GTCfTCyiGST ; ^emguGld 

Cun&^cj • '— £fci Cu ir^cnn 

(ipcsTL.i'." i j£tf3T£nflujn ^i_b 
Gb n 0, <£l Gvj l 5I rtl lu n ^rjniriniTjjs 1 f£l CJT 

<5^ ^fTj crfl Gin c^u m jt Gfin ld 
G<I> rr<£b/£l g\j Clfli^GTi ^fflc^rrev!: a_ u;n rj uj mu , 
$<*>$> Cl lj rt^CGtr. 

O Ramanuja, praised by blessed ones! 
Today you have made me your 
servant, such is your grace. But why 
did you let me go my way and waste 
my lite all these years? Alas! I cannot 
undertstand the subtle sense in this, 
pray tell me. (38) 

Ct JlT^^VD L-I^GUGb^li) L4jliJ IVJ lD 

u,(«9^Lp gu n ^ lis ctgjtGit) 

UD(ITjCTT ■' ■».!. .'i ’lr. 'o' 

tDfhipi ^t.Trnn^ijCiori'? 

Vi?(IT^GTT Vj 1 fh rrG33Ti Cgiud LDrnT)nfil£, 

QyW rrrrji CV^ifl 

^nniDngjj^cjr 

dtfUJUJLb G/UDr»»iftG(JtT. 

O Heart! You have exhausted yourself 
running after illusory wealth, children, 
property, and wife as sources of real 
happiness. Ramanuja changed our 
life ot darkness and despair and gave 
us the mind to understand his 
greatness. Is there anyone else to match 
h is ah id i ng grace? (39) 

aifHD ^»i VU» .It lf| ( £»a,«TScO^Lpli> 

A rtl u i < Vi uV 1 

.^nin^ipuri <rr*^ai» n: 

iK'WJTA .,3)i lD A -^n 
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ctcst^j S-enrjz&nar 
CUriLDOTTSTT ^IjrTUDfT^j 5 OT 

ID d'rifl CD # G u_i, 

Ramanuja who took a vow of 
eminence gave this counsel to the 
world: The fourfold pursuits of life 
are principled living, acquisition of 
wealth fulfilment of desire, and 
freedom from rebirth. Of these, desire 
must be cultivated solely for attaining 
Krishna, while the other three must 
subserve this purpose. ( 40 ) 


UxAnfltna CujnerfUd, Cangju, iSln^ 

CH&Acfl 

***** *-fl> Aftor^« 0 cun 

CuC<g>rT(T<p,6TT CTcOcurTib 

OurnyiG^, 

rPjCwrorn^LB ^rrcmb ja^cu^Q^frcraTg) 

{bfT(TC!I3Trr)(flj ^U^GSTCfJ. 

Even when the lord Madava himself 
enters into every womb, takes birth 
and stands before our eyes, we are 
unable to see him. Whereas, by the 
single Avatara of Ramanuja on Earth 
all beings have access to the subtle 
knowledge to take them to the feet of 
Narayana. / 41 ? 


^uSleimpujfTrr Qa,ncb)CD< 9 > 4 ><V|tyb 
(DrTiijm ffttpn ci($&#nGr 

u>n incvjijncfi 

$>niu&>Gn CTCucurr S-uSln^L.^^ 

^afbja,car <n«rT«y)ub 
^JUUO.GjT &<6b (ol^ftcb 

^( I^CTT O, fJftjGg,. 

The pure faultless Ramanuja taught 
that Arangan, the lord of lotus dame 
Lakshmi is the husband of all souls 
Through boundless grace, he pulled me 
out of the quagmire of love for 
women’s breasts, and saved me. (42) 


^l(f5j«V(LD 2_63ITnffLjLb; 4 

QjfTtU ^0 psb* 

Cl U*(g)iD; ^,'(0) djlcnOT cij)®) && 

u 14 uSl tAJ 2 ^ ^ 

&-Gary*£)aiff>crLjT . 

2_n)j 

Ou^criLD toirjmDrn^^ 

Osneug^J 1 ^^ 

O People of world! I shall tell y 0 ^* 
great way to get rid ot the so ^ 
devastating Kali. Say, “ Ram .f^n' 
Even as you do, brightness will ^ ^ 

on your mind, your mouth wil ^ 

with nectar, and all the travaii 
birth and death will flee. 

Qonoi) &\Bi£ (*Lp«fTg)jLb 

rtjfTcjr^ 1 ! 5 

^'GVGon JiyCl^l uiircqU) a 

cujsi . 

fb«vcvrrn 

*6UCunfT ^*cv, giLjaCfljnir tfTgjJ GtJ ^ rf[ \ 
CTCiTJTJJ ^^ U ' L ^ 

The good ones praise Ramanuj- 1 - j lS Q ( 
knower of the countless p* 1 1 ^$. 
righteousness taught by all reh£ f 
He is a master of the four Veo^» 
well-versed in the three a$P lLt 
sweet Tamil, — poetry, n |ii s 
drama. For those who do not l ea it>5 e 
name with faith, what great P ir ;, 4 ) 
awaits them in this world? 

t 

•' 'tOJ ?f* dv Jy ^0fT)| 1£IGUGT><^' ^ 

^Itfirrc^a; GiJ»p) *9*^^*^* ^ 






■t crsingj #u g,jnt ^^ 

^eun^ ( Aift 0MitQjb 

amIF p 

•• {pui) ugth Sitinqp jjjpf* 

if** 
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lia i There is no greater 
> atta ining your feet, 

ourpose ‘ nQ way to attain n save 
ind i liere ' - our feet alone. Those 
the g raC ^ 00 j this have received 
\vho unde ^ suCh greal measure 
voiu* & raCe given to me today, 
as y °“ uC h, is beyond my words!(45) 

. ^ ****** 

loci’ s> 

,«&<*< .^uSIcSIGluot 

;1 -:- LOCITLO 

G*<P |a)U ^ fia>o 

. .*,*><*. 

«}&' D & £*><!)&$*'£'*■ 

■ „ the world-famous Ramanuja 

rj3Tj„-sT.mil Veit 

fto the controversies in the six 
llols of orthodoxy. He entered 
my lowly heart and clarified mv 
thoughts as well. ( 46 ) 




if> 


#*>!<>&“ Uf " SiT ’ 

.. . «£»<**«** ^rrnuHTg,^ 

j-rt^yi ^ <a9 tin 

Apt Q*t>& <&' n i» 

CT63 1 ^b<3Tf ^5‘i3>5»U4<frC‘» , 'n 
, ^UM ^.O • • • ’■ 1 •’ " ’ 5 

rfjlasft 

Our masterly Ramanuja convinced 
the world that the lord Ranganatha 
is the onlv one worthy of worship as 
the lord of Universe. Breaking 
through mv strong Karims, he 
entered my heart night and day as 
one without a peer. Now who in the 
world can match me? (47) 


f£l$iir £§S3Tjfrl fS^ID fiiOGntbOnO) 

li*gO ^sjmrytb @susna>; <=W 0 l-(SjU} 

U|<9>CJ mSRCTiLUQ^Giunfl 
Ou^cniD gjomiinr^a! r^rrii) 

u^G^, 

Gunmen gtgjt uiucan^(f^GtSun^ipA^ih 
iSlcjrCuiJT? 

O Ramanuja praised by faultless ones! 
My incomparable lowliness has no 
refuge but your grace. Your grace too 
can flow nowhere except into me. 
When the two thus find their 
mutual fruition, is it not futile to 
separate them? ( 48 ) 

ffi^cyrgil G 5LDOTM0 ; Clu rtUJLDCnLD 

»^ 2 )j <5LDUJli 

CufTOTgjl GutTCTTrfj); ,@ 1 ) 15 , 5 ,^ Clcuih 

' U%l <£MJD6VJ5» 

G<JiGiyr ijrruj syjiucu 

<£bip<*U Gi9<»ifTC3$l GtTiGlJ^S^^jJ^b 
#>rr<OT ^m^gvj iDGJT^pib gJarTLDrnTjj^Gjri gj< 5 b 

The Southern Arangam is surrounded 
by fields and rivers of nectar flowing 
from lotus blossoms. Our Ramanuja 
placed the lord Ranga's feel on his 
head and himself at Ranga's feet. 
After Ramanuja's birth on this Earth, 
the path ol righteousness has been 
established, the heretic six schools ot 
thought have been erased, the terrible 
Kali vanquished. (49) 

si £_<9>g>u)ri s§G&T<wrcurt 

mnrfil fist LJt h« 5T; Cl^rtGTTG^CTT 
GTltffft (<!>yT>ruih crrcOiSunih 
Lj^ 5 >i^Slu 1 n ^<anb y/wfeu 

4h^cvi 


749 













THE sacred book / Divya Prabandha " 1 


The lotus feet of our lord Ramanuja, 
King among ascetics, of lasting world- 
fame, are like dawn in the thoughts 
of the good ones. They boldly trudge 
in the hearts of enemies, striking 
terror. They are receptacles for mv 
inferior poetry, full of flaws. (50)" 

Aiiqcnui^ Qjkm-afcfc, QainthCandj 

urrij&u Gunn 

(ipi4UJU urfl Cftn CAfTCDQT 

crcn^riOTT 

liiquSloi ,00)©) £i c ucmcb 

.»»in9<arard,, ' 

Then in the yore the lord drove the 
steed-driven chariot for the five 
devoted Pandavas in the Bharata war. 
Now he has taken birth again as 
Ramanuja, the sweet ambrosia of 
devotees, for my upliftment alone. 
I can see no other reason. (51) 

u n n ft ft n 6TT <4* 2 jj fl tl) lu (•* tn u«ri(p,uu; 

unrT 

Ct jfTn^^ncjr , A • , 

uj6Ui<M)LnuS)C(;in6^Ujr»u.5 j darrein 

SiHGig, nc3T c?nn"ij<SG3T 

j^djujui gjncTT 

c^i, IT ftftf 7 ^; crih >^*Dnix>rTnjjflcgr 

(oIdU.IU-|lil (ftClD. 

With his Darsanas, Ramanuja drove 
out the six heretic thoughts, and spread 
his fame far and wide. He entered my 
lowly heart and ended my twin 
Karmas, then linked me to the lotus 
feet ol Ranganatha. These are a few of 
his wondrous deeds. ( 52 ) 

-sa fT)» I 0> G« , tui IM.II, 

GT63TW>Cir r H*w 

' 1 ^ ,T ")<•>;n />,r|/ip(Ty G.in-^fa 

-sum'll 


ilrijuCu 2- u^lrt/v^ib *-*><£> iliHCM 15 

fb0Oun/fT ) cn ^crrcin^jT ivri njnGaftfiugjC# 

«<«* 

The wonderful glorious Ramant 1 )*^ 
whom the learned ones desire, 
my Kalpaka wishing tree, conic 1 
rule me. He established the diff icl1 ^ 
concept that all the world 1 
lord’s corpus and all the souls are r 
lord’s soul. 

lb n i-14 uj {b&d C3T * . 

^rruiqu.1 CQjftub dhcrfluL^fD^ • 

&<*,*>* 

fin n l_ l lb rr cu <«tti ftifljp ldc^IP 

qj nip'Sft.ft’ 

^ijruDnjbidxar ft* 31 

^UlGUGVI 

On seeing the essence of goodness ^ ^ 
Ramanuja’s philosophy, all the 

heretic thoughts withered. The € 

truth of Narayana rejoiced. The P 
less fragrant Tamil Vedas of SoutI k 
K urugur Saint gained a new lifed- 

/hCWJTv Qjn dJiIQ r ‘f > 

O^fTcnni rr nemb ^ 

Qfrowfh 

' aW-d 7 *’ c ' 

1 uw Gyidy (,r,w^>r»b1 inn 

* 

O^norcii cj^cvj, * ** , ‘ 

tfri*u<jn 

Hie devotees of the lord of 


A ran gam, — surrounded by a lir,ic ^ 
fragrant groves, — rejoiced m 
the praise of Ramanuja who esta 
the singing tradition of the 1 ^ 

Vedas. Those who worship 11 
their benevolent raincloud <uC ^-j 
hereditary masters! 
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C<9,n<9, lDG37C3TOT>f] <D>fT6VJ r ££(£> 

<9*1. IT IB^lgffUfTGU 

Cu»rA<sfluJ GgjGUOTICSTU GufT.lb^JlD 

L|CucaTih «rw^j(2)ib 
£*$>& .©onion^jflanCTT 

,^i<rru_535 )lS!«ti cicin 

Gvti&{&) «_<annu.jngij, crrsyr locstld fglfincrriijn^ 
^(Slfl 1D0Q£J 6J»63Tfinjr)Guj. 

Our sacred teacher Ramanuja, revered 
the world over, worshipped the feet of 
the lord who wielded his battleaxe 
and destroyed twentyone mighty 
kings. Having attained him, my heart 
does not think of anyone else. My lips 
do not speak of anyone else. (56) 

tf>!T)rr), Cfty Cu£U U^iungj, 

<_DGU<i 

fi> rhipciiCn #>'&+{*) 

£\& ncn^ffjiL »- <jjfljiD6ir>63i . 
(jjCu gjcun Gunn^nrjjib < gijm£irTfT ) j<363’>63 T 

(bnc^lcu^Gfi, 

Clufb'ocn*^; Qtj<T)fr)i9<r3i ld.^ID 1 

Conceding to nothing else, our 
perfect Ramanuja, King of ascetics, 
considered only the devotees of Lord 
Ranganatha’s lotus feet as his dear 
ones. Having received the good 
fortune of his grace, my heart does 
not long for anything else. (57) 

G. ,U3>0>mn G«ii>2>u< GU-in^^n 

ai 4.-31 Ili tSlnuui) jbwnipi cr u i>inr)i 
LUffjnjJ <i 1 ^taV n uS)^T,tXi 

C»t,3l Qj| , tt*. uV** -il dlOU'tfbl l.. ( ijl 
n( >,< ^j«jin}j (. vol^nui.^yi)i> 

-sh<.ugum 1 i*»ininir 

*«•»»$ t> i 1 6;..,^T^n63i ( ..nr iu,'ijniOTn ; |.9^i 
a'iDUju. 

( oncltiding that self-knowledge is the 
purport of the Vedas, puerile ones 
consider Brahman as the truth and 


identify it with consciousness, thereby 
excluding the insentient world. They 
further declare that the soul becomes 
one with the supreme after the body is 
shed. Our Ramanuja won overall these 
absurdities with his gift ot logic and 
deep thought. (58) 

<£M Cvj ^cnsL| 04,aJ <£l cr><9 CTiltq.C5)iCTT^Lb, 

a.flS) ig^Ccn 

tfilcasi *(115 Ancuagil t @nninrTf ^|0 63i, 

(TjfTOTJLnCSIfOU^GjT 

/M (Tc^tTflLunai^cu ly , «i y r ' ; O - • 

2 _uSIgtmj 

2 > cju luojcnrr rhfTOGaaicii ^ffjlcunrT 

igcutffficu ffi— 0 {Qj a.Graifr^Ggj. 

In these days of Kali when darkness 
engulfs the world in all the eight 
Quarters to the very end of the oceans, 
it Ramanuja had not dispelled that 
darkness with the light of the four 
Vedas, we would never have realised 
the truth that Naravana is the lord and 
master of all t he souls. (59) 

® onnrriij^, duiiij^^nGafliun Cuj rr< 9 >ib 

• ^^CijniuQiQni^luSIcjn 
mearmb ^(iiyh i£vwSi/» inCTT^ub 

i$'i ibOeiCTiQiib, lo«t incvontfi 
■ Oi HTG31 (nanucii dunvn<,rbgijib 

1 <V)d 0 > f i<T}jib 1 |A<^> iQirj^ii 
(^KGTWIlD 4^*4' d0>»*WTt. lj\l , 1^'rj<1LHilHjJ<9O'S 1 
ciib ,/K^ia. ». . 

Where bands of godly-realised souls 
gather, wherever the Tiruvaimoli’s 
fragrant music is sung, wherever the 
lord with the lotus dame Lakshmi on 
his chest resides, -- there our 
benevolent cloud Ramanuja, our clan’s 
mast e t*, en t e rs a nd si ay s. ( 60 ) 

. <9-n 4 <» -.k ..pi, . | v iL ,i> .ilcijtll 

G O) i o‘t c.til o,m i.3i in n uvj , n uj^<3) 

v* • iSi ■*, . *■,£ v 
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^,cug,Cg>fTC3T crib gJgniDnj^jaCTT 
Q^jItco qAip ftufr 1&A0 
CT^fb£>g>J; ^2)2}^ IbW 

Aej3iL_gji ,@0t£lcuGii>. 

I was caught in the evergrowing 
ivy thicket of sin, Ramanuja came 
and took mastery over me. But even 
after that, the sage worshipped 
by Yogis shone with the effulgence 
of lasting fame. This world has seen 
a miracle. (61) 

^(r*) c6Ict>g3tu urraib 

ujctct! £)carr)iLiib 

cu^n^GgjCS 1 ^rafl ctld -^aniDnr^fldrr 
tDdngy id rr LD<wn£> 

ClufT(T^ j^rT f£lC3>GD 2_«Dl_U L.jCJTCJnDliSlGciTniT*^ 
6p>63T^JU3 rhCJT&DLD QtfUJUJfTU 

C^cucDrju ufjcnib, CluiflGujrrrr 

5,lb S>ip«U iSliq^Cg). 

Kurattalvar worshipped Devadiraja 
whose abiding grace fell on all who 
took refuge in Ramanuja’s lotus 
feet. My holding on to Kuraualvar’s 
feet has loosened the bonds of sin over 
me. Now I have no sorrow. (62) 


UG53T £,0 lOirfQCST U fbfa 


u mu 




i ( iUq.e<nuj£» Qg>m_0ii> dfcGrfij&j cicn«n, ujitsst 
e_s5t iSIjdi&^uj 4*n 
r^uqcnui^i Q/TjJTi nq {heba. G«i«nrr(»)lui, 

Cl<5tq anujg, Q£)nL.0lh LD06TT CU[® 5>Cg)l»n 

tJlqCT)UJ£) Q£)Hl 0lD, ^IjmDrTTtytf! l6l0>0> 

U GJJUq £>C CTT! 

O Ramanuja, Great scholar! Those 
who swear by the heretic six schools 
of blinding thought run helter-skelter 
as you follow them on Earth! Bless that 
I may follow your radiant lotus feet like 
an elephant bull follows a cow. (63) 


COMP* 

Qo>rre37h_ £,CU Gqj£>A 

IDOT3TUV GUJbjgjJ CJC510g>j; ‘ . 

& pr X 

1 i iip rutt e 

O Polemics! Watch out. w j t hth c 
elephant called Ramanuja, - x ^. ira n 5 
ichor of the sweet Pann-bast* it\ tu s ^ s 

Tamil Timvaimoli and the i * lC k 

of Vedic truths, — is ^ nnl ° j e J.( 6 4 ) 
everywhere. Your lives are eu 

ffunjpcti ^,r* $>* 
eTri, ®' lb 

. *rJ» 

• :*• &\<b<n&\ 0jbp^> <rTCOCO jt ’ 

fbfTIB c^fDJDgjJ, (Tjli> 

W 

By the knowledge imp‘ ir ^ ^ th c 
Ramanuja, the contradiction* ^ t he 
Upanishads have been reso v 
lives of the polemics have enL ^ d , th c ’ 
Vedic seers have become e cV3 od> d lC 
w'orld has received much ^ j-^vC 
twin Karmas of faulty ^ 5 ) 
been destroyed. 

r b n<frQ&n£\'b 

cvinaiii) G)^rT0ULj^ii iDn&eu^ 1 
rrcift \h 

£,nG3TLD Qa,fT0U *g>| $><& ' s ' 

For those w r ho offer worship 
with a heart mellowed by . f 
ihelord Madavan grants t e 5 
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. ha Ramanuja, who removed 

of ^ ok i* u acies of my heart, gives 
.he inad me P° sluon thOSC W 

tkal S fch him, through compassion 

<&&>£> LDnujcnerr 1 630 631 

& eucs3Tfb»«9» cncu^g, 

** S2_u9fTAi_(2) 

n j cr .lord caused victory over 
The wonder if^r Dharmaputfa who 

tlie k h refie in him. Ramanuja taught 
t0 °u . these limb are not for personal 
US C t r for service to the lord. But for 

St who would have provided refuge 

JoThese suffering souls? (67) 

unai* S*+V> &* jn Q5>uj & 
&^S>^ 

uin MMb ©*"«&«* 

\ j<5J3flu_|lb (T>GuCcun(T 
Q0<&<£} »*asflft>2>g>j <rr<rin 

^(^ar>tf>u 40 ^- 

Then in the vore the wonder lord 
‘ u the Gita driving the chariot 
for Arjuna in the battle of the five 
tinst the hundred. Our master 
Ramanuja expounded its meaning to 
the world, with a lucid commentary 
My heart and soul forever bathe m 
the goodness of his devotees. Come to 
say, who is mv peer? (68) 

rfl{,«r.#,u'i)C«Tit(ij' <bij«rav4*^ umeuib 

(tp<rin fVifrcn 

^£,$ 1 l a. 0 )(O' **” T ^ J**'* 

v-Ttfin ^<^01 duiiGunci) 


<h!b{b g?cjn ary^n 

<n(bGD5) gTfTmfTl^jOCTi 6U<b&] CT^^gtCJTciT 
6163T 63) 63lC U.J. 

Then in the deluge the mind and sense 
organs of all souls were destroyed and 
lay absorbed in the soul. Seeing this 
the lord of Arangant repaired the souls 
and restored their faculties. But even 
he did not give me his refuge in such 
measure as Ramanuja has done. Today 
he has uplifted me. ( 59 ) 

CTtftncricsTinii urTngjgji rrcrr ^ujffocmsmLiu) 
unrrgjgjj, 6ic33i fggoo ljco (S^cnrrgjgj 
6*rcr>«3TtijU) unfri,£)cij OsiucuG^, 

ijW ciffjruncvj 
l 9I <*3i 63) err u_| ib uirfrA^cu 5 jGuu 5 2 cnG^V 
a^esi Clu^fbi 
^jCSTepsar cren umruun, v^rjntnrtr^j^’ 

£&_ 63163) 631.3 5 miiijfijCuG ij ? 

O Ramanuja! Seeing me and my 
nature, and seeing your infinite virtues, 
your grace upon me is the only good. 
Beyond that, if you still see any merit 
in me, what will your devotees say of 
your boundless grace? (70) 

anmK'Kgji 6163? ^"1 fbctfig) 2-631 ftfren $t7vrr<*Xp; 

r^jon. i frficin dSldhcvjuD 

fa mb<b£>i 5>fno63iij^y, {*,rt v rr/»,^'T»,<v^>; 

2L_C3T (b^jn (0)G331f*ij*MCW)AG A 
61631 Cl01L)C3)0>; (^>631 QflUU6l9cr>C31 
£ 0<3lLJ6iSl6y>63T ^/hCaTfTCV) 
Cl ( 6)1633163)0) 6UD 

Qu v fh(h<h6»»^.Clu! 

O Good and generous Ramanuja! 
My tlioughts are always on your 
lotus feet. My love has poured 
over those lotuses. My service 
has become absorbed in your goodness. 
My past Karnias are destroyed b) 
your deeds. (71) 





*'**•“*• **, 

c *“*‘ • s ‘«“"'©^*“ ,i «-£^ 
o> ■ iic^T 4 *! **** 

® &tr * r^,/ 5 4ftC r(5tC» 

Ramanuja p J accd Q *wC s . 

°^ those w .u f mc *n the r Qm 

: *r't fc .^-5 

i 

M ' !,rt, »»c;; T fe. ,s / 


ftj# *IVAI 0 Oiljig (^P£>4>l£> 

***A« * As> &C»** 

4U&U* „.. . v ^ j„i. 


4*Mb .** _. 

Q u)II|ij . *cwQpe,uCu 

S 2 _cjTGT)«T G^Ct-^ 
^LOrtyj^ <@0A*fljgyjii> fp<^T Lj*Cip 

*^ J C 1 )£F>&J. ^^niDtTgiJ^- 

^orcDtfjr (tp/T)<7^ni> HpcjrQp' 

surroTn^Ti The Iord of Ar - W ^ 

throw * ^ Wa tered fields th*it 
conrh o ,f ,P, CJr k and conches, wields a 


- s^ce. 

***^-»**». „ 

®t* u "ai <6 

®o«nc: ujn ^ 

a* e«*4 

^ ani ° 

w " 1 ’ ««,r r 5 **^ 

p° m P Js s'on Jri m 8 oo b | ? eVoJenrp 


throw ,, d hv Wd tered fields th* 
conch an d conches, wields a 

and ivn - l,SCUS ,n his beautiful hands 

ir ° ur '>■'■ f ° rtv ^ 

y Pr S " J “ never leave yon • 

and. ° Ur 8 ,0f >’ engulfs me complete!)' 

IOss es me lik e one possessed.( 75 ) 

- **> «i«»r ^ w<JtfV)/J) P<TP 

™ &*«*>«? ^tfarcjU) ^>( 3 ^ 

ct«t 

e^gjr; 7'llnn-^,^f gf iXySi ' 

O Rj m ,_ . . _ *** ■#® Ge "' 


gfc&';;; ^ c <’“tz! I %*?IT£ ! Put £ 


f* ( 71 1 

4 k A , , 0nU, «»'WT 

••kw;,. lflyoi(r . &'"<‘.a, na , 

- ' ’ '?*> ^WlC&ft cv, 

*" ** »~A* ^ i*** 

_ • w "*" 6 .*«*. 

* ’ 'A*,^ ' ( ' ‘ 0 r 

w " h hi, f ierce d . jwSj? 

S*S*S 3 » 

^"'Jnuja convinces'jt' rain *'W 

r f'- i0n ->nd hr m o s ,! hem ‘hn JUgh 
r,| di,inr Vcdirp. uh 8S ‘ hcm -nto ,f e 


, er,W 'h‘ 

world ri f v • , , ng V<?n harjm t '" ,s -.‘"j 

Ocean of ," L,n,J - «'nd tin 6 '**! 

joy f ra ,lli: I derive that '•"" 

foe '- Prav y ° n,e,n pl J ting your j^ 
fd > Srant n ,e this. ( 76) 




' *• • 6 rtf3?T < 

i mu\A_ «no»»inA '^>/p)tP‘ :5r ' 1 

5>Cn6 ^ T 'fl«vnu I /a> 

■ ■’•u... e. . r ^ ,J,B ******* 
^n^luSlcrTfrcu; 

Ca,* 

Cn ' <l * *^^TT *»0 LO 

R , V^*". 

“taunu/a c l j h 1 * 

henH Vo K‘ showered r f 

j ln .„ '"' S r -tte hevond the «m* 

! ,d “'natio„ tv.., , '-eii) 
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ifnjo ft r * l ce hevonu t» Iir ■*' # t- 
ofvCf d ' ,<,n - W "h 'he -hi, h«’ r, / 1 

td,t texts |, e |,as cleared the p- 
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Works 


r L ■ Thoughts. His fame has 
h TS over the world. He has 
spread all ° ^ Karm as bv the root, 
weeded out ^ ab ] e one intends 
I wonder ^ ha ( 77 ) 

to do next. 

•' " 

.A-, *Ai>A#l. £ Sa* 

m carer' 

„ . jQ.rtyOAV' G*^«“W A (5> 

•VO’ l9d , CVb^il* 

cub *** '*'■ 

^u<i(5^ uu ^ • 1 

i? ’ * 1 # *- 

„ You entered mv lowlv 

oR.,~» j rc „a cllct . ,i u . r ;. 
^•' r '-'" :, ° .-Ickml deed, and 
C TL* .dh cxcccdi,.* 
f you corrected me. 

j K in me serve the lord o\ the 
ZJL« Lakshmi. No, more out 
false doctrines enter mv heart. (78) 

Clundjcr»uJ<9 l «^ un * 

,1^^,, % * # 

Cca g^t 

* iu A * ,fl ’■> s ^ 

t ,a#y aL 

. • - n b7ti€UuA itfnOuTtnn 

u 1 1 ' 

•..Ytiai fW*VV*. 

W hen Ramanuja stands in this world 
as the guardian of truth and destroyer 
of false doctrinal interpretations, 
alas people of the world go searching 
for another god and wither away, 
lose their minds, and spend then- 

lives in doubt. 1 ^ 

<i^>Qjan i$'nffinnih»46$*. 

4 n l.a.ivrrifnp iv.tr 

chOjC-.^ <"**»«*><* ’*'1. 

jud •• •% 


CTCUCUfl CTOTpib OuGtjn^cyjvij 

Qaneuojnoj lAGn&ftncu a id&£ l ctt ncu 
OaujcuaT Gflnnci^ igdmrfJCu i. 

To those who recall the good ones 
who praise Ramanuja and place their 
faith in his name alone. — to them 
and them alone, I shall give my 
service in thought, word and deed with¬ 
out fatigue, at all times, at all places, 
in all climes. ( 8 Q) 

fonncij f'csijfl s_t.si fedBl fr e r w* 

i_t_tfxjnuncvj 

Anneal ^9**4* 

oi^ujuj #flsn ^ tr .rr a> 

Gi.noj . TP oY 

•Js CTI 

r^*n fi^trnn^ui rb v .t.. i^O'Ctsg\.i mn^, 

O Ramanuja! I served the tireless 
devotees oi your perfect feet. You 
gave me the red lotus leet ol the 
lord ot Arangam himself forever! 

1 have nothing to give in return for 
your boundless compassion. (81) 

Jlfljifluij *i_rr)tr< ,c*,njetb bUtffluu. »rn. 

Siiftich ^krfiidy-c^nu.int.'u 
^fnni 2 ,tr»va>U7nn) ciusTw^yi. 

TA! 1 ' 

soil (td^inflwJI; 

i iCTMc^VIii GuTWT ? 

, t*_ .iin V* • #».»• •gyi ^sj u -1 

$n ^p^lV. 

I was an ignorant one, without proper 
knowledge, roaming around with 
laulty understanding. In a trice, 
Ramanuja made me a peerless learned 
one. and stood aside, \\ hile the world 
raved and said, **\\ hat a blessed 
one!" He is lamed tor his henevolencc 
tliat matches the ramcloud. (S2) 
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un * cwnv CmiL 

O R lrn ■ ACOT ® C) * , ""Cei7. 
■I>t nobj^oiies If "l"' onc ' 1mo "S 

trough yourdirl! 10 | n °/ Va,kun ta. 

l™«*- , rl «'«<).|ikebe™v„. 

(83) 


CUrrannC,. «* _ . 

Q — So* ?*“* 0 ^" 

fe 0 ^-«c^r i wc *^ 

*-» 

2 _]j>rQcn 

0 «* S-cvum @CuOT)ajCuj 

«rt7h°“" d b T/ by which 

CU, *U„J™± WI taprowulu,. 
Today I have H Rarm ‘ c ills. 

G*u**^„ „ -r) 

a-Ltluo^cnnuj 

O-tftib - , 0 * lr (>?ii> OurfICujnft 

ScSH2 S 

O tile f II r ^ > “ U ® Aaneu Cu,. 

siudyingd e Ved? 0 ? 8 ° abou ' 

*«Ihfir uhtt ’ Ul neVer reali ^ 

substance j s X 0r inner 

*s the most effulgent lord 


ynasrer of the Universe 1 For them 

ni,k Tu 0thers Ramani| j<» showed cl* 

_ ■ hose who worship him are 
mas ters. My heart desires nothin 
save service to their feet. (85) 

utr>tDrx oibiS. ud)g)i 

Wnn c~tgjt sl.^^ ^ 

A . &&*; ^ 
J0n,T Uf7c Mii ^)gmofTgj^65n«nA *($£ ,lP 

CTOJIT, ^(GufT CfTLDCjtLn 

No --- , f , . 


o more shall I tire myself runnifi* 
a ter heartless ones, cravine for th el1 
a ectl ° n and calling them I11; 
t e atives. Those whose hearts are p u! *' 
10 ^ lu dy the sacred texts, and * k° 
Worship Ramanuja, — thev alon^ i,r * 
ni > rnasters, T worship them. 

o^flujQjfT Cu^lcy IL £, Cuod^ujit CofiV*’ 

_ M r . • 

«it 6 o crcjrgjjti) a_^n UttitfU( 3T 

5TC3TJJj a^CTOTfTGf,]^; £*0*'' 

a ,u ^ •«* £mca & o<* **f 

1410 jbcO i7G.trcb w/i 1 

Cli irtj.t^LD 

Those who have known Raman 11 !* 1 
praise him, “Whether he talks i° 
earned ones or whether he talk' 1 
unlearned ones, he always hf 
good word to say for each”, ‘K 
ant thus. The selective wisdom t 
x e Vedas that he has given to 1 \ 
Z? rld . is worth cherishing. ?'°t 
, 10 n °t do so will onlv km 

lhe Pain of Kali. ' (* 7} 

A63ncou Jj 

^ G ' jI um cincu a.GsijT('^i &<;& . 
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*u.b . 

_^pi,***—***_ 

U® 9 S ' CunCSJin'Gar. 

.„ tigers of heretic thoughts 
When l!1L b where freely, Ramanuja 
roamed eve > ^ them stren gthened 
came as a the p ann -based songs 
at hear 1 J _ iv llur - s king Kalikanri. 
of 

I bo*' 


1 [ Kuraivalur’s king Kalikanri 

fertile Kumb (88 ) 

to him- 


<9d» 


,,.0, fa0W ginn’O’'®*' ■' 

c U fT'bc? J ** i|A,y> 

; ■ : S*g» && &Md ' 

flWP $« £O*A( 0 > £>" 

^JP 0*1 txvQ ££>*<4%^ 

. , • <©A|^ ‘?^^ G1JfTLU 

flC3Tfpu(5 

0 R; „nanuia of glory beyond praise! 
U praise you thinking I know your 
“rear merit, h is mean praise. HI give 

up saying it is beyond me, that indeed 
£ fair praise. Knowing this, my heart 
dill does not satiate praising you. I fear 
hat you may think of me. ( 89 J 


.*< 


jCisj'cnujitft ^©sSonuj $*<£>“> tSltroer.cn, 
ig<?n if?cu£>C£i 

AcfilAGTT 

. ,«ocrfu orr: uoCUUib C ' lJlf,UJO,ft 

y,5>Clg>rTCT». u j«u 

guwanu"*! .StooiSt* •*•**•«•* 

t*fj(bk*5 b. 

Ramanuja came to rule me, and rid me 
of my binh. Those who do not think 
of him, or sing his praise in song or 
worship the feet of those who sing of 
him, are carriers of darkness, s\ ho w ill 
suffer more births on Earth. (9C) 


lD{rt)GTT « 5 *ru, 5 )| ,SM > &LDfTCU^ijJfT &G\ rQ|lb ^jCDU 
GuTT^CTT i 

<@0^ 5 .fJfbgj] ClUJgjflj 2-CVJ0 ^(fr^CTT 

• Mi'D-v,.--. rr.OTai^uj ^ 

^^VjCn Aijffcgu enco cvj rr smSlns^^ih 

ftfTfijdpf <^ 4 *J<V A£T< gTgyig^iih 
Clun^cVt c 5 i(]j>£,(TGffi enh ^ijnLonfqi jot 

*^AA L.|(TOTenflUJ G G3T. 

The faulty arguments that the 
proponents of dark-Agamas expound 
lead only to darkness and decay. To 
rid the world of that darkness, 
Ramanuja showered his benevolent 
grace and expounded that the lord 
of Arangam is the master of all souls. 
He is a truly sanctified soul. (91) 

i j«w>iGraflui CfT^ ' t ^Ccucjr; 

CufTIT)^ O^LUlLllb 
C^GTTcfil ^|C\jG 5 Tf ^|6 @CCU 63 T; 
G< 3 ii) 6 ir>LO franco qcuGurrj,^ 
tTCTT jggfUDfTg^dj! (jgGJTn}) £ 

L|(^)(b^J C*«fl 

^> 673 TCT^)gTH | Cnjub O<T) 1^2)AGTT^GTi)10 tQsjTfT) A 
ftrtriCniTLD 5 >L_(^lcmfjGuJ. 

O Ramanuja with abiding glory that 
even the learned ones cannot 
comprehend! I have not performed 
any sacred penances to learn by 
realisation. Nor have I served your feet 
and learnt from you by the method ot 
questioning. And yet you have entered 
my heart and remain in my eyes. Pray 
tell me, for what purpose? (92) 

allu CVj nfr^v,in^Tt irOT\fT)u Gunmen 

GiGSTfru. Atueun Gtfrtcvjgyjib 

Gutleint a Oa^Ia^io iSlnrTOT ^gucoCcp? 

CTG 3 T GlI(TV, 6$ GTUrST CT - * UJ A 
^.ipfbjQAfT^ <Ui 3 l ^*>€T1 CTC 3 T@)LD 
currGn £_.£»«*tv. 

Gem: iq.A 

<rr<jiconri G -a < 0 +*. 

Drawing out his shining sword called 
grace, the great Tapasvi Ramanuja 
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came 10 me and cut asunder the 
overgrowth of Karma by the root. Is 
he not also our lord who silences the 
babble of wicked ones, who pass off 
bad Sastras in the name of Vedic 
literature? (93) 

5C\Slujnu cSlfTjcfilu 

UCUlit \ * . ' : ■■■•' •• - 1 A , T : , 

lj lDld cr&n g) u£i 

actors,. }•>,; 

^ Jficn fir, 

uincsr tfpicyifTjno i» «h , 4 ^Ci* 0^ 

To all those who seek refuge in him, 
our Ramanuja gives the fruits of 
his penance, wealth and compassion, 
and ends the miscr\ of repealed 
Karmic births, then grants the high 
seal of Vaikunta. Other than singing 
his glory, my heart does not rejoice 
in anything. (94) 

U_. <zn (flesTff-jj sl a t> ffj 

lol<0uj$ji, *w <*+ ^ &. uiC-jjj 
•Wietij't* > t irf)r,filevi<pr uq i jcx, 

SL- uSlnfl>^ih 

cfil-Gsnc^ijllGiTflj&TiCu r^l^nrfji jrrrsji, 

crib .^fffnDnnji/JGTP 

u)GRPwTrfl«n r » umxanjr) 

n-iHC^jiaJ fflJ <.*«£> . 

The lord resides in all souls, doing good 
to them and bringing about their 
emancipation. But even he appears 
loveless m comparison to Ramanuja 
who left his abode in Vaikunta and 
took binh on F.arth to spread the lour 
Vedas and l ree everv sou 1. (9 5) 

■•I- i- ntiCT i f»t». . 

1*4+ 4m, .|* fc -1 i .u 

4h>** t ii to AjmM„ « 

j - <w 3,ty,*.s i 


pjGTTnvvh ^cnGV(L£ J 1 ^ efllig&J 1 * 

<b«fl 

■t-cnn cTib gJwiJDGun, ^oiuongjl®** 

st-p£ 

r [litl 

By the terrible Karm * 15 ^ 
increasingly torment the sou ^‘ i.^a. 
not cultivated lull laith in 1 lfl d 
When this foul body hi* 

I flounder between lift’ an xi s\e^ 
the devotees o! Ramanuja, our ^ ^ fl $ 
alone will remain 
my sole refuge. 


* ith ■> 
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Q)GnGTiGSl Si-fOSQ) c£Mjl— o 1 0 Lt 1 
e_ fTjm'Tcr >ufc5Tir>j 
jp>«Tcr>«4 l rb;T)nn ^ 4 .’ q 

u_ rrjinnwin . ju; ' r ' • ■.,* n 

To protect the interests ot t * 11 
render service to him, Rani*' nU ^^j t ’J 
his lotus feet as refuge and hi* 

them. Realising that other 1 
disciples, there were no seek^^^j^d 
boundless compassion, ke 
his students so as to make ih eI11 ^ 7 ) 
his message. 
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O Heart of mine! Once^ 
reluge in Ramanuja. — * j jj,-es 1 
sends us to sweet heaven 01 H ^ cl - b 1 
in the iurnacc ot hell, ot | ^ir l k 
casts ns mm tun her cvcle 1 ' 0 ^ x< \\, ' 
whether he lets us go as " 1 
never I alter 
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iyarppa / Prose Works 


£b£)0>0 0LDG37T0UJ 5fT0»*CluJU CuJUJft^lD, 
g> nip 0 GTm Cuj rr^jT 
Cl<5fTcu ^.|T)rr) C<9fTibu(n)ih ^cjfliuffungj^o), 
jj)fT53Tij)ffr»fr)iL|ib 
Qrr><h&> 0*iii ujrrCTJTuCjrn 

^cn rfj) 6v>j2}(*flj 

ClufTCST ffTLO ^OfTlDfT^]^ (^pcjfl 

CufTfb^j 6)c^Ccn. 

After our golden Kalpaka wishing 
tree, our Ramanuja Muni was born, 
the polemic Sramanas, the soleless 
Sakhyas, the lazy nihilists of Siva- 
agamas, the wrong interpreters 
among Vedantins, all have been 
vanquished from the Earth. ( 99 ) 


Cl J HJMjfcj VTC3T ‘. n y ^> cicirc^jib OuncrT cucrarQ , 
®- engji tSMm.uCun^fcxj 
C&cn i^GWTgl ^iDrriij^t 
<-GucOTTm i^ffjruiTcv): 

Pf ^‘ C «'<*»0ib; ^nmrr^i ^ 

«5HvJTr*)l c«)C3T(^jLb 
lDnrb ^ C ^ CVjn ^' ’ ^S)®l 

* r M IDUJA^i Cc\i. 

bec R hZ nUia! M >' hean is « golden 
drink ri arount l y°u desirous of 
pi lR rf 1 j C n sweet nectar of your 

( ' om "“j""? 

anything elseJ '^ ?e . canno1 drmk 
A lr, »y Rive n what it 

and tr' l°' n °* sk<nv something else 
ck 11 away from you! ( 100 ) 

' r “' "’’' 0)U ‘ ^'<"1 «®en«a OieucSiA«u , ^n( 0 . 
- . UJ<g) 

* ^ ^nArfa Ul C1C ™. 

^ Ainnu'.ngjjV drinmgj 

^ UlA > **- tL threat) 

- x |.tf ^ ^ 

** JRlWd 

op 

"I rep^ate^k * l** cau ght in the nei 
by t [ le I. lri hs, and lived blindec 
v 0 ;; ( U5,on ^Karmic cause. O 
n ’ Vou look me out o 


despair and uplifted me. The good 
ones who always melt their hearts 
steeped in the thought of your 
compassion, consider it wrong that 
I even asked you for this. ( 101 ) 


unu37ii a—Ca* c_c3tcj^; 

drir <bn ^ 

guj<sn gijnuorT^j^cn d <&?)} aicnipA^ii); 

^ ^ U-l 

C^fT^iDJA^ ^hfT63;^, 

AL CO L|«U_ 

Gnsuuju) £}£«*!*), 2-C3T ojernenu) enfrweo 
dfiifT ojcnnjjgjgiiCtfu? 


O, My Lord and Master, Ramanuja! 
My heart melts to think of your good 
qualities. My tongue always calls your 
name alone. My hands convey 
obeisance, my eyes crave to see your 
beautiful frame. O, the terrible 
sinner that I am, - why in the whole 
ocean-girdled Earth did you choose nit 


yxr> I’liiir ^mn-KVinn? 


<.ii£Tm<t,0t CIaud ioi ■’uf’W ^P** , C*’ 

, ^WC3TIT,l o>"®* 

Ot imii 

.£irg,£lu uuSln ."tCW* 

.filer.-" *f* 
A <ii Oimiirfler"-* C(f>niu 

frCTicnniOi i y*Q* 

era,.filft) eidmiCa'. 

Then in the yore the lord appeared as 
a huge, terribly angry man-lion and 
tore the mighty golden chest ot t u 
heavily armed Hiranva. His g or\ 
grows in the fertile fields ol Ramanuja 
heart. Pulling out the weeds ot my 
Karmic birth, he gives me a good 
harvesi ol ri pe know 1 edge ( 1 u 
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the sacred book / Divya PrabandHan 1 


Gn*uSI«0 Aes n errator* ftdjTcOTencTa, 

a * m - H ® 2 _CS! a,dr 

GwM fit ae,,# Csus**,** 

wrej,; (Qi,^ 

Gla-tUiuSIco ^uA^d, C 9n& ^ 

Caiflguu, gfj, & 

gtfUJuS)cu @nn U >* &a l CTdt 

OarrsOTLCcu! 

O Ramanuja! My ripe rain-cloud! 
Even if you g,ve me Krishna like a 
fruit in my hands, I still seek the glory 
that flows from your frame only 
Whether I fall into the dungeon of 
hell or whether I attain the glorious 

, ,7"; you must & ive ™this, 

or else I shall not live. ( 104) 

^(SS^Icniju uaj)* LW 

ionium, 

^(^©LJurTfr GfcgAb C, dsm ac0 

tyirafl, jjjri, Ceu£) U jfa,en 

c.ianusib fi©* U n & ^ 1—--iiiiwmt 

^*"(150. OurflGujfrrr 

^s-®* &:*»<>&& i 

dUnClog))*,*, 

Devotees who fall at the feet of 
the ocean-reclining wonder-lord 
consider Ramanuja as the enlightened 
one. Vedic scholars worship his lotus 
feet. Great souls cry out his name 
and dance. All those places where 

they live are holy to me. (10S) 

* »“•'<*>*>** 

't‘"oS'(iT ) (CT,Canor, <: \; cdi^ni, 
olu(t(OjijiSl u u> uxrujg,,^ a<0C , unA . 

/HU ' : ftu>Ou>nQii> curi)^ 
ii> tfjnui dr .a'oniong^oci, 

@<W©I 

&V5/JL9. u> <rd, fed, gfeujfefeimflcn, 

5>S3T0>(5) v (fc 


The good ones say chat Vaikunt* 
Venkatam, and Malirumsolai hills are 
the celebrated abodes of the wonder 
lord. Along with these, the lord h^ s 
also come to reside in Ramanuja 
heart. He, in turn, has come to res 


sweetly in my heart. 


( 106 ) 


GTGV *— &> ^ ^ 

CTC3TLI &_fT)a) CfJjfTuj £1_.LCuC^)rTnjjLD 

£s>fe0. ** *** 

gjGifTLj a_j}jT) cffuSlgyift O^n 

a_CTyr^; £_C3T Cl^rrcyJTi^^ 1 ' 

a -'D2U < @(3A(f > iisu^. 

O Sweet-natured Ramanuja! I | lJ ^ 
something to ask of you. At all nlT1 
in all places, no matter how ^ 
countless painful births and s |j 
1 pass through in this cage of 
and bones, you must fill ni} r )fl d 
with love for your devotees ■ 
make me serve their feet. ( 

r^ii) 5>tucu until cbuicu O&G 3* 

Unu<9,LLi ‘DCVjnTLJ urT6JiGVJC^>UJU CtJl , r'- ^ 
aiiidilujfej ffTdrCCTfe fe£y>iijfefe) &S>'£' , , 

2 »ii> <b&* J ' 9a ' S 0 ^ 

Clur,^^| UJ gq„u>n&*+ **“ 

lad' 

O Heart of mine! Let us seek 1 * ^ 

of the lotus Lakshmi, residing ^ 
beautiful heart of the lord °^v*. lV ‘er*' 
surrounded by fish-jumping * ^ fTl jV 
watered fields, and pray that w 
forever place t he lotus feet of . t Jicf 
on our heads, and rejoice. T* e ,£.g) 
very embodiment of Bhakti- 

Ramanuja s (ottisfoet ou r 
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APPENDIX - 1 


LIVES OF ALVARS 


The First Alvars 

Poygai Alvar was born in a tank in Vehka 
near Kanchi. Butattalvar was born in 
Mahabalipuram. Pey Alvar was born in a 
well in Myalpore. 

Their time is placed between 5th and 6th 
Centuries A.D. They were deeply mystic 
souls wandering freely. By divine will they 
met in Tirukkovalur on a rainy night and 
passed their time huddled in the vestibule 
of a small house. On an inspiration they 
each sang a hundred songs and realised 
the lord's presence in their midst 
Tirumalisai Alvar, or Bhaktisara was born 
in Tirumalisai near Chennai. He was a later 
contemporary of the first three Alvars. A 
woodcutter couple found him as a babe in 
the forest and brought him up as their own. 
Many stories allude to his mystical powers 
even as a young boy. When he refused 
to sing the praise of a king in Vehka near 
Kanchi. the king banished him, whereupon 
the mystic asked the lord also to roll up 
his serpent bed and come away with him 
Even today the lord is seen in a position 
of partly rising from his couch 
Tirumalisai Alvar practised many cults until 
Pey Alvar came to him and convinced him 
to accept Vishnu alone Together the first 
four Alvars laid the seeds of devotion 
through poetry, which later blossomed into 
music, dance, drama and sculpture 

Nammalvar and Madurakavi 

On the banks of the Tamaraparm river, there 
is a venerable old tamarind tree that is a 
miracle, bearing testimony to a saga that 
is at least 1300 years old Grown into seven 
overhanging branches, it flowers but does 
not fruit. The tree never goes to sleep, 
unlike other trees close by. the leaves never 
close at night. In the hole of the tree lived 
the boy Saint Satakopan (later known as 
Nammalvar) who opened the flood gates 
of Bhakti poetry. 

Kari. a chieftain of Ten-Pandyadesa, and 
Udaiya Nangai a lady hailing from 
Tirupparisaram near Nagercoil, were a 
childless couple. They prayed to the lord 
at Kurungudi. who promised to himself be 
born to them Soon the lady brought forth 


a child, but their happiness was 
overshadowed by grief - the child neither 
cried nor opened its eyes. Taking this to 
be an act of the divine, they left the child 
on the floor of the temple in Kurugur. The 
child crawled and positioned himself in the 
hole of the tamarind tree close by and 
there he remained without food or sleep or 
human company, until Madurakavi came 
and made him speak. 

They say the child was a Janma Siddha. 
one who had attained perfection at birth. 
By a 'Humkara* he turned his wrath on 
Satha Vayu. that enters every mortal along 
with the five vital airs; hence the name 
Satha Kopa, or Satakopan in Tamil. 
Madurakavi was a bard born in Tirukkolur 
not far from Nammalvar’s birth place 
Kurugur. now Alvar Tirunagari, on the 
southern banks of the Tamaraparni river. 
When he was on a pilgrimage to Ayodhya. 
a strange southern light brought him to 
Kurugur On enquiry he found Satakopan. 
then a lad of sixteen, seated in deep 
meditation in the hole of a tamarind tree. 
Madurakavi went close to him and asked, 
If a child is conceived in the womb of a 
dead, what will it eat. and where will it lie?** 
The lad who had never spoken since birth 
replied u lt will eat that and lie there", a 
metaphysical answer to a question couched 
in a metaphor. 

The two became inseperable Satakopan 
would speak in his trance, and Madurakavi 
would faithfully record his words on Palm 
leaf Satakopan has given us the Tiruvaimoli 
(Section 4 of Nalayira Divya Prabandham). 
and three other smaller works included in 
the lyarpa section. At first Madurakavi 
himself wrote nothing, but on the passing 
away of Satakopan at the age of 32. he 
felt grief and prayed to see his master. 
Satakopan appeared in his Yogic state and 
directed Madurakavi to heat the Tamaraparni 
waters. When this was done, a beautiful 
icon with folded hands (Anjali Mudra) 
appeared This was Ramanuja, the Acharya 
who was to come and spread the Tiruvaimoli 
500 years later Next another icon appeared 
with Jnanamudra (hands in teaching position) 
This was Satakopan. Madurakavi was 
overjoyed and built a shrine for the icon 
under the tamarind tree He then sang 11 
Pasurams in praise of his master beginning 
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song is replete wi!h a mnemonk:'d" ambU The 

300 years later Sri Natharrf CGS Abou > 

>2.000 times and had a ' reC " ed " 

Nammalvar it is sun “ K a v,s,on of 

performance of Tiruvaimoli. be, ° re every 

Periyalvar and Andal 

Saint Vishnuchitta. foster faiho . 
was born in SrivilliouttiTr I h of Anda| . 
40 *m. west of Maduraf ^° Sderous ,own 
[f 1 gn of King Vallabhart<» H lved ln ,he 
p andya dynasty who ruler/?^ 3 ° f the 
during the 8th century AD^ The T, WadUfa ' 
•hat the king, as oeT fh= ' h 0ry 9 0es 
Ihose days, went out in * prac,ice in the 
mght to mingle with his ^', S ^ ulse dur 'ng the 
»om them. He me. 1 'f s and laa '" 
recited a Sloka i ha , Wery Cll| zen who 
impression: mada a strong 

paratrahetor tha janmana ca II 

° * ave ,o ' ,h « «•». .=»... „ gh , 
To enjoy the night work ™ 0n,hs - 

SaV6 f ° r y ° Ur 0,d a 9e. working your 

T ° S6CUre 3 be,,er lifd hereafter. doTood 
in this life" 

Z'Z "'«“»» on me 

reward. On an inviiai Un . Ced a ha ndsome 
Selvanambi. who wasTchWh h ' S minis,er 
'he poet. Vishnuchitta a?r' dh00d friend of 
Poet spoke eloquent^ n , al,ended The 
from the Vedas, which he had^ qU ° ,lng 
iearnt in school The kinn „ er P ro Perly 

p y his conviction e and 9 to W o a k SO n V r he,rned 

Procession in his honour wl „ a grand 
had a vision of the lord and hl "® <hen 
praise with elephant bells rm! h J 3 " 9 h ' s 
Pallandu". (Many yea^ Man" 9 Palland(J - 
took a holv dioanH Many years') He 
Kallalagar at Tin.m^ WOrshl PP ed 'he lord 
oulsknts of Madurai' f (20°km a M h '" ° n ' he 

^da"was ) b^” V ' , *' 9U, * U 
m 'he Tarn,rmZh er oT e A df le T h Sm0,Puram 

'he land Like Sna^Ann^ 6 and P'enty to 
horn of a womb She 93 W3S A y° n, ) a . not 

io .n nememr,”* * 


Sri Vishnuchitta, also called Periyalvar f 
Pattabiran. used to gather flowers for wors^'P 
of the lord He found the child Andal under 
a Tulasi bush in the garden He took h£,f 
to his house and brought her up, giving r - 
t e name Kodai, meaning maiden, or song* 
girl. y 

Everyday Sri Vishnuchitta would colled 
resh flowers, and weave them into a o r L * 
garland for the lord in the temple. w" 10 
* odai would sit by his side and listen to 
nim narrate the stories of Krishna. Kodai 
egan to love Krishna in her heart and long®** 
to be married to him. She would e^n 
secretly wear the garlands meant for J* 
•ora. and imagine herself to be his Dride 
ne day Sri Vishnuchitta came to kno"- v 0 
tnis, and admonished her for the impi° u * 
act He made a fresh garland and to<* 
to the temple. But that night, the lord 
appeared in his dream and insisted on wea^J 
tne garland worn by Kodai. for he 
ner dearly and would come to marry ’ e 
one day. 

When she was hardly fifteen, Kodai 
he Tiruppavai. After this she sang ,d 
Nacchiyar Tirumoli, a work of 143 vprse . 
steeped in her love for Krishna. The lor 
was now ready to marry her and 
Vishnuchitta made all the preparations 
,he Adding. On the appointed day. 
was taken in a palanquin from Srivi^pd* 
to Snrangam At the same time A'. 
Manavalan, the Utsava Murti of b 
Hanganatha was brought in 
palanquin from Srirangam. The . 
Palanquins met on the banks of the Kav'* 
nver The bearers rested their paia"^ 
on the sand and left for a break VVh 
lh ey returned, they found the brid me 
palanquin empty, while high in the s*y * 
sacred Garuda bird was seen circling , 
f n<v KodilNayaK) th* bndo. had 1**%# 
h«r being into Alakiya Manavaian * 
bridegroom forever From then ° n A JJ a i 
came io oe called Andal. or liegess i 
may also be seen as a family name- |5 
her father Vishnuchitta s given nam** 

Srirama Andar) 


Kulasekara Alvar 

Kulasekara Alvar was the crowned 
Cheranadu (now Kerala, ca. 750 A 1 
was deeply devoted to Rama H 1 ' pi£ 
that he patronised many Bhagavata^ ' jS 
court, and that made the courtiers F ^ 
They connived against the Bhagava tc J” 
implicated them in a charge of th* 
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, his implicit faith in the 
ira ted his y d int0 a 

pol ed 

adip podi Alvar 

To nd3 rad H hard working lad who 
n ^ ana ' lor 'he lord in Snrangam 
V' pr ^ a ned a 9 a,d ® ch arms and made away 
m a 'h' a courtesan® The king bea t 

I® 11 , °,4 lord' 5 9°f° c , ord appeared before 

5 " and 

,he dU$ ’ ° n me 

becaff de votees 

fe et o' 

nan3^ ar 

Tif upP a nifted child growing up In 

noanar was a y panars street singers 
T,f,, househ Dld of d - from entering 

story goes that when 
inner ' en1p , t , n a by the river in deep 
,hS lad was S ',he 9 |ord's retinue came to 
' nntempl a,i0 " s on e was cast to make way 
^n water A 5 ’° n ® slone hit the lad on 
e ^he lord- ahd „| the retinue 

Z 'forehead $aw , he dei(y 

p .he temp |e - d that injustice had been 
Ceding and ref ®f; e lads house, and 
hone He wen' I |ders . brought him 

Irving hl,T1 f lor Darshan The lad s 
fto the sanc'u^ , 0 see , he lord’s beatific 
only desire pad d ^ pow , u | fil |ecl. and he 
!°fged h h.mself mto 'he lord forever. 

Tirumanga' Alvar 

nnai Alvar is the las. of Alvars (8th 
Tirumanc^pj g )ven name was Nilan 


He was a bandit cheiftain by birth and 
profession, ruling over a tract in Sirkali 
called Tirumangai, and given to lascivious 
ways. One day a Brahmin couple who were 
waylaid by him opened his consciousness 
and gave him the eight syllable Mantra. 
Filled with remorse over his past. Tirumangai 
Alvar was reformed and devoted his 
energies to temple building, feeding 
Bhagavatas. and singing songs in praise 
of the lord. 

Tirumangai Alvar fell in love with a beautiful 
nymph called Kumudavalli and desired to 
marry her. Kumudavalli promised to marry 
him if he would show proof of his mended 
ways, and accept the Vaishnava faith. 
Tirumangai Alvar agreed, and she sent him 
to go through the vows of Panchasamskara 
one by one. After he was fully weaned 
away from his old ways. Kumudavalli 
married him. She is the only spouse of 
any Alvar to be given a place by the side 
of the Alvar in the temple. 

Nathamuni, Alavandar and 
Ramanuja 

These are the three great Acharyas that 
followed in the wake of the Alvars, and 
spread their works tar and wide. Nathamuni 
(825-918 AD?) was bom in Kattumannar Koil. 
as the son of Isvara Muni. He had a son 
of the same name, who gave birth to Sri 
Alavandar posthumously Alavandar s great 
grandson through his sister's lineage was 
Sn Ramanuja (1017-1137 A.D.). A work on 
Sri Ramanuja was written in his own time 
and appended to the works of the Alvars. 


APPENDIX - 2 


myths and stories in divya prabandham 


RAMAYANA 


AHntit 5000 years ago in the land of 
rt Hiwa of the race of kings descended 
,rl y e Sun Dasaratha had three queens 
tfnusalva Sumitra and Kaikeyi By his 
K °Hnirrnnq a great sacntice. (our children 
wJ?e born to him - Rama through Kousalya 
fakshmana and Shatrugna through Sumitra 
and Bharata through Kaikeyi The charming 
princes grew up under the tutelage ol Sage 
Vasishta One dav Sage Visvamttra came 


to King Dasaratha s court and sought the 
king s help in subduing the monsters who 
were disturbing his sacrifices. The king 
hesitantly sent Rama and Lakshmana with 
the sage In the forest the two young princes 
guarded the sage s sacnfies and killed a 
demoness called Tataka When the sacrifice 
was over, the sage took the two princes 
to the neighbouring kingdom of Mithila ruled 
by King Janaka Sita was this king s foster 
daughter born of Mother Earth, and the 
king had promised his daughter s hand to 
anyone who could wield the great bow called 












Siva Dhanush. After many mighty kings 
had failed, the young Rama easily took 
the bow and broke it. The king was overjoyed 
and married Sita to Rama. When the princes 
were returning to Ayodhya, they were 
confronted by the angry sage Parasurama 
who challenged Rama’s might. Rama easily 
proved himself the better, and received 
Parasurama’s powers. 

King Dasaratha then decided give the throne 
to Rama and retire into the forest. All 
preparations were made for the grand 
coronation, but matters were fated to be 
different A hunchback called Manthara or 
Kuni, an old servant- maid poisoned Queen 
Kaikeyi's mind and turned her against the 
idea of Rama's coronation. The king had 
earlier promised two boons to Kaikeyi. and 
the queen took it now. She made Rama go 
to the forest for fourteen years and sought 
the kingdom for her own son Bharata. Setting 
aside his regal life Rama went into the 
forest, followed by his wife Sita. and faithful 
brother Lakshmana They crossed the River 
Ganga with the help of the boatman Guha 
and lived in Chitrakuta with ascetics, eating 
fruit and berry, sleeping on hard ground 
Dasaratha could not bear the loss of his 
son. and passed away lamenting bitterly 
In his younger days he had by mistake 
killed Sravanakumar. a young boy who was 
taking care of his old blind parents, and 
the parents had cursed him that he too id 
his old age would lose his son. Those words 
came true now. 

Bharata then had gone to his uncle's kingdom 
and when he returned to Ayodhya. he found 
the kingdom bereft of joy. He learnt about 
all that had happened from his mother 
Kaikeyi. who insisted she had done this 
for his sake only But the valiant Bharata 
would hear none of it. He took with him his 
ministers Sumantra and Vasishta and his 
regal retinue, and followed Rama into the 
forest He met Rama in Chitrakuta and 
entreated him to return to Ayodhya and 
become the king, because Dasaratha was 
no more. But Rama only gave his sandals 
to Bharata and bade him rule over Ayodhya 
Rama then moved deeper into the forest 
and arrived at Dandakaranya. 

Here in the forest they built a hut and lived 
with the Vedic seers; he destroyed a one- 
eyed demon called Viradha The Tamil Muni 
Agastya was pleased with Rama’s arrival 
and gave him precious arms to fight the 
demons A demoness called Surpanakha 
sister of Ravana the king of Lanka, came 
to Rama’s haunt. She was infatuated with 


Rama’s beautiful frame and asked hi 
marry her. Rama refused She ,hen h W her 
to Lakshmana. who was enraged wit 
daring. He took his sword and choppe ^ 
her ears and nose. The demoness t0 ° a 
horrid form and ran to her brothers K 
and Dushana. The two demons were no m ^ 
for Rama and Lakshmana, and they v 
killed in battle Surpanakha then ran to a 1 
shrieking and told the tyrant king RaV ^ 
all that had happened. When Ravana d 
of the ravishing beauty of Sita he de ^ 
to go and make her his. He asked his u ^ 
Maricha to take the form of a golden . 
and together they went into the forest 
Rama lived. The golden deer entice ^ 
who asked Rama to capture the de ® 
her. Rama set out asking Lakshma ^ 
stay guard. The deer took Rama fa !hlS 
then cried “Help. Lakshmana". Hearing^^ 
Sita thought it was Rama crying tor ^ he p 
and she sent Lakshmana after Rarna p a ^ina 
she was alone in the forest, the evil tQX 
came in the disguise of a monK as 
charity and held her. He placed ^ [oU dS* 
waiting chariot and sped away into lhe 5 ita 
to his abode in far oft Lank a. In the K ,te 
wept and wailed for help. The fai 
Jatayu confronted Ravana. but ^ t ne 
chopped oft his wings, first one. ‘ ^pd- 
other, and the poor bird fell to the ^ pj e c£ s 
Sita then bundled her ornaments 1 . 
of cloth torn from her saree and th ( ^ e rfi 
down in the hope that Rama may 1 c pa no! 
and know of her whereabouts TW js j a po 
crossed the ocean and landed in 1!l ' r0 ne d 
kingdom of Lanka, where Ravana lfTl{ lia ce- 
Sita in the Ashoka groves of h |S sa w 

ar n i* 1 
an 3 

__ _ _ y to 

realised the trick they had falle 'V to fi nC1 
and ran back to the Ashram 0 1 


Meanwhile Rama slew the deer H£f pon 
that it was in fact Maricha tbe 
disguise Together Rama and La 


Sita gone. 


orm* 




Not knowing where to search, the pigjl. 
roamed the Kishkinda forest day ' |x/3 |ian - 
and they saw Jatayu the bird who pre al 0 
tried to stop Ravana In his ,ast ^ e ' e p. 
Jatayu told them what he had^ lg ~ f 


aft 1 ; 

I0 L * . 


peacefully passed away in ,h, s r^ 
a ^ whonad*' fl»l a 


A monster called Kabanda. who * 
on his stomach, confronted them 


..dlUilldUi, 

killed him with his bow. Kaban ^ 

Rama to Sugriva. 

An old tribal woman called ^3 jf ^ 4 ? 
banks of Pampa river offere d 
fruit, which he gladly acCe £ > , n g 5U ? tP 0 
monkeys took Rama to their ^ th a 
who showed him the ornam 
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monkeys had found in the forest path, and 
Rama recognised them as Sita’s ornaments. 

He made friends with Sugriva and displayed 
his valour by shooting an arrow through 
seven trees in a row. Sugriva was convinced 
and promised to help find Sita in return for 
Rama's favour of kingdom from his elder 
brother Vali. Rama agreed. The two monkey 
kings fought fist to fist and Sugriva ran 
back humiliated. Rama said he could not 
tell who was Vali and who was Sugriva. so 
the next day Sugriva wore a flower garland 
around his neck and went out, challenging 
Vali in combat When they were fighting. 
Rama hid behind a tree and shot an arrow 
piercing Vali’s chest. Vali breathed his last 
after receiving Rama’s blessings. Sugriva 
became king and rejoiced. But he forgot his 
promise. Lakshmana gently reminded Sugriva 
of his word. The monkey king summoned 
his trusted minister Hanuman to go out and 
search for Sita. 

Hanuman was the son of the wind god 
Marut. He was powerful and inteligent. 
Above all he was devoted. He went 
southward and met the bird Sampali. brother 
of Jatayu. The bird was growing old but his 
vision was still sharp. He could see things 
very far away He told Hanuman he could 
see Sita sitting in the Ashoka forest in 
Ravana’s Lanka on the other side of the 
ocean stretch. Hanuman did not know what 
to do. His old uncle Jambavan reminded 
him of his powers Hanuman recalled his 
mission and took a big leap. He flew over 
the ocean stretch and landed in Lanka. He 
went around the city marvelling at its 
richness and majesty. The Rakshasas were 
sleeping after spending all night in drink, 
dance and gaity. Alone in the beautiful 
groves of Ashoka trees he found Sita. 
surrounded by sleeping Rakshasas. weeping 
and forlorn. When he made his appearance, 
Sita was terrified, for she thought this was 
Ravana in yet another disguise. 

To reassure her Hanuman knelt down before 
her with folded arms and said he was a 
messenger from Rama. He recalled the 
many anecdotes in her life which Rama 
had told him. as proof of his identity Finally 
he gave her the ring which Rama had given 
him It was the ring which Sita had given 
to Rama when they were married On seeing 
that ring. Sita’s joy knew no bounds. Tears 
welled in her eyes and she touched the 
ring on her head again and again. Then she 
bade Hanuman to go back to Rama and 
tell him of her whereabouts. She gave him 
her crest jewel Hanuman took her blessings 


and departed. On the way, he had a desire 
to see Ravana face to face. So he went 
into the orchards and shook the trees. He 
let the Rakshasas capture him. They took 
him before their king Ravana. “What 
majesty!", he exclaimed, when he saw 
Ravana. This king was endowed with all 
good qualities, eclipsed by one single bad 
quality - his lust for women. “Set fire to 
his tail”, Ravana ordered. The Rakshasas 
swathed Hanuman’s tail with cotton and oil 
and set fire to it. Hanuman leapt and used 
his burning tail to set fire to Lanka itself 
Then he plunged into the ocean and put 
out the fire on his tail. 

Hanuman returned to Rama and broke the 
joyous news. Rama gathered an army of 
bears and monkeys and marched towards 
Lanka. At Rameswaram. Rama prayed to 
Siva for help, then shot an arrow that made 
the sea part. They made a bridge on the 
strait, with rocks and sand. 

Vibhishana was Ravana's younger brother, 
who advised Ravana to restore Sita to Rama. 
Ravana became furious when he heard this 
and banished Vibhishana from his court. 
Vibhishana crossed over and joined Rama’s 
camp They marched into Lanka and shot 
arrows and rocks that pounded the city. The 
two mighty Rakshasas Kumbha and 
Nikumbha were killed. Ravana sent his son 
Indrajit. The young prince Indrajit inflicted 
an arrow on Lakshmana that made him 
swoon Rama thought Lakshmana was killed, 
and he fainted But Hanuman brought the 
Sanjivani hill with herbs on it that made 
Lakshmana recover. 

The battle continued for many days. Indrajit 
was killed. Then Ravana’s other brother 
Kumbhakarna went to battle. He too was 
killed. Finally Ravana himself came to battle. 
He tought with Rama and lost his arms. 
The day was drawing to a close. “Go now 
and come tomorrow" Rama said to Ravana. 
The next day’s battle was most glorious. 
Both were equal, both were right in their own 
ways, or almost One by one Ravana's ten 
heads rolled and finally Ravana lay in the 
battlefield a slain antihero, mourned by his 
lamenting wife Mandodari. 

The battle was over. Sita was brought to 
Rama. The whole world watched with bated 
breath. Sita walked into a fire and came out 
unharmed, proving her chastity Rama 
accepted her and returned to Ayodhya. along 
with Vibhishana. Sugriva, Guha and of course 
Hanuman His fourteen years of exile were 
over. The faithful Bharata was leading a life 











of an ascetic, waiting for the reunion. There 
was gladness of heart everywhere. The high 
priest and the ministers administered the 
grand coronation, watched by gods from 
everywhere. Together with Sita, Rama 
ascended the lion throne, with Lakshmana. 
Bharata and Shatrugna in attendance. With 
Hanuman at his feet, Vibhishana and Sugriva 
paying homage, the sages and the seers 
chanting, men and women and children singing 
and dancing everywhere. Rama reigned over 
Ayodhya and the seven worlds, a thousand 
years of glory. 


MAHABHARATA 

Sage Vyasa, son of Sage Parasara and 
father of Sage Suka. compiled the Vedas. 
This same sage also gave us the 
Mahabharata, an epic story about kings and 
wars in this ancient land five thousand years 
ago. The Mahabharata is a collection ol 
stories. The central story in it is the story 
of the great war between the Pandavas 
and Kavuravas, in which Krishna has a 
prominent role. Krishna is the ninth Avatara 
of Vishnu 

THE STORY 


r the family 

Finally Bhishma the head 01 a to 

tried to make the two cous ' n * int0 two 
peace. They divided the kinga° jnt neir 

The Pandavas created a new cap' Kaur3 vaS 
kingdom Indraprastha, while the we re 
ruled from Hastinapura. The Kaur p nC j a vas 
still not satisfied. They invited the * ern al 
to a game of dice. Sakuni was t * ^ on 

uncle of Duryodhana and he p- 
behalf of the Kauravas. He waS y s0 reiy- 
cheating and defeated Yudhis" ' < ^ pis 
They took his kingdom and his v w jfe 
brothers, himself, then even re drw en 
Draupadi. Finally the Pandavas 1 f 0r i3 
into the forest to remain in eX j they 
years. After this difficult p * , n vvh lC h 
returned and asked for their king* - t ^ e y 
the Kauravas had taken over. ^ | an d 
refused to part with even an m ^ thc 
Krishna, king of the Yadava • y^en 
Pandavas to war with the Kaura • ( 

Arjuna stood in the battlefield a r evea ,e ^ 
to kill his own kinsmen, Kn ^ nn \ vor |d 
to him the real nature of t he fam oLjS 
impelled him to fight This is 1 ^ ^ay 5 

Bhagavad Gita. The war la ste ^piet®^ 
and the Kaurava clan was . eC j th e 
destroyed. The Pandavas aSCt The y gay® 
throne and ruled for 36 years. 


The Hastinapura empire was ruled by King 
Santanu. On his death the kingdom went 
to his elder son Chitrangada and then to 
his younger son Vichitravirya This king 
had two sons. Dhritrashtra by his elder wife 
Ambika and Pandu by his younger wife 
Ambalika. Dhritrashtra was born blind and 
his queen Gandhari also blindfolded herself 
in sympathy The kingdom went to the 
younger brother Pandu In the course of 
his reign Pandu committed a certain offence, 
and had to spend his years in the forest 
with his two wives Kunti and Madri. Kunti 
gave birth to three sons Yudhishtira. Arjuna 
and Bhima, while Madri gave birth to two 
sons Nakula and Sahadeva The live princes 
were called the Pandavas and grew up in 
the forest Pandu passes away when they 
were still young The Rishis brought up the 
princes When Yudhishtira the eldest became 
sixteen the Rishis look them to Hastinapura 
and left them with grandsire Bhishma In 
a short time the Pandavas became good 
in the Vedas. Vedantas Sastras and all 
the martial arts The Kauravas, sons of 
the blind king Dhritrashtra. were a hundred 
in number, their eldest being Duryodhana 
They became jealous of the Pandavas and 
tried to kill them in many ways but failed 


_ . l%h*" 

their kingdom to their grandso'J^ is 


and retired into the forest l0f y. 
substance of the Mahabharata 

KARNA t nei f 

Both the Kauravas and Pandav a s^ cliar y3 
childhood had been trained by 
Kama was a charioteers son. a 
came to Dronacharya to study -h 
arts. Dronacharya had refused to . 
because he was not of royal bi a ii t 
prayed to the Sun god and lea , n a 
arts becoming better than even _ ^, 0 dha. 
was considered the best archer ^ 'retu^fj, 
took Kama into his told and Kar l0 hj 
the favour by becoming ever <W 
In the great battle that was to 0 l5 i 1 e 
fought tor Duryodhana. 0 \ W f 

Pandavas This was an 1 ^ 

because Kama was actually the t p 5 o' 
of the Pandavas, and Queen 
son. When Kunti was young S ' f to 
a Mantra from Sage Durvasa - jn v0 y 
it. she had uttered the Mantra ^ |t n 
the Sun god, who blessed he nar ried- , a y 
Karna But since she was not ca!5 t av ^ 
was afraid of the world and n v0 ' a $ 

the child in a basket down to0 K 1 

charioteer found the baby a 
God's gift 
















a very different child. He had 
Kama was hangjng on h is ears and an 
two Kunda his chest ever at birth. So no 
armour o | ' hur1 h j m All his life Kama 
weap° n C ° jnSU lts because he did not know 
bore ma n y , rea lly was. In the end when 
whose cn* the secret to him, he felt 
Kunti reK ' e< s3( ) He embraced his mother, 
happy ar ? !he D ast and died a valiant death. 

forgave all P 

□ iiSHMA 

ntanu married goddess Ganga on 
King ^jtion that he would not question 
the c ° n a cts. Ganga bore him seven 
any ot bul 0 n the birth of each child, she 
childre tne new born baby into the river and 
threw 1 Qn lhe b j rt h of their eighth child 
returnee ^ b0ar no longer and stopped 
the king CL act Ganga said she could no 
the heino^ ■ him; she gave lhe chj(d 
longer sT ^ y and disappeared. This was the 
t o the king {a who later became the 

child us Bh' S hni a 

,3fTl ' was crowned Yuvaraja and lived 
Devayrai ^ court . 0n e day he found his 
hapP''y . and inquired into the cause of 
father ^ -p be king had met a beautiful 
his S ° trie banks of the Yamuna and fallen 
9 irl °" e with her; she was a fisherman's 
in hter The fisherman was glad to hear 
daU9 kina's desire but refused to part with 
^daughter because he could never expect 
» daughter’s sons to rule the kingdom so 
h,s aS oevavrata was alive. So Devavrata 
l°rsook all claims to the kingdom. He also 
swore that he would never marry. This severe 
renunciation got him the name 'Bhishma 1 . 
B his penance and righteousness Bhishma 
listed long and guided the destinies of the 
clan When war was declared between the 
pandavas and Kauravas, he fought in 
favour of the Kauravas. 


dronacharya 

Qronacharya was the son of a Brahmin 
called Bharadwaja After completing his 
studies of the Vedas he devoted himself 
to the art of archery and became a great 
master Drupada, the prince of Panchala 
was a fellow student of Drona and the two 
were close friends. Drupada would often 
sa y he would give half his kingdom to Drona 
when he grew up When Drona became 
older he married the sister of Kripacharya 
and had a son called Ashwatthama. He 
went to Drupada who had now become king, 
and reminded him of his childhood promise. 
But Drupada refused to recognise him and 


turned him out. Drona was enraged and 
vowed to take revenge. He became the 
master to teach archery to the Pandavas 
and Kauravas. As a fee for his tuition he 
made Arjuna capture Drupada. This done, 
he took from Drupada half his kingdom 
and set him free. But Drupada felt humiliated 
He prayed hard to get a son who could kill 
Drona. A son and a daughter were born to 
him. The son Drishtadyumna grew up to 
lead the Pandavas in the war, and killed 
Drona. The girl was the famous Draupadi. 

DRAUPADI 

When Princess Draupadi came of age. the 
king held a Svayamvara. an assembly in 
which the princess could choose her suitor. 
The challenge was that the suitor must hit 
the eye of a fish rotating on a wheel by 
looking at its reflection in water. Arjuna 
accomplished this and was accepted. But 
the five brothers had sworn that they would 
share everything in life equally among 
themselves. So all the five brothers married 
Draupadi. They returned to Hasthinapura 
and took half the kingdom. Yudhishtira 
became the king. He established himself 
at Indraprastha. 

When the princes were growing up 
Duryodhana had once tried to kill the 
Pandavas by tricking them to live in a wax 
palace which he would set fire to. But coming 
to know of the plan the princes had escaped 
through an underground tunnel. Now when 
they married Draupadi and came back safe 
to rule, Duryodhana's hatred grew more. 
He went to his uncle Sakuni and told him 
of his heart’s torment. The uncle knew that 
the Pandavas could not be won by fair 
means. So he devised the game of dice. 
Much against the advice of the elders Vidura 
and Dhritrashtra. they called Yudhishtira 
to bet and play a foul game of loaded 
dice. After losing all his wealth and kingdom 
his brothers and himself. Yudhishtira pledged 
his wife Draupadi righteously questioned 
the act. but not one person in the august 
court could rise and say. Halt. 
Druyodhana's evil minded brother 
Dussasana dragged Draupadi into the court 
by her hair and tried to unrobe her. Draupadi 
prayed to her only refuge Krishna for help. 
Lo and behold, the robe grew and grew; no 
matter how much Dussasana removed, 
there was still more coming from Draupadi's 
person. Draupadi then swore that she would 
never tie her locks of hair together until 
she had bathed in Duryodhana’s blood 






Dhritrashira saw the foulness of the game 
and returned all their possessions to the 
Pandavas asking them to return to 
Indraprastha. Duryodhana again plotted a 
game of dice. Seeing what had happened 
earlier, this time he made the Pandavas 
go into thirteen years of exile and one year 
of remaining incognito. If during that one 
year any one should discover who they 
were, they would have to go into exile once 
again. 

Krishna was away in Dvaraka when all this 
was happening. But when he heard of the 
news he hastened to the forest where the 
Pandavas were living in exile. He consoled 
Draupadi and returned to Dvaraka. When 
the year of exile were over, it was clear 
that the Kauravas were in no mood to give 
up hate. War was inevitable. Duryodhana 
went to Sri Krishna to seek his help. Arjuna 
too did the same. Krishna was sleeping. 
Duryodhana sat on a throne near Krishna’s 
head. Arjuna stood at Krishna’s feet. The 
lord woke up and saw Arjuna first, and 
Duryodhana next. He heard both of them 
and promised to help them. To one he would 
give all his army and weapons, to the other 
he would give his service, promising not 
to himself take up arms and fight. 

Arjuna gladly chose Krishna's physical 
presence, while Duryodhana readily accepted 
Krishna's army. Krishna became Arjuna’s 
charioteer. The two great armies were lined 
up and ready for war. Krishna went with a 
message of peace from the Pandavas in 
a last minute bid to avoid the war with the 
Kauravas. If only they would part with five 
villages for the five brothers, peace could 
be made But the Kauravas would not part 
with even a needle-point of space 
Duryodhana did not heed even his mother 
Gandhari’s advice, so strong was his faith 
in the promise of Bhishma, Drona and 
Kama. 

Kunti the mother of Kama and the Pandavas 
thought she might be able to dissuade Kama 
if she told him who he really was. When 
Kama had finished his prayers to the Sun 
god. Kunti revealed to him the secret of 
his birth. It is a most touching episode in 
the story Kama’s bitterness towards Arjuna 
could not be changed 
Kama’s real power lay in the ear rings and 
armour that he was born with. He was also 
a generous man who would never say no 
to anyone who came to him asking for a 
gift. Knowing this, a Brahmana came to 
Kama asking for his ear rings and armour 
Kama parted with them 


THE GREAT WAR 


for 


The war began Bhishma led the army 
ten days. Arjuna's chariot was drive ^ 
Krishna, who had taken a pledge 
take up arms. But whenever Arjuna ke 

Krishna would get angry and himse* 
up his discus to kill. Arjuna would r * . n 
him and try to do better. They kept Stkna 
before them as a shield. Shikhanoin ^ 
born as a female and became a a 
Bhishma had vowed never to atta when 
woman So he never struck back. ^ 
Shikhandin approached. On the tent oV er 
of the battle. Arjuna rained arrows a . 
Bhishma. who then fell to the g r ^ 
headlong Bhishma lay on a bed of ar ^ ng 
piercing his body. His head 
backrounds. Arjuna hit three arrows gn 

his head that made a pillow He P ,e [ c V jn to 
arrow into the earth and water s P oLJ e fa || e n 
Bhishma’s month. The veteran was ^ 
but not dead. He had the power to 9^ he 
his breath when he wanted to. ® f 0 r 
remained thus in the battlefield wa 
Uttarayana. the Northern course of l ^ effr ,on 
In this posture he gave his famous 
of Vishnu Sahasranama. ^ e 

The Kauravas now came unde ^ a rna 
command of Dronacharya. joined by ^ s 
The battle continued for another f' v 0 \ 
On the thirteenth day Abhimanyu- wa s 
Arjuna and Krishna's sister Subbao a pd 
overpowered by a combined onslauy 
killed. 


Dronacharya was invincible. He ha MaC ned- 
Aswatthama to whom he was very ** han i3. 
Bhima killed an elephant called Asw 
and Yudhishtira announced that Asv ^ ]0 w 
was killed, adding “the elephant p r 0 n 3 

voice, which was not heard. Wh 3 II 

heard that his son was killed h*. ^. fT| - e |f. 
interest and sat down disarming ^ w po 
Drishtadyumna. the son of n0 W 

had vowed revenge tor his humi' 13 ^ ^ nis 
swooped on the Acharya and c n3 3 s 

head. The Kauravas now installed pnim 3 

their general, and the battle continue.^,jj 
captured Dussasana who bad 
Draupadi in the court. He slew him 3 

his blood like an animal. Kama !r slu cX 
the sight His chariot wheel 9°"^ e ^ 

mud. When he got down to free le 3 rn t ■ 
Arjuna aimed his bow Kama n* g to 
Mantra from Parasurama P rete p A 

a Brahmin When Parasurama cu r ^ ( . : 

that he was not a Brahmin ‘ lf a in ^ 
him that he would forget the A r r 

hour of need Kama was P° wen ' 
aimed a shaft and killed him 


s oh 





Sakuni the evil maternal uncle of 
Duryodhana led an attack on Sahadeva. 
Sahadeva aimed a sword arrow on his neck 
and killed him. Duryodhana met Bhima in 
a one to one battle. Bhima aimed his mace 
on Duryodhana s thigh and felled him. He 
trampled on Duryodhana s head and danced 
his vengeance. The war that lasted 18 days 
was over. Yudhishtira was crowned king 
and ruled for 36 years. Then he handed 
over the kingdom to his grandson Pankshit 
and went into the Himalayas with his brothers 
and wife never to return. Krishna too left 
for his heavenly abode, when a hunter 
mistook the sleeping Krishna for a wild deer 
and shot him in the left toe. 

This story was narrated to the blind king 
Dhritrashtra by Sage Vyasa's other son 
Sanjaya. Vyasa recorded the story faithfully 
for all generations to know 

SRI BHAGAVATA PURANA 

The advent of Vishnu the lord of the 
Universe as Krishna and Balarama is 
recounted in the Sri Bhagavata Purana (of 
sage Vyasa). as a conversation between 
sage Vyasa's son Suk 3 Muni and King 
Pankshit. a descendant of Sri Krishna. In 
the latter half of Dvapara Yuga, more than 
5000 years ago, when many kings of the 
Kshatriya race ruled the earth, the tyranny 
of arrogant monarchs was so heavy that 
mother Earth wept and prayed to Brahma 
silently. Brahma heard the prayers and 
approached Vishnu reclining in the milk 
ocean. A voice was heard that the lord 
would apoear on Earth in mortal form, as 
"! e embodiment of Kala Chakra, the wheel 
hme. while his trusted Ananta would 
nriH Gar 3S h ’ s brother Balarama. and the 
Yad S must descend on Earth as the 
action a pian° Participa,e in the lord s grancl 

SR| KRISHNA’S BIRTH 

o- pf I? dava kin 9 doms. King Surasena ruled 

Yamun a L hUra C,lY ° n the banks of the 
hk ton Hls descendant was Ugrasena and 
fnr , Was lhe notorious Kamsa feared 
vLnoeT^" <*" land. Ugrasena s 
daunhto. c ”' rt n was Devaka who had a 

fallen npyralri nov/oLi /'nmc* 


brother was Devaka who had a 
°f aoe' ca,ied When Devaki came 

°fSuraa he W3S marneo 10 Vasudeva. son 
rites ih r n ° ble 01 Malhl,ra After the wedding 
ascendpd t»f 0Uple ,aden wlh Presents 
home n 6 ,0 r °tum to Vasudeva s 

loo^ ih GVakl S Qlder COuSin Kamsa himself 
e r 6 ,n s *rvi escorted jmm ritam A« 


they were gang through the forests, a voice 
from the sky laughed and spoke to.Kamsa, 

•O toolish king, whom do you nde home 

The very sister and her husband whose etgWh 

rsrKSrLS 

sssrir 

«o Kamsa as soon as they were 

dungeon w“h letters on'heir hands.and feet. 

sss’rSSrS's 

against a rock. oUC ' "• impending 

such was the fear o. his own-mp ^ 
death. When Devaki conceived the^ ^ 

child, who was commanded 

serpent couch of visn . (fance s|eep , 0 
Yogamaya the power o q) Deva ki 

appear and remove deva . s other wife 
and plant it in Rohini. olher bank of 

who was living in Brat cowherd 

Yamuna, under the care w OUhe evak . ^ 

vassal chieftain Nand • child 

„», »omb n *•*“»£“ 
was dead even before and w as 

was born to Rohini as 6 ; , ,^ n Dev aki 
growing up with Nb Th i S was Krishna, 
conceived her eighth cHil |he mon soon 
on me astensm of Rohi J t n mjdr , jgW when 
season. Knshna was bo So ra diant 

all the guards had fallen a*i P' g chakra 
was his frame, complete w> - oevak' 
and all the divine ornaments.^ ^ nQne 
immediately recognised > - ^ bom to 

other than the lord Vishnu h*_ , eatl?<) tha t 
her in human form. Bd ' .. ct1 ,td. so to 
Kamsa too may recogm lhdrew the 

appease her fear^ and appea^ 
Sankha Chakra and four a miracle 

as an ordinary ch, * T " nqe0 n opened 
haptiened. The doors of V 9 asu deva lo 

and the lord commanded ^ coW herd 
transfer him to the across 

chieltam Nanda and hs c m!d on a 

the river. Vasudeva , he swollen 

winnow basket and wa- ■ „ arm mglv. but 
river The river would nse_ )he 10fd s 
subside immediately lS home in 

feel Vasudeva .eacneo f* “ Rra| At the 
erihadvana on the out* ( Kns hna 

same nme that Dev ^, |d wt10 was 
Yasoda too begot a -J Exhaus , e d from 
none other man Yogan y ^ vasudeva 

the labour Yasoda v p h ' ef s jde and 
ntareri the child Knshna V Vn?ama ya 







He re-entered the dungeon and the doors 
closed. The child cried and the guards woke 
up. They ran to Kamsa and told him of the 
birth of another child to Devaki. Kamsa 
hastily entered the dungeon all dishevelled, 
and cruelly picked up the child by its feet, 
to hit it against a rock. But Lo and behold, 
the child did not fall down but flew up 
langhing. “O fool, the child who is destined 
to kill you is alive and living elsewhere". 
Kamsa's fears grew worse and he thought 
of ways to kill his tormentor. He ordered 
that all children bom then, before and after, 
should be killed all over the land. 

PUTANA 

Meanwhile Yasoda. who was least aware of 
what had transpired, believed that Krishna 
was her own child, and brought him up with 
great affection. Nanda who was Kamsa's 
vassal king came to Mathura to pay his 
tribute On his way back, he met Vasudeva 
briefly. Vasudeva inquired of his child's well 
being and urged Nanda to return to Braj 
as many calamities awaited him On 
Kamsa s command a demoness by the name 
Putana dressed herself as a beautiful 
midwife, poisoned her breasts and came 
to Brihadvana. Seeing the child Krishna who 
was two days old. she offered suckle to 
the baby, with the intention of killing it. The 
child sucked the poisoned breast but nothing 
happened to it. Instead he drew out Putana's 
life out of her The demoness writhed in 
pain and finally dropped dead with a loud 
noise that was heard everywhere. The ladies 
came running and saw the demoness lain 
all over, while the child still on her breast 
lay smiling. Nanda who was returning from 
Mathura heard about this divine act of the 
child and he rushed to the scene, hard to 
believe. They cremated the body of the 
demoness and a fragrance blew over the 
place 

SAKATASURA 

When Krishna was three months old. Yasoda 
planned a ceremony to celebrate the turning 
of the child in the cradle. Ladies anointed 
the Daby with holy water singing songs 
They loaded a toycgrt with little vessels 
full of curds and milk sanctified it with 
Akshata. yellow rice grains. Tuiasl leave, 
and llowers. and hung it over the uradle 
as good omen for the child 
The child lay sleeping while the ladies wen’, 
about their tasks I the dm of the festivity 
Yasoda did noi hear the ch'id cr/nig frjr 


mitk. Suddenly a loud noise was heard ^ 
the nursery. People came running to b 
what had happened, And Lo, they saw 
toy cart with curds and milk toppled, ha ^J iat 
rent and mangled above the baby 
could have happened? The only answer \ 
the sleeping child has kicked it. Long ...gd 
when the lord came as a boar and 1 
the demon Hiranyaksha his son Ut'^ 
swore to avenge the death of his <a ^ 
His spirit had hidden himselt in the ca 
the instance of Kamsa, with the i nten 
of killing the sleeping baby ActLJ ah ty 
Utkacha in his previous birth was a m'9 ^ 
king His pride and vanity swelled a r ‘ 
went about chopping down the trees o 
Rishi Lomasa's hermitage indiscrimma 
The Rishi had cursed him that h'S _ 
would fall off as a sheatn. The king 
become penitent and the Rishi had P r0f ^| | 
redemption from the curse at the t° u . 
the lord's feet That Asuta Utkacha ^ 
now hidden himself in the cart 3 hd 


released. Indeed the lord freed the , 
by the touch of his glorious feet The 5 
soared heavenwards never to return 

Yasoda was a very fond mother to - ^ 

She never realised that this was the ^ 
lord himself born as a mortal child^ ^ 
went about treating him like an ordlf afl£ j 
human child Once Krishna ate mu 
Yasoda noticed this. She chided the ^ 
and asked him to open his month Lo 
behold, she saw in the mouth the 5 . f;C j 
mountains, rivers, tanks, trees j' 1 

moon and all the Universe' Her head 


Asa * 3 


dream 


s mo 


or 

rtal 


till 


as she thought this must be a 
illusion. Krishna quickly reverted to h |S 
dimension. 

THE NAMING CEREMONY 

At the instance of Vasudeva who waS rn j|y 
in prison with Devaki. Garga the 
priest of the Yadavas came to T ^ 
Vraja Nanda was delighted and 
him with open arms. Garga is the 
of a treatise on Astrology a nd a \ . to 
qualified Seer Nanda requested ^q 


perform ihe naming ceremony I0r (he 
boys. Garga hesitated because he ^ |i e 
family priest of the Yadavas 
performed the ceremonies 
guess that the child s identity BJ ^ orr ned 
msistea and so trie ceremony was P e 
m secret in me cowshed Garg a d- - ^ w 1 * 1 
that :he eioc,-r being a desight to be ■ ^ 
be aller* n y n. a (nr Ba arama' * 

vounae r bv hi 1 - dark '’ramo would b*- 
Krishna 










GOING BETWEEN ARJUNA TREES 

Krishna and Balarama’s growth was a aelight 
to watch everyday, first toddling on their 
knees, then tottering, and finally walking. 
They stole butter, broke pots, played with 
calves and went around the households of 
Gokula as free birds. Once when the 
milkmaids complained to Yasoda about the 
pranks of the boys. Yasoda tried to tether 
him to a mortar with a piece of coir rope. 
The rope fell a little short of her need. So 
she joined another piece of rope to it, still 
it fell short. This happened many times 
until Yasoda felt exhausted and began to 
cry in despair. The lord then, moved by 
compassion, shrunk his frame and allowed 
her to girdle him After this she went about 
her daily chores. 

Krishna thus tied to a mortar noticed a pair 
of Arjuna trees. Actually these trees were 


the mortar got stuck between the trees. 
Then he pulled, and the two trees fell down 
with a terrific crash, their trunk, leaves 
and branches violently shaken. Two celestial 
forms appeared from the fallen trees and 
moved heavenward with the radiance of 
dawn. The Yakshas released from the curse 
returned to their celestial abode, at the touch 
of the lord’s feet 

On hearing the noise of the fallen trees 
and disturbed with the fear of thunderbolt 
the cowherds came rushing to see wha 
had happened Nobody could understand 
how the tree had fallen. Some children 
playing there pointed to Krishna and said. 
‘This chap walked between the two trees 
dragging the mortar behind. We even saw 
two men rising from the trees" Nanda was 
full of surprise as he untied the knot and 
let his son free 


• ^wjdiiy mese trees were 

two Yakshas in their previous life, sons of 
Kubera the lord of wealth. Full of riches 
s P len dour they were called Nalakubera 
they were educed to the 

because 3 CUrSe from Saga Narada 

attendants T* arro 9 ance Despite being 

power had Udra< the,r wea,th and 

with a wine 6 hem thus: he avily drunk 
women s,nn Gd , VarUn '- they strolled with 
full Of fin 9n9 a ter them ,n a woodland 
Mandakim 10 ,he vlCimt y of river 
K^iiasa tho° Win9 throu 9 h the gardens of 
‘r'toxicatinn c rolhn9 0n al1 sides with 

«S°:r, e Q r M e m,ddie ° f me Gan 9 a 

with the ri ° US ,lowers - they sported 
‘n a hern ar ^ se1s l,ke a Pair of elephants 
nerd ef she-elephants 

Narsria ^I* 11 Pr0v,den ce the glorious 
s °ns of k.T 5 way and saw young 
sag© anfi h era ^ us The damsels saw the 
°1 shame arriec,ly P u t on their clothes out 
remained l not so the Yaksha s, who 
ass cciatf»ri Gd ^ arada obsee/ed the pride 
Qamhi )n w,th wealth, wine, women and 
thei r Dnrirf S9lCl ~ l " hen 1 shall take away 
'ike freeo ^ ,nce they stand shamelessly 
the touch thGy rernain as tr ees until 
a hundr ri Vasudeva r eheves them after 
Wer* tur" ce ! est * al years’ Instantly they 
gm Wln ;^ tnio a pair of Arjuna trees 
c 9 close to each othei 

the A r ? bna c h’ld tied to a mortar saw 
^orrioi t n ° t'Ces and resolved that their 
he crav^ red emption had come Slowly 
behind 'towards them dragging the mortar 
tr ee« a ' en he entered hetween the twin 
' came out the othei side while 


BRINDAVANA 

Seeing evil portents of grave nature were 
appearing in Gokula time and again the elders 
of Nanda's clan under the guidance o 
Upananda deliberated what must be done 
to escape from these calamities ey 
decided it was best to leave Gokula and 
live elsewhere for a while and chose o 
move to Brindavana, a forest suitable o 
cattle, full of evergreen vegetation, sacreo 
hills, pastures and rivers. Accordingly ey 
gathered their cattle wealth, chariots, 
possessions; with loud trumpeting. y 
moved out of Gokula. On seeing e 9 
vegetation of Brindavana on the 
the holy Yamuna. Sri Krishna and Ba a 
hearts were filled with joy A new c 
m their lives had begun 

KALIYA NARTANA 

It happened once that the.^"banks'oUhe 
Brindavana fell dead on the (ro m 

Yamuna when they drank h 

the river The cowherds 
cause of the poison was a «aliy a 

residing in a pool therein rive rside 

with live hoods Krishna went to the^ by 
and climbed up a Kadam landed on 

He then dived into the P°° . he ra ised 

Kaliya's head The serpent danced 

h,s hood and smote, but Krista y rJlset 

.,n it with h.s heels a "f«i na held the £ 

1 nood after hood and Kr s a of the 

! on one hand and trampled o Kahy a 

I hoods like a merry dance ^ wtve s of 

■ell down exhausted d mg <° r ™ e (h e 

i Kaliya. Nagapatniseamef R nak a I 

Go now to the island ol » 








ocean for that is where you belong", said 
Sri Krishna and sent them with his blessinos 
Hearing the story from Sri Suka. Kinq 
Parikshit asked. "Why did Kaliya leave 
Ramanaka in the first instance, for that is 
the ancestral home of the Nagas? And how 
now did he consent to return?" Sri Suka 
replied: On every Amavasya day for their 
own protection the Nagas would give one 
days offering of food to the Garudas 
Puffed with pride of strength, Kaliya the 
Son of Kadru disregarded the Garudas and 
ate all the offering himself, Angry to hear 
this Garuda swooped on Kaliya who ran for 
protection. On an earlier occasion Garuda 

h h d K 3 h med aWay 3 flSh ,rom the r ' v er for 
which he was cursed by the sage Saubhari 
that if ever he entered the Yamuna again 

d ' 6 , S ° ,he Ya ™" a was the only 
place for Kaliya safe from Garuda. But 
now when the lord had placed his feet on 
* he f he was assured of protection 
Irom Garuda, who was after all the lord's 

anri^k' S ° Ka '? a returned t0 Hamanaka 
and all was well once again, 

GOVARDHANA 

There was excitement among the cowherd 

ni°Q S £ 'l ra,a ' The su P er ' h uman exploits 
of Sn Krishna and Balarama were becoming 
the talk of the town everyday Nobodv 
could understand how these two ordinary 
cowherd boys, as they thought them to 
be, could perform such astomshmg feats 
One day they gathered around the venerable 
Nanda and spoke to him thus: *‘0 Nanda 
ruler of Vraja, we have doubts in our minds 
about your two sons. As a mere babe with 
half closed eyes, he sucked the poisoned 
breast of the demoness Putana and killed 
her As a child of three months he lay 
underneath a cart kicking up his feet crying 
and the demon cart fell topsy turvy. As a 
one year old child Krishna sat squatting 
when the demon Trinavarta came as a storn 
and carried him away, but Krishna easily 
killed him by throttling his neck. Tied by 
mother Yasoda to a mortar for the theft of 
butter, he crawled on all fours between two 
Arjuna trees and easily destroyed them 
When grazing cows with Balarama in the 
forest, he tore asunder the bill of a mighty 
heron and killed the Asura Baka who mean? 
him harm. He killed Vastsasura. a demon 
who came in the form of a calf, by dashing 
him against a tree. He slew the demon 
Dhenuka who came disguised as a donkey 
Through Balarama he killed the Asura 
Pralamba who came as a wild fire He 
jumped into the Kalindi and subdued the 


venomous Cobra Kaliya of five hoods. A 
now as a boy of seven years he lifts up 
Govardhana mountain with one hand a 
holds it aloft for seven days agains 
hailstorm! How is this? Since these explo^ 
are nothing short of miracles on the P ‘ 
of a mere boy, we wonder how he co ^ 
deserve a birth among us unworthy rustics 
Krishna had stopped the propitiation of lndra j 
which had made Indra angry He had s* 
down a torrential rain of hailstones o ' 
Vraja, and all the people and the cattle 
sought the protection of Sri Krishna. 0 , 

amazement of all. Krishna had uproov 
the Govardhana Giri and lifted it as 
umbrella, under which all the cattle ana « 
cowherds remained for seven days ' n 
pride had been subdued and he withar 
his downpower 

Nanda heard the questions put W' hr !T pa 
the cowherd boys and replied, ‘O 
boys, listen to what the sage Garga , 
me about the boy. Garga had told me , 
some lime in the past the child whom 
my son was born in the house of Vasu j 
He is the Avatara of Vishnu By h,s ^ 
we will overcome all difficulties. 
protection when anarchy prevails ^ gn1 
the exploits of these two lads. 
convinced that they are two \ } ^ 
manifestations of lord Narayana b |fT1 {[ie jr 
When the cowherd boys heared this ^ 
doubts vanished. They knelt l° w 
worshipped Krishna and rejoiced 


RASA 


During the month of Margali when ^ 
wake up early in the morning and si 
Tiruppavai of Andal. the Gopis °* .»*d 

performed a similar austerity . jp 
Katyayani Vrata, wherein they b3 %n d 
the shivering Yamuna before davV ' j to 
prayed to mother goddess Katy a V t h e 
be blest with marriage to the lord ^pa 
last day of their bath festival Sri ( pe |f 
appeared in their midst and took of 

clothes, hanging them on the bran e 
the Kadamba tree When the maiden^ ^ 
out ot the water they stood ashaa 1 ^ e n 
covered themselves with their haridS Kn siia a 
they pleaded with |omed hands. Sn flc je 
gave them back their clothes. r,ie J ' <[1 slid 5 
and vanity vanished they sought Sn ^ to 
to sport with them The lord P ( ' orT \" s pO^ 
come when the time was right It ' ^ 
autumn The moon 'ose over the 
a red hue The jasmine flowers W ^^rH 
and watted fragrance everyv/here ~ ^ f h 
played a melodious lone on his 


aH 



















sweet sound floated through every stree’ 
and home in Vraja and the hearts of the 
Gopis were drawn to it. They left everything 

side! rr IS ' and SalNed for,h ,rom al! 

sides to the spot in the enchanted forest 

nu.e e sh ei Krf s e h 0Ved °" 6 ^ 

artmnn S J * shna welcomed them, but 

and'hearthc *T '°' ,eavi " 9 ,heir homes 
arths and asked them to return The 

Gopis wept silently at the rejection of their 
;o- s They p d the lord in piteous 

~ A|) . . 6 ord l3ughed heartily and 

Yamuna The h Q 0 em ° h " lhe banks 01 ,he 
considered became P ro,J d and 

subdue , e h d ! h n e r T ,V ? S superior to all To 
a trick An^' P k 6, the ,0rd vanish ed like 
TPey .ried!o a ^° OP ' S , ,el1 into ^ 
him, his movemem s h hk Se WS by ,mitatin 9 
and his exp^fs r ' d S Wdrds ’ h,s smiles 
searched the forest (OMhn ^if mad lhey 
When the Gopis wptd h , e ' r beloved lord. 
Krishna agX^ a ^9 Pi>eous.y, Sri 
performed his Rssa k ^ eir m,c * st and 
^ appeared as T ° each Go P j 

™ ak, "9 as many h KriShna 

Q Opis. They locked thJ t 8S here were 
Partners' necks in T h , anas ° VQr ,heif 
singing sonas n f ~ 3 c * rc,e . and dance 
din of bannlPQ ^ dnd un ' on - amid tf 
they gods^anri an ^ G,s ‘ ancl l,n y bells. / 
look and the h ce estia,s above came i 
Someu" ! ear,S °' allwere ,a " to 
Ar| shta with ah lha! ’ a dan 9 er ous bull calle 
Came rushino b ° dy and a lar 9 e humt 

shot eyes Kr?<=h° Wards K,ishna Wllh bioo 
Set his to ot ' n " a ,hrew him to the grounc 
drenched cIoik t!" 1 and wrun 9 him like 
dead m The hull spat blood and la 

Sa ^ V ' NG FOR mathura 

f°!?I m "to^emtot K K K msa and Piscloset 
blrth KamsaTjg d . Khshna and Balarama't 
‘hat Kris hna a Ifp n to a rage and orderec 
^ ‘‘’a'lura , 0 d be Sh ° Uld be brotJ 9h 

^‘•"htika ,h e kll| ed by Chanura and 
u dv “ Sa cnf,ce , or c erS He ar,an 9ed a great 
bdQe s 'ad,um for ^ Va ,n w hich he built a 
£ ay o'abundant r J , 6 wresllin 9 match By 
^ayapita , n dautlon he had his elephant 

Altlh' 09 'he bo vs h 3 h With ,he lnlenl 01 
J .tois done !! h ,f ads when 'hey came 

to ^? udev a and T fl Akrura ‘ a kinsman 
!° br,n g the h^ d ked h,m 10 9° to Vraja 
ofwit ness y ® ,dMa, hura under the 

fhn 3,3 amved at w 9 bow sacri 'ice 

b ° w sacrific^M® a ? d ,old Nanda about 
Ce Nanda agreed to come 


with his boys. After a day’s travel on bullock 
cart, the party entered the portals of 
Mathura. Nanda and his group entered the 
town while Akrura and the boys broke off 
to refresh themselves in the Yamuna. 

AKRURA’S VISION 

The boys bathed and returned to the cart. 
Akrura saw from the river, the two boys 
well seated on the cart. But when he plunged 
into the river he saw them there as well. 
Again he plunged, and this time he saw the 
beautiful form of Narayana reclining on 
Ananta. Sesha the Serpent. Akrura 
understood the real nature of the two boys 
and returned delighted, praising Krishna and 
Rama in eulogy. 

On their way they met a florist called Sudama 
who gave them beautiful garlands to wear. 

A hunchback woman by the name of Trivakra 
gave them sandal paste. The lord received 
it and mightly pleased, he straightened her 
back by planting his foot over hers, and 
lifting her chin with two fingers. Resplendantly 
they entered the city of Mathura and were 
marvelled by the residents. Mathura was a 
well-laid out city with fortifications, and 
conveniences better than what any modem 
city can boast of. Inquiring from the residents 
the way to the sacrificial hall, they entered 
it and beheld the beautiful bow studded with 
precious stones, guarded by many and 
worshipped by all. Even though they were 
stopped by the guards, the two lads ran to 
it and siezed it with their mighty arms. In 
one quick flick of the finger. Krishna broke 
the bow into two accompanied by a thunderous 
cracking noise heard all over the city. 
Kamsa heard the crashing sound, even as 
his man came rushing to tell him of the 
matter He felt dismayed to hear of the 
news and spent a sleepless night. The next 
morning he arranged the wrestling bout in 
the specially built arena, where kings waited 
with excitement to see and enjoy 
themselves. Women saw the two boys and 
lamented at the unequal match. Feeling 
greatly cheered by the stirring trumpets 
and kettle drums the eminent wrestlers 
Chanura. Mushtika and all the others poured 
into the arena. Nanda too offered his 
presents to Kamsa and seated himself on 
the dais. 

THE DEATH OF KAMSA 
Krishna and Balarama finished their bath 
and dressed themselves, then went towards 
the amphitheatre. The way was blocked to 



















mahout. They requested'^ lay f pila and his 
but instead the keener mT. 10 make way 
charge a. them t£ * he animal 

'be mountainous animal si d Sh " a push ed 
bim by the tail, squeezed om'h yS ; dra " ed 
bnally pulled out his tusks J ' rUnk and 
dead. The keepers too fen r Struck h ' m 
Krishna entered the amnhirh TUSk ln hand ' 
challenged Krishna wh i b ?, alre c banura 
Balarama. The fight bom ^ e . Mushlika took 
Wh hand andTo ', ^ a h n ;' n,er,acin S hand 
and rolled on the n! 1°° lhey ,ou 9ht 
cheered every whirh 0undt w bile crowds 

>»« « cd “K*" 

b'm. then dashed him to T SWifled 
was dead. Balaram" wJ he 9r0und He 
Wushtika. The othpr u ma dld lhe sa me t 0 
One by one they aTtni*' 13 were n ° match 
°f the lord. The kinns h apsed 31 lhe ,eel 
and ran from the galleries 6 h th6 ' r crow ns 
w ho was seated on sbou,in 9 Kamsa 
commanded the boys to h ' 9b pla,form 
Krishna jumped a. Ka m 
11,1 his sword, draonen rl be,ore he could 

by his hair and poundor!^ ,0 ,he 9 roun d 
fjs| no pounded h.s head with his 

blood°s1ain byKrish™ Bala K3mSa lay in 
Kamsa's brother and kl Id h 3 Confron,ed 
bludgeon Krishna iha ed blrn with his 
and secured me rlllp^ 0 ,^ ,h e ladies 
Vasudeva and Devakf tmlnl! h ’ S paren,s 
Parents only knell low H° nda9e The 
'hem. a/raid asihoi ° W bUl dld no * 'ouch 
of the Universe as m^ 6 10 Claim ,he lord 
'hat they had m, S sed he Krisbna kne " 
h - op. even though he was°L 
addressed them endJl ^ e ' r son He 
Amba' and 38 ^ a " d 


gurukula 

for their s)udleTljnde 1 0 k _ v0 w s and left 

in Ujjaim Though thev wpI Ih™ Sandi P'ni 

'hey asked t eu ^r,o' S ' Udy Was 0ver 

h'S tutorship SandiDm1hL n , ame 3 ' ee 
was drowned in the sea n ° S, c? S ° n be 
when swimminq Sand 3 ear Sauras htra 

hack Krishna and Baf P ' n ' Wan,ed lhe s °n 
'o 'he lord ot ocean T ' or,hw " h went 
son The ocean J ! 30 3nd asked for the 
demon who had ,0 Pan chajana. a 

billed Panchjan “i" h ' $ be " y Krishna 

'I Yama the lord n?V^ '° nch and b 'ew 
me lord of death heard It and 


Krishna !° Krishna with obeisance, 

of hie r Sked Yama 10 return the lost son 
restoL iH rU ' Which Yama did Kr,shna 
Mathura 6 S ° n l ° Sandi P in ' and ,eft for 

Udrih^ a,hUra he sem hls Ousted friend 

being of h° ^ raja 10 in P uire of ,he W 0 J! 
Nanct J ?' S 0ster P arents Yasoda and 
Dininn the ^°P‘ S whom he had ie* f 

Akmr^ f I? 6 Same tirne he sent his unC,C 
beinn n °. Hasf,na Pura to learn of the wel' 
PanL ,S aunt Kunti a nd her sons ** 
troatmJ^K Akrura 'earnt of the unfair 
bw th/i n J bein 9 meted out to the Pandava* 

matter tn a ^ Jravas an d duly reported 
Sri Krishna and Balarama. 

of% 6 ri e ^ S ,he first ha,f of the tenth chapter 
the cir, a 9 avara m, being a discourse 
Kinn p n ^ S Krishna as narrated 

Vvasn Sb,t by Suka Muni, son of Sag*? 

~ Tbe sec ond half, uttararadha deals 
w b Kr, shna as king. 

UTTARARDHA 

dea,d of Kamsa at the hands of 
fafhef^ 3 ^ Ba,aram a. Ugrasena, Kamsa s 
Kam , ad b ' S k ' n 9dom restored to 
their , * W,dowed w,ves went to Jarasandha 
att . h e u Wbo swore to take revenge. He 
whiip t d / he city of Mathura from the eas* 

clanlidD f c aVana ' an a 9 en ' °f 'he Yav ^ 
clan Odennfied as the Greeks) attacked from 

on ihp S |'/v The l0rd bui " a 'ohmss in DvaraW 
citv nt yy e ? tern shores and transferred fh e 
5%°' Ma 'hura there. Then he ran be'o'f 
him ^f vana unarmed. The Yavana fofc^ L 
j ™ !"'° 3 cave - m a place North ot MaJhuna 
lord disappeared there The Yavana owl 
him tk ° ld man s'eepmg. and he •**** 
the ni (a e . 0ld man ' who was MuchuKO|'^. 
elrpH dlan of ,he kln gdom ot gods, had 
thus nH ln ,'° ,he cave 'O' 'est. and wh^ 
fire anrf 6 ^ woken U P' his eyes sh or* 
lord an bUrnl Ka'ayavana to ashes T . 

^ d appeared and blessed the devoff' 
M . P h hukunda with beatitude and b"®* 
Muchukunda went into Badarikasram r* ve 
to return 

now K >rd re turned to Mathura, which 
huop bein 9 attacked by Jarasandha w h 
to 9 rfp niy Krlshna and Balarama app'’- 1 '®, 

Dorc , and Jarasa ndha followed to 

S Th. brothers climbed a wj 
all ih ,n ca,,ed Pravarshana. where tt e 
time Jarasandha surrouncfe d j( 
mountain with pii es of wood and s* 

and Z q Su P re mely satisfied fhaf [o 
, a ^arama would have been , Q ^ 
es -Jarasandha returned to his 
"74 











„..t meanwhile the Iwo brothers 
Magadha- 1 ‘' he p | a in unharmed, and 
iumpe d (or , i(ie d city of Dwarka whtch 
entered the 1 g moat Kakudmi, king of 

had the sea Ka|hjavvad 0 r Saurashtra) 
Anartas Revali in marriage to 

gave H' s lJ ,' Sri Krishna carried away 
gaiarama. ” orince ss o( vidarbha by force 
Rukmihi ’ ne King parikshil who was 
and marne Sukamlin j' s narration in rapt 
listening ^ hlm here and asked, "The 
attention s '°^ bduction , s prevalent among 
marriage oy hQ V then d id the lord take 
the Raksna o|‘marriage to blessed Rukmini? 
to this ,0 , r " nIGr , me on this, for indeed the 
Pray en '" are unfathomable 1 ' Sri Suka 
lord's wa> tfie £ tory King Bhishmaka was 
con tiniied vidarbha (modern Berar). He 
Ihe lDr0 s ons Rukmi. Rukmaratha. 
had hL| J pukmakena and Rukmamah 

pufcmaba «^ r Rukrnin j was {he nanir . 

and one rtu0U s princess. Having heard 01 
of lhiS ,Q Ur of Sri Krishna celebrated by 
the Va to her noose, Rukmini mentally 
visitors S p 0USe . Sri Krishna too 

made o his mind 10 marr y her having 
n1?d€ ! ^ her virtues and comeliness. Rukmi 
nffard ° bro ,| ier hated Sri Krishna and he 
the elde h]S re i at)0ns n0 ( l0 marry 

prpvaiie Krishna Instead he arranged 
° Uk Th between her and Sisupala the ruler 
n n ph di As Rukmini was made ready for 
of C 6 iiiinn marriage t0 Sisupala, she sent 
,heunW 'aae^o Sri Kr.shna through a 
Brahmana thus "Having heard of your 
irtues O beautiful lord, my heart is aflutter; 
vnu have entered deep into me. Make me 
our wife here, before Sisupala takes me 
Marry me by aduction like the Rakshasas 
On the eve of marraige. I will be going to 
the temple of goddess Ambika in grand 
procession You must come and take me 
then or else l shall die and reach your 
holy feet". Sri Krishna reassured the 
Brahmana that he would do as bidden. The 
next day he took his chariot and rode from 
Anrata to Vidarbha overnight. The procession 
had reached the Ambika temple Swilt as 
lighting Krishna swooped low took Rukmini 
on his horseback, and rode out Rukmi 
followed in hot pursuit but was easily 
vanquished Sri Krishna took Rukmini to 
Dvaraka and marrieo her through fitting 
ceremonies 

PRADYUMNA 

Kama an aspect of Sri Krishna had been 
burnt to ashes by Siva This self-same 
Kama sough! to be reborn as part 


manifestation of Krishna and appeared 

he l0 ' n i 0 ' 3n Knshna an d Rukmini 
So close was his similarity to his father 
that even his mothers often mistook their 
son for their husband. The child was named 
Pradyumna meaning radiant one, but alas 
on the tenth day after birth, he was 
kidnapped by Sambara. a demon who came 
to know through an oracle, that the child 
of Rukmini would bring about his destruction. 
The demon threw the child into the ocean 
A fish swallowed the child. Fishermen caught 
the fish and took it to their king. The king's 
maid Mayavati cut open the fish, and found 
the babe in good shape* They brought up 
the child with all care and love. The maid 
was none other than Rati incarnate, the 
spouse of Kamadeva. Pradyumna was 
Kama himself, born as a babe to Rukmini 
Mayavati showered all her love on the child 
who soon attained his youth and attracted 


one and all by his beautiful looks. One 
day when Mayavati was giving sideward 
glances. Pradyumna admonished her for 
her unmotherly sentiment, whereupon 
Mayavati told him all about the secret of 
his birth. She also taught him the Mahamaya 
Mantra which could undo all viles 
Pradyumna met the king Sambara and 
engaged him in combat. One by one all his 
devices, were destroyed. Finally Pradyumna 
severed Sambara’s head. The gods poured 
flowers. Pradyumna was taken in a chariot 
through the air, to Dvaraka The moment 
the car descended, all the ladies mistook 
him for Sri Krishna and hid themselves out 
of bashfulness Then seeing the small 
dissimilarity, that is. the lack of Srivatsa 
and Koustubha Mani, they came out slowly. 


Rukmini too came Not knowing it was her 
own son she beheld, she thought. “I too 
had a son who would have been just this 
age Alas, I lost him. Would that this young 
man had been my son". Even as Rukmini 
was thinking thus, Sn Krishna appeared there 
with his parents Devaki and Vasudeva. The 
sage Narada narrated the background of 
Pradyumna’s birth and miraculous escape 
from the belly of a fish Rukmini was 
overjoyed to know that this indeed was her 
son and enbraced him lovingly. 


SYAMANTAKA 

Satrajit was a king devoted to Sun god. By 
his penance he obtained from him a jewel 
called Syamantaka as bright as the Sun 
He wore it around his neck One day he 
came to Dvaraka to see Krishna. He was 
made comfortable in a splendid hall made 








for him, while nis jewel was kepi in me 
Puja room for safe custody. Everyday the 
jewel yielded 8 tonnes ol gold so they 
say. One day Satrajits brother Prasena wore 
the jewel on his neck and went out hunting, 
but never returned. A lion had killed him. 
and taken the jewel. Jambavan, the king 
of bears 'lied the lion and took the jewel 
as a Dlnvthing for his infant child. When 
the brother did not return and the jewel was 
missing. Satrajit began to spread the foul 
word that Sri Krishna had killed his brother 
for the sake of the jewel. To clear his name 
Sri Krishna went into the forest following 
the horse’s hoof marks. He saw Jambavan 
and learnt all that had happened. He 
recovered the jewel from Jambavan. who 
also gave him his daughter Jambavali in 
marriage. When the jewel was restored to 
Satrajit, he felt elated and gave his daughter 
Satyabhama in marraige to the lord. 

Apart from Rukmini. Satyabhama and 
Jambavali. Krishna's other wives were 
Kalindi (daughter of river Yamuna). 
Mitravinda (daughter of Rajadhidevi, his 
father’s sister). Satya (daughter of Nagnajit, 
King of Kosala, for whom he subdued seven 
bulls in a contest). Bhadra (daughter of his 
father’s sister Srutakirli), Lakshmana 
(princess of Madra kingdom), and sixteen 
thousand other consorts, rescued from the 
captivity of Bhoumasura. Many thousands 
were the offsprings, of whom Rukmlni’s 
son Pradyumna is the foremost. Pradyumna 
married his cousin Rukmavati who bore him 
a son called Aniruddha. 


ANIRUDDHA 

Bana was the eldest of the hundred sons 
of Bali, whom the lord graced as Trivikrama: 
grandson of Virochana and greatgrandson 
of Prahlada. whom the lord graced as 
Narasimha. This Bana was a devotee of 
Siva and ruled over the kingdom of Sontipura 
guarded by Siva himself. He had a thousand 
arms always itching for combat, and was 
adept in warfare by proxy. Bana had a 
beautiful daughter called Usha. who even 
as a virgin, had a dream of sexual delight 
with Aniruddha. son of Pradyumna Not 
finding him there when she woke up. she 
became miserable Her companion 
Chitralekha drew pictures of various princes 
according to the description given by Usha 
When she drew Aniruddha’s picture Usha’s 
face became shy. It is he, it is he", she 
said. Chitralekha took the picture of 
Aniruddha and searching, arrived at Dvaraka 
With her yogic powers she bore away the 


{ i ped t° 

prince sleeping on a beauti u l0 
Sontipura. Usha s face lit up •* > jife 

behold her beloved and she e I ^\e$ 
with him m her palace, unknown to ollC ed 
Some eunuchs guarding the 9y n ® r ^ ,natt ef 
a change in Usha and reported me 
to the king Bana. < ^e 

The king was sorely distressed a 
entered the maiden’s apartments • 53 yd 
up Aniruddha with cords of serpe rt1l ats 0< 
Narada reported this to the 
Dvaraka who then proceeded ^ 9 jdc 
with a huge army. Bana had ® 
the veritable Siva himself. a "°. tt(e was 
the chief of hosts. A pitched us and 
fought. Kartikeya ran. Banasura 
arms were cut by Sri Krishna s 
Chakra. Lord Siva approached ^ be 
and prayed that his devotee Ba js 
spared. Sri Krishna said. |cah a ° 

devotee Prahlada’s great grands ' 
kill him. He shall remain with y ^ ra and 
attendant. Have no fear* An,r „ harl c*i v^ in 
Usha were married, driven *n a Ka 
due ceremony and sent to Dv* 

KUCHELA OR SUDAMA 

♦h sand* . 

When Krishna was a student jck , ,,.m G ° 


he had a cohort called Sudama. 


ni oor in 

Kuchela because he was very o| 
learning. While Krishna beca. g po° 
Dvaraka. Sudama remainedi 0 f a 
householder, toiling under the s n H ' G ,h 
huge family Poverty plagued him $ w*' 

He would often recall his studen day 

Krishna with a glow in his hea ■ 5 pok 
his wife, extremely devoted to j m lp0 5 
her heart. "Adorable husband d de s 

Bhagavan Sri Krishna the spouse^ ple .»s G 
Lakshmi herself is your friend * 0 a' 

to approach him When he kn0 er ty* ^ Q 
a householder, suffering from P y^u- . 
will shower boundless wealth up r0 \eC& ^ 
is now the king of Dvaraka, P G of] iie 
the Bhujas. Vnshnis and Andhaka- 
to him" Thus gently entreated Dy ^a' . 
the pious Brahmana rnenta Y ^ 9 
himself to see the lord ' Wha p m*’ 
m the house that I may take his v * 0 \ 
a suitable present ?' 1 he as ® an dfL^ jp 
begged her neighbours for fou |t UP j 
parched and beaten nee she hljS t>a 1 K 

piece of rag and gave it to , arr) a 1 {0 
estitanllv but with devotion , 0 jfd G Y ^ 
out on »l suo^., 


Hestitanlly 
the present and set 


Dvaraka Arriving at the grea ' r g S pie n ^d 
beheld a great palace with rra* y 
halls In one of them Sri Kns h 1 

with his consort Rukmini » P 


7 ^, 


















friend Sudama from a distance, Sri Krishna 
left his couch and ran to embrace the poor 
Brahmana. Tears of joy flooded their eyes 
as they beheld each other from head to 
toe Sri Krishna lovingly seated Sudama on 
his couch. Rukmini brought a vessel of 
scented water, and Sri Krishna washed the 
Brahmanas feet and sprinkled <t cn his own 
head. The women of the household marvelled 
al the lord's ease and friendliness towards I 
a poor Brahmana. "What present have you I 
brought for me 9 " Sri Khshna asked. Sudama 
hid the rag bundle undo his a ,r npii m 
embarassment. Sri Krishna playfully pulled 
it out from him and ate the parched rice 
flakes with great relish The next morning 
Sudama took leave of Sri Krishna and left 
for his home So satisfied was he at the 
meeting that it never occurred to him to 
ask for what he had come for. 

When Sudama arrived near his house, he 
found the area surrounded on all sides by 
seven storied mansions, laid out with gardens 
and fountains. Well adorned young women 
were moving about here and there Sudama 
stood confused wondering where he had 
come to. Hearing of the Brahmana's arrival. 
Sudama's wife came hurrying out of the 
palace, looking like the veritable goddess 
Lakshmi herself. Followed by her. he 
joyously entered his house, realising that 
all this was due to the grace of Sri Krishna, 
showered upon him. 

When the purpose of Sri Krishna's advent 
on earth was over. Sri Krishna withdrew 
from the scene of war, ravage and turmoil 
The destruction of the Yadavas was foretold 
For the youth in mock humility brought 
Jambavati's son Samba dresssed as a 
woman and addressed the sages impudentlv 
This woman is pregnant Pray tell us if 
her child will he male or female?" The sages 
were angry at their jest and cursed. “ O 
°ols. she will give birth to a pestle which 
Wl11 destory your clan". Greatly terrified to 
hear this, they bared the belly of Samba 
and actually found a pestle of iron there 
* he king Ugrasena had the pestle reduced 
o powder, only a small iron piece remained 
" e P°wder was thrown into the sea Fish 
tallowed the iron piece while the powder 
■ *? ? aS ^ eCj ashortJ where a kind of grass 
a .j J 1 ■ grew The fish was caught by 

b e ^ herman who found the iron piece in its 
l V and gave it to a hunter for an 
to p The Yadavas then proceeded 

rabhasa across the sea, and there 
‘^oxicated themselves with a wine called 
a| reyaka They lost their senses and began 


lighting with one another. Alter all their 
weapons were destroyed, they picked 
handfulls of the fatelul Eraka grass a 
tnrew it against one another. The Yadavas 
brought about their own destruction and no 
among them lived. Sri Krishna laid 1 himsel 
under a Peepul tree. A hunter with the fateful 
arrow misioook his loot for an ante op 
and pierced his left foe with the arrow- Sn 
Krishna’s life departed and shone as the 
eternally etlulgenl Narayana in Vaikuntha. 


PURANIC LORE OF VISHNU 

BHRIGU & MARKANDEYA 

Lona long ago in this ancient land °* ou ^’ 

devotion. They created various systems 

are valued and accept mHav we 
Consider the concept o ^ ovenien , w ith 
think of time as a nnea . , q u » 

the hirth Of.Christ as a — P r ° peating 

end.Jls.y ^nUe.y^ This may seem 
strange to us. but hundwj^ the 
many thought he earth w* • equally 
roundness of the e anc jent Indian 
strange! Anyway, in the > a ™ e a "' , e in 
system, time is concei n | a hts follow 
this cycles. Da * s SCyclically, 

cyclically seasons co ^ ca n y every 

stars and planets m ° v ® a V ands 0 I such 
sixty years, and <"«* are lour 

cycles make up ai Yuga_ gnd g0 

Yugas and these four Y“9 ds 0 ( such 
cyclically in Kalpa f ’ ’ vc | e s Into eternity 
Kalpas follow in endless y second 

The first Yuga is Knta Yuga. i Dvgrpara 

Yuga Is Treta Yuga. The lh We are 

Yuga and the fourth « a iiyuga which 

now living In the first lag ol Kaity 

began in 3102 BC. al (he 

Towards the end ol Dvapaj and saints 
dawn of Kali Yuga , 0 decid e 

in the forest met £ co thinking, 

on the changes to be made..^ ^ The 
to suit the needs ol the waSi W ith 

mam question ,h j" ar ° ^worship, which 
so many gods and de ' . jn the age ol 
god should be wor ® ‘ pp h|S deC ided that 
Kali? By consensus the R - h (hree main 
Brahma Vishnu and Siva who amo ng 























into the merits of each god. This was not 
an easy task, for who would dare to test 
the powers of gods? But Bhrigu was an 
austere and fearless man, so he took the 
challenge boldly and set out on his mission. 
Bhrigu first went to see Brahma in Satvloka. 
Brahma was then sealed on the H -*r before 
a sacred fire. He was performin ' a Yaga, 
offering oblations to the sacred fire He 
noticed Bhrigu's arrival but could not ston 
his worship half way So he continued frs 
oblations. Bhrigu decided to wait a while 
and he took a seat. Whs. i Hi arm a 
Bhrigu seated above, while he -vas or. : , • 
floor, he felt sad and s^sntly wept Bh-igu 
noted Brahme s predicament and said, this 
god is blemished by Tamoguna. He is not 
worthy of worship, let him remain unsung. 
That is why there are no temples for Brahma. 

Bhrigu then went to Kailasa. the abode of 
Siva. Siva was dancing with Parvati. the 
cosmic dance of destruction. He was 
smeared with ashes. As he saw Bhrigu 
approaching he opened his arms and 
welcomed the Rishi with an embrace. “Oh. 
you have defiled me with your ash-ridden 
body” said Bhrigu testingly. Siva went into 
a rage “How dare you say this to me? I 
am the destroyer of the three worlds", said 
Siva in a hot temper. “This god is lull of 
Rajoguna" said Bhrigu, “May his Linga, the 
cause of his anger, be severed” and Lo. 
the Siva Linga fell to the Earth. Parvati 
could not bear to see the Linga fall, and 
she ran and caught it. The temples of Siva 
have only a Linga for worship, with Parvati 
in a sanctum close by 
Bhrigu then went to the cosmic milk ocean 
where Vishnu lay reclining on a serpent 
bed, in Yogic sleep “What . do you sleep 
like this when the world created by you 
needs you for protection?” Bhrigu chided, 
and kicked him on the chest. Vishnu woke 
up and reverentially welcomed Bhrigu with 
profuse apologies Bhrigu's face softened 
"Are you not angry that I kicked you 9 ” he 
asked. "Far from it.” said Vishnu. "I am 
rejoicing that the dust of a great man’s 
feet are on my chest You are dear to me. 
How can I be angry with you 9 " Bhrigu blessed 
him and said 'You are the most suited for 
worship in the age of Kali, may you have 
temples all ovet the land 
Bhrigu returned and told the Rishis what he 
found. The Rishis rejoiced and set about 
propagating the greatness of Vishnu as the 
God of Kaii Vuga Then scores of temples 
were built with images of Vishnu in standing, 


sitting reclining and stepping postures, 
east, west, north and south, into w ,c 
spirit of Vishnu descended everyw 
These are the Archa forms revered y 
Alvars . 

R:shi Bhrigu had two wives. His ^ e ^g 0f1 
wife bore him a son who in turn had g 
called Mrkandu. Like Bhrigu. Mrkan ^ 
also deeply devoted from childhoo ■ ’ 
was married but had no children. He *? < or e 
to the lord Prajapati who appeared 
him and asked if he would have o ne ^ &ad 
son of short life span, or a hundre d »o 
children of long lives. Mrkandu P ra ^ ^jy 
have o n e good son. even if he wer 
short lived. Prajapati granted a so ^ 
would live sixteen years. Soon w 
had a beautiful male child, and they 
him Markandeya ents 

Markandeya was a joy to his l’ 1 ' anC j 
Everyday he blossomed in worthine - ^ 0 y 
the parents felt they had everything 
wanted. As the child entered his six 
year, a cloud passed over the P arervS l(C jden 
Markandeya wondered over the ^ >3SO n 
change and inquired of his father the a u 
for his sadness. The father told an d 
that had happened before his b ‘ r hJV . e to 
wept to say that he would soon ca n 
die. “What is death. Father, and -pp e 
I overcome it?”, the good child asK i death 
father told him that Yama the I° rd o 
would throw his noose and drag ,lir y ar ri3 
at the end of his sixteenth year. L' u , gjva 
would be powerless if he worsh'pP _ as(e r 
the destroyer, who is Yama s ?n ts 
Markandeya bade farewell to his n3 nc0 
and went into the forest to do P 


Deep in the forest wild animals ^ fJ fjng 
during the day and wolves hoW ^. e5 s H e 
the night. Markande/a was t ,qhtiy 

made a Sivalinga and held on 10 _ o v 0r 

Days passed and soon his year ar0 uh° 
Then Yama came. He threw his noo 
the boy. but could not drag pit** 11 ' 

he held on to the Sivalinga t‘9 n y 
Yama gave up and left 
So terrible was his penance that in 
he might lose his kingdom to 
he sent his dancers Urvasi an n sO c , 

tempt him away from n ' S hirn i$ 

Markandeya did not relent Tne 
came and offered riches an Fin 3 ^ 
even then Markandeya P erS,s - ^ a 
V»shnu appeared before a fh ,s 

asked what he wanted 
phenomenon of the world I wlS 5 
immortal, like the Sun that 
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said the lad. The lord showed him that the 
everything was only temporary and even 
the Sun would turn black when its energies 
were spent. ‘Then make me like Brahma" 
said the lad. The lord showed him that 
Brahma the creator himself took birth on 
nis lotus navel at the beginning of every 
Kalpa and dissolved into him after his day 
was over. “Marry and have children, and 

LiH 3 L S ? n * eI ' y0U what is Permanent", 
said the lord and disappeared 

Markandeya was happy. He ended his 
penance and left ihe forest. He married 
and brought forth many children His days 
were spent in gaity and laughter Then one 

continued ra ' nin9 heavl| y T he downpour 
continued for eighteen days, floodino the 

hiqh^mck^' ^ arkandeya '°° k shelter^on a 
gh rock, and before his very eves his 

awa S y e in me'!, an H Chi,dren ’ a " were washed 
henotlld! 'r S As he sal Pondering. 
It came Hn 6af floa,in 9 on the waters, 
sleepina onT h™ , h ® n ° ticed 3 " tlle child 
look P The chilrt h HS S 00ped 10 ,ake a closer 

small So Jm large and he be came 
a breath h/ ■ ha< When 'be child took 
Markendava ® W 0,0 l,s le " nostril 

body Co Inn h ? , n ° W inSide ,he ch,ld ' s 

and wet The^ 06 ' " W3S 00 lon 9 er dark 
trees, the hn SUn '. moon and stars - the 
were there US ?' bis Wl,e and children all 
delu J h ' ,US ' 38 ,hey were before the 
bhild exh a lr S an d Ur E 1 fiS e d and happy. The 
through its rinht® d Markand eya came out 
•he same da?k’ n ° S,nl ° ulside " was again 
'ord revealed h"® S l and deluge waters. The 
'bat the whole ln lhe child and showed 

manifestation He bri!. V ® rSe ' S 0nly his 

" in repeatedly, as sirnot'* ° U ' 3nd ,akes 
and breath out p y as we breath in 
realised that hnth i?’ 09 lh,s ’ Ma rkandeya 

Phenomena oMhe , ^ dea,h are °"' y 

ls 'he only tmlv' ,emp 1 0ral world, the lord 
us a 'e 'he cel t T h being - and 311 o' 
'o'ded hands he sa^o T b ° dy ' W " h 
pipped the lord^rttotrs" 69 

wholaug n h d ^ a h rkandeya a ! e 'he two Rishis 
worship of thn ° reac h the lord through 
s °ngs Thai : irn ^ age with flowers and with 
°’ Vishnu w, Q Why m the many tern P'es 
Markandeya **** Z** SGe Bhr, 9u and 
‘° rd sur,ouno P ^ ed o° n G,lher side of 
amended h d *7 Sn Bhu and Nlla Davis. 
V'sh^aksena V Ananta Garuda and 

ValkSuhaftS? 1 0n h ! s niajestic throne 

hed Adi Sesha in e f,, rec, ' ning on a sergem 
- a »n the ocean of mMk He 


has descended into the world to protect 
the good and destroy evil many times. 
These are his Avataras. His ten Avataras 
are Matsya the fish, Kurma the tortoise, 
Varaha the boar, Narasimha the man-lion, 
Vamana the dwarf, Parasurama the axe 
wielder, Raghurama the bow wielder, 
Balarama the plough wielder. Krishna the 
complete Avatara, and Kalki who is yet to 
come. 

MATSYA AVATARA 

Satya Vrata was a pious sage. One day 
when he went to the waterfront for his 
evening worship, he caught a little fish in 
his Kamandala. He was about to let the 
fish back into the water when the fish spoke. 
"I am small, please do not let me into the 
water, because the bigger fish will eat me" 
The sage took pity on the fish and brought 
it to his hut. Soon the fish grew and became 
too big for his Kamandala. He then 
transferred it to a large pot. The fish grew 
bigger than that. The sage transfered it to 
a big tub. The fish grew bigger than that. 
Finally he let the fish into a pond. The fish 
swam away, but said, "In seven days there 
is going to be a deluge: water from the 
skies will flood Ihe land and wipe out 
everything. Call the seven Rishis, collect 
samples of all the grains and seeds, plants 
and animals and be ready. I shall save 
you from the deluge". The sage did as he 
was bade, and then it rained in torrents for 
18 days; flooding all the land. A beautiful 
golden boat came floating towards him and 
he boarded it with all his collection of seeds, 
plants and animals. The huge fish appeared 
in the horizon. The Rishi threw the serpent 
Vasuki on its horn and tied it to their boat. 
On the way the lord divulged to them the 
secret of the four Vedas Finally when the 
deluge waters subsided, the fish landed them 
to safety and went its way. That was the 
first Avatara of the lord, called Matsya 
Avatara 

KURMA AVATARA 

Prajapati had two wives, Dili and Aditi. To 
the elder queen Diti were born the hundred 
Daityas or Asuras. and to the younger 
queen Aditi were bom the Devas. The Asuras 
and Devas were always quarrelling The 
Asuras grew rich and powerful and the 
Devas were jealous of them. They went to 
Vishnu and prayed for supremacy. Vishnu 
promised them immortality if they would 
churn the milk ocean They sought the help 
of the Asuras because they could not 












churn the ocean alone. They took the 
mountain Mandaragiri and wrapped the 
serpent Vasuki on it. The Asuras stood on 
the head side and the Devas on the tail 
side. Together they drew the snake back 
and forth and churned the milk ocean. Vishnu 
took the form of huge tortoise and placed 
himself below the rock, to keep it from 
sinking. 

After many days of churning, a cup of 
blue liquid came up. They all thought it 
was Amrita. the nectar of eternal life. Only 
Siva knew that it was poison, and to save 
the gods he came forward and drank it. 
Parvati tried to stop him and held the poison 
in his throat; Siva's neck became blue 
forever. The churning continued. Untold 
treasures of gold and gems were thrown 
up. Lakshmi the goddess of wealth came 
up, seated on a full bloomed red lotus. The 
elephants holding the eight Quarters saluted 
her. Then Dhanvantri, the lord of medicinal 
herbs, appeared with his pot of cures for 
all sicknesses. Finally the pot of Amrita. 
the nectar of immortality appeared. A terrible 
tight ensued between the Devas and Asuras 
for its possession. Virochana, one of the 
Asuras tried to run away with it. but Garuda 
the king kite followed him high into the sky 
and took it from him. The Sun burnt his 
wings, but Garuda flew unmindfully and 
placed the golden pot at Vishnu’s feet. 
Vishnu was pleased with Garuda’s devotion 
and made Garuda his ever-taithful servant. 
Vishnu then appeared as Mohini, in the form 
of a beautiful dancer, and asked the Devas 
and Asuras to line up on either side for a 
fair share of Amrita. Dancing her way 
through the lines. Mohini pretended to give 
Amrita to the Asuras but in reality gave it 
all to the Devas. Only one Asura managed 
to hide himself with the Devas and took 
a portion of Amrita. Vishnu saw this and 
flung his discus on the Asura. The discus 
cut the Asura into two. Head and body 
separated, but the Asura was immortal. So 
the head roamed freely as Ketu, swallowing 
the Sun and the Moon during eclipses; the 
body roamed freely as Rahu. swallowing 
an hour and half of time everyday. 

The Devas became immortal. The Asuras 
felt cheated Vishnu appeased them by 
giving away all the wealth to them. 

VARAHA AVATARA 

Hiranyaksha and Hiranyakasipu were 
brothers They came in the lineage ot the 
Asuras. Hiranyaksha always had his eyes 
on gold while Hiranyakasipu was all clad in 
gold With all the wealth from the churning 


of the ocean, the Asuras had be- , 
greedy and proud. Their desires m c _ 
day by day, and they wrought ^ 
damages to Mother Earth, for ^ 

more wealth. Finally when Mother Eart jnt0 
bear the burden no more, she sa s ^ a 
the waters, and lay weeping. Hiran> 
continued his rule of tyranny lU ghl 
waters. The Devas went to Vishnu a . s fight 
his help. Vishnu leapt out of Brahma ^ 
nostril, in the form of a wild boa n0U gh 
grew and grew till he became huge 
to lift the earth. The boar plunged 
waters and uttered the sacred Man x 
The Asura Hiranyaksha could not 
sound and came out of his hid ,n 9 ' g a rtri 
struck him dead. Then he lifted Mot 
on his tusker teeth and came oU . | ie r 
waters. He held her high and c ° n ^ eC |aS- 
by revealing the message of the ^ 
Soon the Earth was populated 
people again. 

NARASIMHA AVATARA 

. hie broth 6 

Hiranyakasipu heard ot n,b ^g^nU- 
Hiranyaksha's death at the hands o 
and swore to avenge his death. He ab0 ul 
an arch enemy of Vishnu and wen an d a" 
destroying cows, trees and sages a g 3 jn 
that were dear to Vishnu. The 9° ! 
prayed for help from Vishnu. r 

Hiranakasipu went into the mountain 
Himalayas. Standing on one leg in 1 ^py 
he performed severe penance 0 _ re d 
many days. Finally Brahma a P^ ^ v jth 
before him and said “I am P leaS ^ 0 for’* 
your penance. Ask what you ca " |<aS jpu- 
u O lord of creation", said Hirany , to0 K 
“The Devas cheated us of Amrita to 

immortality for themselves I 
overcome death and become 1 " n0 t in 
’That”, said the lord of creation, ' ^ be 
my power, for all bodies must ° n T. r j t j a 1 ^ 
dissolved This is the law of P ra ' ^oosf 
I go by it. What I can do is let Y° LI 
the manner of death, noN' 110 ^^ 
Hiranyakasipu thought for a | 
answered. “Then my lord, grant n gjth ef 
die neither by man nor by t>eaS ei th^ r °°, 
inside nor outside the palace. n ^ pb; 
ground nor in the air. neither b ^ djs eaS e ^ 
by night, neither by weapon nor by ^ a n 
"Your wish is granted" said B ra " 
disappeared _ tb e 

Hiranyakasipu descended 
mountains and returned to b , ,, v wb e . r , L : 
There was great jubilation 6 ^ 

Hiranyakasipu took the thron J U aliy 

happily All was well Then 9 
































change took place. The boon of near 
immortality that Siva had given him made 
him a tyrant king, meting harsh punishments 
on subjects The Rishis in the forest heard 
about all this, but bore the hardships patiently, 
praying for the day of redemption. 
Hiranyakasipu had a queen called Khayatu. 
One day he took her with him to go to a 
distant land. On the way the queen had a 
strange dream that a while elephant smote 
her. The soothsayers said the queen was 
going to have a baby. The king was overjoyed 
to hear this and sent her back to the kingdom 
for rest. This was the opportune moment 
that the sages were waiting for. 

Sage Narada was a great devotee of Vishnu 
With a Tampura slung on his shoulders 
and a pair of wooden castanets called Chipia 
in hand he would go round the three worlds 
singing the praise of Vishnu. The sages 
sent Narada lo the queen. The queen 
received Sage Narada with due honours 
and beseeched him to entertain her with 
stones, to relieve the tedium of expecting 
Narada sang and lold her stories of Vishnu 
for many days The queen sat and listened, 
and she would often fall asleep listening 
but Narada would continue telling. All the 
while the baby in the queen's womb lay 
listening in rapt attention. Soon a male child 
was born to the queen. This was Prahlada 
the great Bhakta, devoted to Vishnu even 
at birth. 


Messengers hastened to Hiranyakasipu and 
broke the glad news. The king was 
overjoyed He now had everything he 
wanted Wealth and gl ory . power and 
penance, kingdom and vassals, above all 
the boon of immortality, or so he thought 
His pride and insolence grew worse, his 
tyranny became more terrible. His subjects 
dreaded him. and served tor fear not love 
of their king Unmindful, the king continued 
in his wicked ways Meanwhile the Rishis 
in the forest heaved a sigh of relief that 
their redeemer had been born 


When Prahlada was six years of a he 

was sent to the best Acharya of the land 

^X^ U " el ? ge kln 9 decreed 
that schools must inculcate his image alone 

- L ® wor1h Y of worship and chant 
his name alone as the nne worthy o! praise 
But Prahlada had already had he schooling 
m his mothers womb and so he would 
gather his fellow-students during breaks and 
,-hant the glories of Hah Haryana r he 
teacher was morbidly afraid that the kino 
might come to know of it. but he could do 
nothing to change the ways of the vounn 

nrinf'p 1 i 


Word reached the king's ears about what 
was happening in the Gurukula. The one 
who dared to disobey his command was 
his own son. Hiranyakasipu's fury knew 
no bounds. He ordered that the boy should 
be flung into a burning pyre. They did as 
they were commanded, but the leaping 
flames did nothing to the child, who blissfully 
continued lo chant Narayana, Narayana. 
They then hurled the child over a cliff, but 
the child rolled down unharmed, chanting 
Narayana. Narayana. They threw the child 
into a snake pit, full of venomous cobras. 
The hungry snakes came hissing towards 
him, then stood stunned, as he chanted 
Narayana, Narayana. They dug a pit and 
buried him upto his shoulders and brought 
an elephant to stamp on his head and crush 
him The elephant lifted its foot over his 
head, but did not put it down. The child 
continued to chant Narayana. Narayana. 
All this was reported to the king 


Finally the king ordered that Prahlada be 
brought to him. A trace of paternal love 
was still lingering in him. “Look, Son , he 
entreated. M ! am your father; I gave you 
life; I maintain you; I shall be giving you 
this whole kingdom one day. I have 
conquered death; l am above the gods. 
Why then do you not worship me? Father, 
what you say is true*, said Prahlada, But 
above all of us is the lord Narayana, who 
is Hari. This life we enjoy is his gift. This 
kingdom you possess is his. It is by is 
decree that we are all born, and we mus 
all die as well” 


“Hari! HarM What Hari? Who is this Han 
Where is this Hari?” snarled the king angrily 
‘Why. he is the lord ol the Universe, he 
is everywhere?” said the child. In this pi W 
is he here?" growled the king, flew in 0 
fit of rage and kicked a pillar. The pi 
exploded and a terrible form s P raa 9 
that was neither man nor lion, but ha 
eoth The king tried to run for his life. u 
:he man-lion caught him at the doorway 
leither inside nor outside and laid him on 
nis lap. neither on the ground nor in the air 
t was evening, neither day nor night, 
rhe man-tion Narasimha tore info 
Hiranyakasipu’s torso and pulled out is 
entrails. He wore it as a garland on is 
leek and stromped out into the fores 
oaring, his claws dripping with the Asura s 
)lood. Without any of the conditions being 
,i*„,u A unn mpt his end. 


All the people gathered and entreated to 
Prahlada that he alone should subdue the 
monstrous form Prahlada boldly entere 







the forest and followed the man-lion. Deep 
in the forest he met the man-lion and 
worshipped him. The man-lion became 
pacified and took his benign form, seated 
with Lakshmi on his lap. “I am pleased with 
you devotion. Ask for a boon and it shall 
be granted”, said the lord. The boy who 
was barely six answered, “Lord, make me 
desire the service to your feet as strongly 
as men of the world desire wealth and 
happiness". The lord was pleased; he granted 
this and also promised to protect Prahlada's 
clan for seven generations after him. 

VAMANA AVATARA 

Bali Chakravarti was a good and just king 
He came from the ancient race of the 
Asuras. The great devotee Prahlada was 
his grandfather. Bali was a noble king. He 
was also immensely ambitious. The Devas 
were afraid of him They feared that one 
day he might take over Indra’s kingdom 
So they went to lord Vishnu and prayed 
for protection. Vishnu promised to help them 
But he had also another promise to keep. 

To his devotee Prahlada he had promised 
protection for seven generations. And Bali 
was Prahlada's grandson. 

King Bali had performed a thousand and 
seven Raja Suya sacrifices. He now 
engaged himself in performing the thousand 
and eighth sacrifice. This would establish 
him as the emperor of all the worlds. The 
final day of the sacrifice dawned. Bali was 
seated high before the sacrificial fire. By 
his side was Sukracharya. his Guru. There 
were men of learning on all sides reciting 
from the four Vedas Rig, Yajus. Saman 
and Atharvana. Singers sang and dancers 
danced, while men, women and children 
thronged the field. It was a glorious sacrifice 
As the sacrifice was nearing completion a 
young lad of infinite beauty walked into 
the arena 

The lad was very simply dressed He had 
a single piece of cloth on his waist. There 
was the sacred Upavita on his shoulder 
hie carried a palm leaf umbrella on his left 
hand, a Kamandala or water spout on his 
right On his right ring finger was the Pavitra. 
a twist of sacred Darbha grass. His chesi 
was marked by a tiny piece of deerskin 
tied to his Upavita. His head was shaven 
leaving a beautiful tuft of hair on the top 
His face was round and lull of exceeding 
charm His forehead was marked with white 
mud and yellow turmeric His eyes were 
wide and lotus like glistening like petals 
with drops of dev/ His body was smeared 


with fragrant sandal paste. On ^ a 
wore the Paduka. wooden sanda 

knob held by the big toes. ^ 

When the lad strode into the sacrifica' a ^ 
all eyes turned to him. Singers ^ eC jjc 
singing, dancers stopped dancing, 
seers stopped chanting. There was 
silence all around. 

Bali Chakravartfs concentration fat'® p an d 
he stopped performing his obia Jke d 
turned around to look The la st to 
towards Bali and stood. Bali was 9 »o 
see a lad of such beauty and lea t ne 
king”, said the lad in a tone rin9in ? orfT1 ir>y a 
wisdom of penance. “You are pe crl fice 
great sacrifice. The success of the ^ gift 
demands generosity. Can you A sl< 

for me 9 ”. “Yes indeed", said the ‘ n ted 
what you want, and it shall be 9 ^ 0 f 
You have my word for it”. “Three> ,.* s elf 
land I need, to make a small hut 
said the lad. “Is that all?” laughe ^atef 
“Then take it". So saying he too J^ ate r to 
spout. Kamandala, and poure lf ed 

solemnise the promise. But no wa 
The Guru Sukracharya who saw n0ll e 

the disguise recognised the lao . ^ad 
other than the lord Vishnu a 0 f no 
remonstrated But as his words ^ gppiiflfl 
avail, he tried to stop the gift by l( o* 
smalt and hiding himself in the j r orn 
the Kamandala. so no water P our s q(* 

it. The lad took the Kamandala a rin g 

the Darbha grass of the Pavitra on 
finger into the spout to clear the o eV e 
The Pavitra pierced into Sukrachary 
and he came out howling The wate p y0ll r 
and the gift was sanctified. “Now 
land", said the king. Then a miracle 
The lad grew and grew and y\e 

Trivikrama the lord of the three wor 
lifted his left foot and straddle'« rl(J hf 

space on the left Then he lifted " 
foot and covered all the space on |jir ^e 
With two strides he had taken all ^ { ^\S 
worlds! Bali’s young son Namushi ^ j^d- 
and protested. The gift was ma< * e l e 
and the lord must take the gift ,n { s aid 
size as he was when he came in. 

The lord picked him up ana sVV,r a ,r 
round and round then let him g° in e 
Namushi became a satellite. Who' 

I 

kino 

ottered his head — - r , 0 , ■ 

on the king s head and blessed h’ 


Jamushi became a satellite. ^ he, r0 
place my third step?" asked the ^j\0 
;inu humbly removed n.s crown. 1 | 0 ul 


lord f n jS 


on me Kings neao ana km '5° 

generosity He made a separate ^ 
for him .n Patalaloka and hirnse 
guardian anget tor the lt1uS 


guardian angel lor the *»n9 
hi? p» invse u, Pr-ihtaoa 
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Every year on Kartikai Deepam, me festival 
of lights following Deepavali. children light 
a firework called Maveli Vilakku. This is 
made of saw dust and leaves. When they 
swirl it in the air, myrads of sparks float 
and dance, giving joy to all who see it. It 
is believed that on this day king Mahabali 
returns to his old kingdom to see the 
happiness and well being of his faithful 
subjects. 

PARASURAMA AVATARA 

Parasurama was the younger son of Sage 
Jamadagni and RenuKa. Jamadagni lived 
in an Ashram serviced by Kamadhenu, the 
cow of plenty. Once the king Kauavirya 
Arjuna came »or hunting into tne forest and 
took shelter in Jamadagn's Ashram The 
sage played host to the king and all his 
retinuo with utmost cordiality. There was 
plenty of milk. Ghee and food for all The 
king was surprised Ho inquired about the 
source ol sucn affluence. The sage told 
him of his cow Kamadhenu. The king 
immediately took it upon himself to own 
the cow, claiming that as king he had a 
right over all that lay in his domain. Forcibly 
he took away the wailing cow and its bleating 
calf to his kingdom. 

The young son Parasurama heard about all 
that had happened and forthwith went to 
the kingdom of Kartavrya Arjuna He 
challenged the king in combat, with only a 
bow and arrow, and an axe in hand. The 
king had an enormous army and arsenal 
but they were no match for Parasurama. 
whose spiritual energy shone like the Sun 
an vaporised the king’s arsenal like dew 
drops Soon the king was exhausted and 
e arasumma chopped off his thousand 
f and cut o1 f his head He then brought 
ac the cow Kamadhenu and its calf, and 
e t it with his father Jamadagni 
Meanwhile the sons of Kartavirya Arjuna 
came to know ot their father's death at the 
ands of Parasurama and swore to take 
revenge. They went into the forest when 
seat S ri rarna avVa Y and Jamadagni was 
oblat?ons he, ° re ' he SaCrer) tlre 0,ferin9 

he wicked princes cut oft the sage's head 

trjrroV k away on a spear leaving the 
Cf j es )G ; ,,nd Parasurama heard the distress 
horr.e t ^ m °^ er ano ^shed 

and' °i *' nt * hls mothf?r beating her cnes. 
^rruiap- ° Ver her husband’s torso. Fhe 
it* nad r G p lJ Ksha tnyas had reached 
,r ar asjrama swore to wipe out 


the entire Kshatriya race from the face of 
the earth. Taking his axe, he set out. From 
kingdom to kingdom he went destroying 
every Kshatriya he saw. Twenty one kings 
fell to the axe of Parasurama. The Rishis 
in the forest and the commonfolk heaved 
a sigh of relief. 

Parasurama’s aim was not to create an 
empire for himself but rid the earth ot tn- 
arrogant warriors. His mission accomplished^ 
ne gave away various portions of the lano 
to various Brahmanas as gift. When the 
other Rama prince of Ayodhya was re|turni g 
from Mithila, after breaking tne Siva Dhanush 
and marrying Sita. he confronted him and 
challenged him to break his own bow 'f he 
could Rama the ponce of Ayodhya e ly 
oent the bow and victonously asked - ( 
would you surrender: your life oryOlKSpnual 
power?" Parasurama gave away hissP < 

iirMsrJfflJis 

bom to rid the world of Kshalnyas or * 
minds 


RAGHU RAMA AVATARA 

The lineage of Ragh ^g n d 'and k nobfe kings: 
broughi forth many good ana ' 

Dilip! Bhagiratha. is 

of which Raghurama wa ^ His story' 
the seventh Avatara o poe m b y 

is told in the Ramayana. 

' /almiki • H^cent on earth 

The purpose of Rama * wh0 had 

was to kill the evil-k'ng Ra ^ recelved 
nraved to Siva at J (h and wealthy 
boons of exirauroinc, - could no t 

He had prayed that the 9°° form 

touch him Hence Rama to gnd gre w 

to kill him Ramas powers g g |ad 

as he became older . hjm , de two Mantras 
Sage Visvamitra taug e sleep and 

Bala and Atibala °g® urarna transferred 
hunqer Next Sage Pa Then Sage 

the power of his pen arsenal , 0 fight 
Agastya gave him specia 
the Rakshasas jived a 

• hough Rama was born a 1 the 

ife of austerity all h.s ^ ^ , hp 

very embodiment o no biest. most 

Avataras. R^ nia d a s -Maryada 

-especteo hgure addressed 

Purusholtprns 











BALARAMA avatara 

an^Dev a ar S bm e , SeVe , n,h S °" ° f Vasud eva 

ofRohW Heis thipCf ! e K ed ‘° ' he womb 
The exploits n, iaf a bro(her of Krishna 
,ik e milk and sffoar Thn a . nd Knshna blend 
and Balararna Z , ,1® sl0f,es 01 Kr 'shn 6 
Purana '° ld ,n !he Sri Bhagavafa 


eauallv d neri f Garudas llke hi,n who were 
ahafoH P d ming service. Garuda’s pride 
aba.ed and the lord gave Sumukha 

hl/orr P ' m ” iS care Sumukha coile* 
himself over the right arm of Garuda. 9 


KRISHNA AVATARA 
and h Sevaki S b o h r n ei9hfh Ch " d °' VaSdd ev £ 

in Vraia undo i» in captiv,f y bur grew up 

YosodT K l hn V e H Ca J 6 ° f Nanda «nd j 

together and killed Balarama 9 rev * up 
including Kamsa ih , nlan y demon kings 
between f£ e,r uncle the ba.Uo 
Krishna was on th» c^® , and Ka '"avas 
hquidated the Kauravs 0, .. Pandavas wh<_ 

battlefield edS / ® 66 ln thd 
Bhagavad Gita to a d ,he serm °n 01 

° F THE FUTUR E 

discarded ari^Lni 1 .^ d 9hteousness is 
the lord v/ift aDnp , S de bec omes rampant. 

•he son of T B ah ,he ,en ' h Ava,ara 
Ya shas will 2J l b mana ca| le d Vishnu 
a tong sword 7n w T ® h0rSe and Wleld 
Kalki brinncV ° y 8VH like a food 
lords Lila or In 30 ® nd ° ne cycle of 'he 

and nevsr en d inn' C Th POr '' WhiCh is infi nite 
hearing u end n 9- Those who deliaht in 

are m 9 H hlS , S ' 0ries ara fortunate, tor they 
are freed of sin and misery V 

SUMUKHA AND GARUDA 

(Mudal Tiruvandadi 80 ) 

Sumukha was a snake born to ck 

the son of Aryaka. Matali had decidedto 

Garuda had vowed to WII 3ny because 

conducted Sumukha T 9 ® Was du, Y 
thirty days coiled r, P ®u t ,he per ' od of 

Upendra' Ga'odaTenI '" 6 b ® dS,ead df 

Sumukha all fhrounh th Sear chrhg for 

seeing his sworn enemy in the ?’ °' 
o' h,s master Garuda fell 1010 3 ,?'^"°° 
remonstrated 'I am your trusted m . a ° C 
you give proection to my »n^H 300 
th-sr Upendra explained ,0 GaTuV -^ * 
Performance of service to m e is ?h ®' 
my 9fac ® a,dne 'ben revealed 10 °^ 


*4 


narada and the tortoise 
(Periyalvar Tirumoli 4.9.6) 

Once when the Pandavas and Kauravas 
8 campmg with Krishna on the 
acc « 3 ^ ham bill. Sage Narada entered the 
hie r mb £ bov, ’ sd before Krishna seated on 
ion throne and said. ' You are wonderful 
and worthy of worship;* to which the lord 
f -P?ed, With an offering I am spoken of 
as t at. Naracta smiled understanding^, 

caf V r! 9 - in and P r °Pared to leave, greatly 
isned. the kings were perplexed by this 
cry-phe dialogue and implored of the lord 
o explain to them what had transpired The 
ord pointed to Sage Narada and said. “You 
may as well ask him". The kmqs with due 
respect bowed to the sage and” asked him 
what their conversation meant. Sage Narada 
then explained. “When l was bathing in rne 
Ganga. i saw a tortoise seated steadily 
tike a rock, just as the lord described fix' 
state of a steadfast devotee — sense* 
withdrawn, mind directed inward. I saluted 
the tortoise and said. “You are indeed 
wonderful and worthy of worship - 
o oise heard me. and spoke, M 0 Sage- 
wnat is so wonderful about me. when m ere 
are a thousand other tortoises just like me 
Worship the river Ganga who bears us a/T 
,h ® n - 1 turne d to the river Ganda and 
said. ; 0 u are indeed wonderful and w fW 
^ " orsb ‘ p " The Ganga heard me and 
spoke. I am neither wonderful nor worth) 
of 'worship. | am but one Qf am0 ng M 

^ ndreds of rivers that flow into the ocean 
„ v en * turned to the ocean a na 
Y ou are indeed wonderful and worthy o 
worship The ocean heard me and said 
ge how come you worship me w 

FarthO" c C6ans l,ke me are borne °Lted 
Ea rth So I turned to the Earth and r ^ rea ch y 

my praise, when the Earth became s ' 
and said. "How do you worship ) 

e mountain Meru bears us all? f ^ re d 
bowed beiore the mountain and 
worship, when the mountain said. { 9 e 
ow now that you worsnip me rfl etf 

-I 3 ' he Crea ' 0r bearS LlS a '^H Brabrf 10 
Brahma and worshipped him ..m is 

only pointed to tire Vedas and s^ ,d fl $ 
ose chants that sustain me 5 ji? 

re worthy of worship ‘.'Vhen I ^^r 

10 !h e Vedas ihey said 9 a,n vhl ch 
sustenance from the fire sacrifice 









alone is worthy of worship" When I turned 
to the fire sacrifice to ofler worship. I hearrj 
a voice which said. “O Sage! How now that 
you worship u$? We only carry the Havis 
to the gods. But it is Vishnu the lord ot 
all who grants the fruits of sacrifice. Offer 
worship to him!" Thereupon I came looking 
tor the lord everywheie and found him seated 
in your midst I said to him. N You are 
wonderful and worthy of worship . Since 
no worship is complete without a sacrificial 
offering of love that is Dakshina, the lord 
corrected me and said. *'l am indeed 
wonderful and worthy of worship, with an 
offering". When sage Narada concluded his 
account, the kings were immensely pleased 
to learn the truth and gracefully bent their 
heads to the lord. This narrative appears 
in Harivamsam. Ch.159. 

MUDGALA 

(Tirumalai 12) 

Long ago there lived a king called Mudgala 
who was deeply committed to wickedness 
and sin. Once when he gave away a black 
cow called Tiladhenu as gift, he uttered the 
word Krishna, meaning dark one, with 
reference to the cow. Then when Yama’s 
agents slew him and brought him to Hell 
Yama eulogised Mudgala and treed him. 
This surprised Mudgala and he asked Yama, 
“When your agents have brought me to 
Hell, how come you praise me instead of 
punishing me?" Yama replied, "O Mudgala, 
my agents did not know, perhaps even 
you do not know this. Once in your life 
you uttered the name of Krishna. That has 
earned you all this merit". Even as the 
other souls in Hell overheard this 
convervation, the mention of Krishna turned 
hell into heaven, and all of them rejoiced. 

dantavakra 

(Munram Tiruvandadi 21) 

Dantavakra was a king of Garusha country. 
When Krishna killed his aunt’s son Sisupala. 
the noisy Dantavakra came to take revenge 
and engaged in a battle of words and might, 
but was killed by Krishna’s mace. (Sri 
Bhagavatam 10-78) 

madhu-kaitabha 

(Munram Tiruvandadi 66) 

nav/p? h^ 6 *° rd Created Brahma on his lotus 
Two Ac 6 Unravelled the four Vedas to him 
Kaitahh Ur t S by lhe nam l es of Madhu and 
_ nr r T na born of V'shnu through Rajoguna 
them amo 9 Una . stole the Vedas and hid 
ei SQ ,^ h ln the oc ean,themselves hiding 

ere When Brahma discovered the 


theft, he wept like one blinded. Whereupon 
the lord came in the form of t e w 
horse and restored the Vedas to Brahma 
then went back to recline on his serpent 
bed When Madhu-Kaitabha found thier booty 

££ «>»»«•-srtss 

form and waged war. but wer y 

vanquished. 


ravana and brahma 

(Munram Tiruvandadi 77. also Modal 
Tiruvandadi 45. Nanmukan 
Tiruvandadi 44) 

When Ravana performed penance and 

appraoched Brahma h ' i|d when Ravana 
Brahma's la P R a ? h " Ch ^ e Jd counted his 
bowed low to Brahma. n g ra hma 

ten heads with his ten to® s .t bu! 

that the receiver was no ordinary 
the Rakshasa king. 

c|\/a AND TULASI 

(Nanmukan Tiruvandadi. 78 also Mudal 
Tiruvandadi 80) 

When Siva was in deep inl0 

desirous of marrying • tried 

penance. Madana he god ono^ 
his best to rouse th thjrd eye and 

Siva, but Siva when Siva and 

burnt him to ashes. Late thus. 

Uma were united, Uma ® p °^ nternp iated on 
When I did penance, when 

you. Whom did you contemplate 

you did penance • jn t he sea is 

Narayana the divine coup ot yogis. 

always the object of con P’ Therea fter 

I too contemplated him a ■ singing 
Siva and Uma spent many hours 
and dancing the 9 lones . dance to the 
would sing and Siva would dan song 

song One day when, Uma sang Tulasi 

about the the lord s bee-h ’ nd , ay 
wreath, Siva curled h '™ h was his deep 
motionless like a garla • Uma -Maheswara 
involvement. This episod dec t example 

Samvada is quoted as P coup | e m ust 
of devotion the husband' a(vam 100) 

perform. (Mahabarata U y 9 

mandehas 

(Tiruvirutam 82) 

t ri<:p over the 
As the Sun P r eP ares muSt g0 through 
Udayagiri in the Ess\ ^ haru na Dvipa. 
an island called ^ and kshasas called 

5KSS5SSSSK-.-* 









restores tho 

s, ages a comebaclTwrth 1 * 16 Sun - and he 
and »ery radiance .2 ,?" ewed V 1 9°ur 
‘amp. the Mandheas (an May,,les unto a 
Sun and get destroyed ‘° lhe bu ™ng 

govindasvami 

< enya Tirumoli 5 . 8 . 5 ) 

»«»!!« 01 

what he wanted ^ ^ ,rri and askert 
90 with the lord and ovlnda svami souqht tn 
Krishna enjoined htT hiS ^ceSler 
bis <4. enjoying 'V.h baCk and 

,or «“«. ,Li„r h ;;* n "s ,M 

KRISHNA /' — 


•A AND The BARFq 
One 6riya T ' rUmoli 5 8 - 8 ) 

0iksB 


Was^lTn 5 and 3,1 lhe three t,mes 3 gO d,ing 

the rnrih n9 avva / child even before 

sought Kr^h C0U,d ,eave the nurscry *5 
she^was n na S he,p t0 P rotect the chl d 
come hut a ” carry[n 9- Krishna agreed to 
he ban , Ar,Una stopped him saying that 

volunteered 3 ^ 0 Diksha ' and hifTlse ' 

eered 10 90 with the Vedic seer. 
with^ic ™ 3 ^ 6 3 fence around the nursery 
Both nf r 3r e r ° WS ; which was impenetrable- 
woman | hem stood 9 uard outside as the 
infants W,th ,a t>our pains. Later an 
insirip Was heard and the tw0 rushed 
The I® f!, ' he Child had disa P peaf ® « 
and hi, G h r dra " ed Ar ' una ^ hlS Jso 

rnuch fork's S 0 'u°r iShna Say '" 9 ' 

and^th 8 l ?, en boarded his chariot with Arjuna 

the M Ved,c seer and lh ®y went ,ar ,n 
and ? rd Ca ^ ,ed Paramapada or Vaikunta. 

annmf a W6d lhe four children, beautifully 
and K Sd Wl,h Sandal, decked with earrings. 
and be arn,ng faces all. 


• • • • 

APPENDIX - 3 


param 

Pa Jr Pararr >apadam 

Pacing S, Pehy a a n p jra S t i"! n 9 p °stur e , 

Ay.ramadha Pushkamf i „ Viraja Nadhl - 
Vimanam 1 Revealed to a Anan,h anga 
Vishwaksena. Nitya suris *^ 3 ,. 03 ^ 3 
WUHAM Muk,as 

2 . Tiru Parkadal 
Ksheerabdi Nathan I A di e. „ 
i Facing South I Sri Bhondf Sa y an am 
Nacchiyar | Amru?a tk adal Ma 9 al 
Tirupparkadal I Ashta Theer 'ham 1 
Revealed to Brahma R ud ? a Vlmana m | 
Devas ■ R udra and all other 

ARCHA 

MOST PROMINENT 
Srirangam 

Nam P er a uma| n Alag a ya Perumal 

Sayanam Facing SoutlTl £ aa Bu l an ga 

Kon d anayaki 1 Chandra p^ perumal 1 Sri 

Konidum. Vedashrinqam , P nl ' Kavad . 
Punna. 1 Dharmavlm* Prana vakruti 
Chandra S Vibhishang ' Ravid harma 


Sat? rUkkaCChl ' Atthigiri „ 

& Kshetram I Varadaraja' 1 ' 
Pem , ^ Devadhjraj . an , S(andjng . pacing 

Perundevi Tayar I Ananthasa 
. ^ araha . Brahma, Padma. Agnikusa. 


West 1 Perundevi Tayar I Ananthasara. 
TheeAh /araha ' Brahma - Padma. Agnikusa 
V,m! ' ams ' Ve gavat, River I PunyaK®" 

Aadf sesha R R evaa,ed 10 Bhri 9 u ' Nara 
^esha, Brahma. Gajendra. 

t; t* 


LJ' r w Venka, am 

(I) Tirupatf KShe ' ram 

Farin da c aja Perurna i Bujanga S ayana^ 

(H)T®uSa S |a/ Pundaree 9 avaM ' 

3a°ia!^ a c TlrUVenkatafTMJC,rl,/fln Srin, r. a ^r 
Kalvi» ^ tar) ding | Facing East I 
Push !, 03 Venkateswar a I Seshachala S 
rZJT ni - Koneri Theertham & I 4 °*T\ 
fH. er ’, hams 1 Anan da Nilaya Vtma na 

•ealed to Thondaman, Shanmuka 
CHOLA NADU 

^ Tirukkundandai a0 i 

Aravamd Kshelram 1 Sarn pFac i ' 19 
Ea< 5 M^ Udan 1 Adisesha Sayanam I P^r 
ta st I Komalavalii ( Hema Pushkarm. K 







Nadhi. Arasalaru I Vaideeka Vimanam I 
Revealed to Hema Maharishi 

7. Tiru Uraiyur 

Azagia Manavala Perumal I Standing I Facino 
North I Kamalavalli Nacchiyar I Vasalakshml 
I Kalynana Theertham. Surya Pushkarni 
Kudamuruth River I Kalyana Vimanam i 
Revealed to Ravi Dharma, 33 Crore Devas 

8. Tiru Thanjai Mamani Kovil 

(I) Thanjai Mamani Kovil 
Neelamegha Perumal I Sitting Facino Eact 
I Sengamalavalli I Amruta Theenham 
Kannika Pushkarni. Vennaru I Sound*™ 
Vimanam I Revealed to p ara rn 

(II) Manikundram Caramon,. 

Manikundra Perumal I Sitting Facino East 
I Ambujavalli I Srirama Theertham 
Manikkooda Vimanam l MarkanriV^ 

(III) Thanjayali Nagar arkand °ya 
Nrisimha I Sitting Facing East l Th, • - 
Nayaki I Surya Pushkarni J han)ai 
Theertham I Revealed to Ma^ndey 3 ™ 

9. Tiru Anbil ya ' 

Moolavar Vadivazhagia Nambi i n ■ 
Sayanam I Facing Eas , 'u 1 ^ 
Sundarajan I Azaaiavaiif m U,savar 
Mandooka Pushkarni Kolliria ^ acchi yar I 
Vimanam I Revealed to ' Tara 9 a 

10 Brahma. Vaimiki 

10. Tirukkarambanur 
Kadamba Kshetram i p uril _ h . 

Bujanga Sayanam l p^ sho, 'aman I 
Poorvadevi, Poornavalli i" 9 * ^ asl 1 
Theertham I Kadaiii 11 ^ Kadamba 
Revealed to Kadambam? 93 T Vima " a ™ ' 
Alvar. Uparisaravasu SaniT' T. ,ruman gai 
Sanat Kumaras. aka Sanandana 

11 - Tiruvellarai 

Vedagiri Kshetram | Pl(nH 
Standing Facinq p Kundar ‘kakshan i 
Senbagavalli, p anna ast *. Moolavar 
Pankajavalli I Divva r a$ ? lvi 1 u,sa ^ar 
Pushkarnis Kusha & Ksheera 

Padma. Varaha & ManiJ* a , Pushkala - 
I Vimalakruti Vimanam?^ 1 ^ Th ^rthams 
Tiruvadi Sibi, Bhoodevf^f^ T ° Peria 

Lakshmi & Brahma-R U dr ari ^ 9rkanc,eya 

12 . Tiruppullamboodanoi.H $ 

Valvil Raman I Rn iann 9udi 
East I PottramaravaM 9 ,^ ayanarn 1 Facing 
Kruttra Theerthart/i Theer t h am. 

Revealed t 0 Chai, Sh0bana Vim anam I 
Kruttrarajan ^ nakr avarh Tirumagan. 

13. Tirupper Nagar 

Appakudatthan An 

Butanga Sayanam Far?™ ,S an 9 ana <Kan I 
& Kamalavalli i inora rh 9 ' Indiradevi 

river I Indra V, ms ,n ert , ham & Kolhdam 
Upamanyu Parasam m Reve a | ed to 


14. Tiru Adanur 

Aandu Alakkum Ayyan I Bujanga Sayanam 
I Facing East I Ranganayaki I Surya 
Pushkarni I Pranava Vimanam I Revealed 
to I Tirumangai Alvar & Kamadenu 

15. Tiruvalundur 

Moolavar Devadirajan I Standing Facing 
East | Utsavar Amaruviappan I 
Sengamalavalli I Darshana Pushkarni, 
Kaveri I Garuda Vimanam I Revealed to 
Uparisaravasu. Kaveri. Garuda. Agastya, 
Dharmadevata. 

16. Tirusirupuliyur 

Moolavar Arulmaakadal, Salasayana 
Perumal I Bujanga Sayanam Facing South 
1 Utsavar Krupasamudra Perumal I 
Thirumamagal Nacchiyar I Manasa 
Pushkarni, Ananthasaras I Nandavarthana 
Vimanam I Revealed to Vyasa. 
Vyagrapadar. 

17. Tiruccherai 

Panchasara Kshetram I Saranathan I 
Standing Facing East I Saranayaki I Sara 
Pushkarni l Sara Vimanam I Revealed to 
Kaveri, Markandeya 

18. Tiruthalaisanga Nanmadiyam 
Moolavar Nanmadiya Perumal, Vensudar 
Perumal I Standing Facing East I Utsavar 
Vyomajothipira, Vensudarpira, Lokanathan 
I Thalaichanga Nacchiyar I Utsavar 
Sengamalavalli Thayar I Chandra Pushkarni 

I Chandra Vimanam I Revealed to Chandra, 
Devahruthangar. Devas & Nitya Suris. 

19 - Tirukkandiyur 

Trimurthy Kshetram I Moolavar 
Harasapavimochana Perumal I Standing 
Facing East I Utsavar Kamalanathan l- 
Kamalavalli I Kapalamoksha Pushkarni. 
p adma. Kapala Theerthams & Kudamurutti 
River | Kamafakruthi Vimanam I Revealed 
to Agasthya. 

20 . Tiruvinnagar 

Markandeya Kshetram I Moolavar 
Opphappan i Standing Facing East I Utsavar 
Srinivasan I Bhoomidevi I Ahoratra 
Pushkarni. Aarti Pushkarni l Vishnu 
Vimanam Suddhananda Vimanam I 
Revealed lo Kaveri. Markandeya. Peria 
Tiruvadi Dharmadevla 

21. Tirukkannapuram 
Krishnaranya Kshetram. Panchakrishna 
Kshetram Sapta Punya Kshetram 
Neelamegha Perumal. Sourirajan I Standing 
Facing East I Utsavar Souriraja Perumal I 
Kannapura Nayaki, Andal I Padmini I Nitya 
Pushkarni I UtDalavadaqa Vimanam I 












Revealed to Kanva Muni, Garuda, Dandaga 
Maharishi. 

22. Tiruvali & Tirunagari 

(I) Tiruvali 

Moolavar Lakshmi Nrisimhan, Vayalali 
Manavalan I Sitting Facing West I Utsavar 
Tiruvalinagaralan I Amruthakadavalli I 
Lakshani Pushkarni I Astakshara Vimanam 
I Revealed to Tirumagai Alvar, Prajapathi. 

(II) Tirunagari 

Moolavar Vedarajan l Sitting Facing West 
i Utsavar Kalyana Ranganatha I 
Amruthavalli. 

23. Tirunagai 

Moolavar Neelamega Perumal I Standing 
Facing East I Utsavar Soundaryarajan I 
Soundaryavalli I Saara Pushkarni I 
Soundarya Vimanam I Revealed to Nagaraj, 
Tirumangai Alvar, Devas. 

24. Tirunaraiyur 

Tirunaraiyur Nambi I Standing Facing East 
I Vanjulavalli I Manmuktha Pushkarni. 
Sankarshana, Pradyumna. Aniruddha & 
Sambha Theenhams I Srinivasa Vimanam 
& Hema Vimanam I Revealed to Medhavi 
Muni & Brahma. 

25. Tirunandipura Vinnakaram 
Jagannathan, I Sitting Facing West I 
Senbakavalli I Nanditheertha Pushkarni I 
Mandhara Vimanam I Revealed to Nandi 
Sibi. 

26. Tiru Indalur 

Parimala Ranganathan. Veerasayanam 
Facing East I Parimala Ranganayaki. 
Chandrasapa Vimochanavalli. Pudarigavalli 
I Indu Pushkarni I Vedachakra Vimanam I 
Revealed to Chandra. 

27. Tlruchitrakoodam 

Govmdarajan - Bogasayanam Facing East 
1 Pundarikavalli I Pundarika Pushkarni I 
Sathvika Vimanam I Revealed to Panini 
Pathanjali. Vyagrapadar. Thillai Moovayiravar 
Kanva Muni. 

28. Tirukkazhi Srirama Vinnagaram 
Tiruvikraman. Thadalan I Standing Facing 
East I Lokanayaki Utsavar Mattavizkuzhah 
I Shanka Pushkarni. Chakra Theertham I 
Pushkalavartha vimanam I Revealed to 
Ashtakona Maharshi. 

29. Tirukkoodalur 

Vaiyamkattha Perumal I Standing Facing 
East I Padmasani, Pushpavalli I Chakra 
Theertham, Kaveri river I Suddhasatva 
Vimanam 1 Revealed to Nandagamuni 


30. Tirukkanangudi 

Krishnarayanya Kshetram Lokanatna - 
Standing Facing East I Shyamala . 
Perumal I Lokanayaki I Sravana Push 
I Utpaia Vimanam I Maghizam I Reve sUt 
to Bhrigu, Brahma, Uparisarav 
Gautama, Tirumangai Alvar. 

31. Tirukkannamangai |sa | 3 

Krishnamangala Kshetram I Bhaktav , 
Perumal I Standing Facing , • 

Abhishekavalli I Dharshana PuS ™ r ,. na n. 
Utpaia Vimanam I Revealed to Va 
Romasamuni. 

32. Tirukkavittalam wnradha" 

Krishnaranya Kshetram I Gajendra v | 
I Bujanga Sayanam Facing ^ a n4B 
Ramamanivalli I Gajendra Pushkarni, 1 
Theertham I Gaganakruti Vim 
Revealed to Hanuman, Gajendra- 


33. Tiruvelliangudi 

Kolavalvilli Raman I Bujanga 


Saya 

I Su 


na'" 


*... . ~ . bU ,kra 

Facing East I Maragathavalh hafn c I 
Brahma, Indra & Parasara Theerthan , 
Pushkalavartaka Vimanam aS *rfl. 

Revealed to Sukra. Brahma. Indra, 

Maya, Markandeya, Boomidevi. 

34. Tirumanimada Kovil sitting 

Nara Narayanan. Nanda ViHaku n \ 
Facing East l Narayanan. A,alh S gpkaf' 11, 
Pundarigavalli Thayar 1 Indra K an3 rn» 1 
Rudra Pushkarni I Pranava Vim 
Revealed to indra. Ekadasa Ru 

35 . Tiruvaikunta Vinnagaram £ a gt I 

Vaikuntanathan, I Sitting FaC,n ?iHhah9 a 
Vaikundavalli I Lakshmi Pushkarni. 
Pushkarni, Viraja The , pe ve a,eC ^ 


Ananthasatyavarthaga vimanam ‘ ^ 

to Uparisaravasu. Udhanga Man 

36. Tiru Arimeya Vinnagaram g a si 

Kudamaadukoothan I Sitting P a 51 g 0r th arn 
Amrutagadavalli I Koti, Amruta [e d to 

I Ucchasrunga Vimanam I 
Udhangamuni 

37. Tiruttevanar Thogai £as' 1 

Deivanayakan I Standing FaCl p?. s iiKa rn \ 
Kadalmagal Nacchiyar I Sobhana ^ jrna na r 
Devasabha Pushkarni I Sobhana 

I Revealed to Vashista Mahans 

38. Tiruvanpurushottamam £a st , 

Purushotthaman I Standing FaL \ oa rk* 0 ‘\ 
Purushotthama Nayaki I T |rL ’P^ an a f|1 
Theertham I Sanjeevivigraha *' 

Revealed to Upamanyu 

39. Tiru Semponsei Kovil £a s * 

Perarulalan I Standing Facl push^ 3 , i 
Allimamalar Nacchiyar I Herna x/jn iah an 
Kanaka Theertham I Kanaka 
Revealed to Rudra 





















40. Tirumanikkoodam 
Varadarajan I Standing Facing East I 
Tirumangai Nacchiyar, Bhoodevi I Chandra 
Pushkarni I Kanaka Vimanam I Revealed 
to Garuda, Chandra. 

41. Tiruttetri Ambalam 

Senganmaai. Ranganathan, Srilakshmiranqar 
with Chaturbuja, Bujanga Sayanam, Facing 
st I Sengamaiavatli I Surya Pushkarni I 

ssr 1 n " s>iM » 

42. Tirukkavalampadi 
Gopalakrishnen with Rukmani & Sathyabama 
I Standing Facing East I Madavaral Manaai 
Sengamala Nacchiyar I Thadamalarpo"oai i 

aSSiSE*"" 1 

43. Tiruvellakulam 

• Poovaar 

Thatvathyodhaaa v J' ruv ellakkulam I 
Rudhra. Shwetaraja m ' Revealed ,0 

44. Tiruparttan P a ||j 

■iSBftSr; trr 

Theertham I Namvan^v " 93 Saras - Gan ga 

"> -™., v,iT E a k rs." i s;."'”“ , * a 

pandiya naadu 

A^L TirUmalirurnsola i 
Nambi, ^Standing * ’ a ‘ aea ^ara. Malirunsola. 
Noopura Ganqa 9 SHamh ^ 1 SuncJara valk 
Vimanam I Revpai^ baru Somasunda,a 
Pandiyan. Dh^r^’a M ^ adhwa i a 
46 - Tirukottiyur 

^ayana^raTin^?^" 3 ^ ' Bujanga 
Nacchiyar I Devi p, as J. 1 Tlru mamagal 
V| hianam | R ushk arm I Ashtanga 
Kadambamuni. Revea,ed to Indra 

Sa' th Tirumey yam 

^yyavfndhl han N acch"| in9 Facin 9 Ea si I 

10 Sathvar.; a,h y a 9 ln Vimanam I Re . 

• -'■ v ainas 



49. Tiruthankal 

Nindra Narayanan I Standing Facing East 
I Sengamalathaya, Annanayaki, Amruta 
Nayaki, Anantanayaki, Jaambhavati I 
Papavinasha Theertham I Devachandra 
Vimanam I Revealed to Sridevi. 
Salyapandyan, a Tiger, Srivallavan. 

50. Tirumogur 

Kalamegha Perumal I Standing Facing East 
I Mogurvalli I Ksheerabdhi Pushkarni I 
Kedhaki Vimanam I Revealed to Brahma, 
Indra, Ajarudhra. 

51. Tirukoodal 

Koodalalagar, I Sitting Facing East I 
Madhuravalli, Vagulavalli. Varagunavalli & 
Maragathavalli I Hema Pushkarni. Chakra 
Theertham, Kruthamala & Vaigai rivers I 
Ashtanga Vimanam I Revealed to Bhrigu. 
Saunagadis, Periyalvar. 

52. Srivilliputtur 

Vatapatrasai I Bujanga Sayanam Facing 
East I Rangamannar I Standing Posture 
Facing East I Andal I TirumukRulam I 
Samsana Vimanam I Revealed to 
Mandoogamuni, Periyalvar. 

53. Tirukkurugur 

Aadinathan, Aadipiran, Polindu Nindrapiran. 

I Standing Facing East I Anadinathavalli. 
Kurugoorvalli I Brahma Theertham. 
Tamaraparam River I Tamarind Tree I 
Govinda Vimanam I Revealed to Brahma. 
Madurakavi Alvar. Nammalvar. 

54. Tiruttolaivillimangalam 

(I) Devapiran I Standing Facing East I 
Ubayanacchiyar 

(M) Aravindalochanan I Sitting Facing East 
I Karutthadankanni Nacchiyar I Varuna 
Theertham, Tamraparani River I Kumuda 
Vimanam I Revealed to Indra, Vayu, Varuna. 

55. Tiru Sirlvaramangai (Vanamalai 
Nanguneri) 

Totadri Kshetram I Totadrinathan I Sitting 
Facing East I Sirivaramangai Thayar I Indra 
Theertham. Setrutthamarai Theertham I 
Nandavarthana Vimanam I Revealed to 
Brahma, Indran, Romasamuni, Bhrigu 
Maharishi & Markandeya. 

56. Tiruppulingudi 

Kaaychina Vendan I Bujanga Sayanam 
Facing East I Malarmagal Nacchiyar, 
Poomagal Nacchiyar I Varuna Theertham. 
Neerrudi Theertham I Vedasara Vimanam i 
Revealed to Varuna. Neerrudi. Dharmaraja. 
Narar 

57. Tlrupperai 

Makara Nedunkulaikkadhan, Nigaril Mugil 
Vannan I Sitting Facing East I 











Macch,>ar "ofL 1 Nacchl >ar T ; ru „ 

Rfeertham BhJ?* Pus ^arJ ^ Pera ' 

ln'f/^ aikun, am ' ma 

Racing E^asn 3 w an ‘ Ka,l appir an I St 

Chandra Vimanam i n 7 arapara "< Rive 
Cha ^av artj , lnd ” I Revealed to Bhrigu 

Vi i3yasana r ptr, naman9ai 
ThayanoT 111 aL^ 9 Eas < 

S 5 §®s*s 

Sri nivasa n I of! 


to Ha , ' 3ouna arya 

,0 Har "a Maharshi .... 

Ma TirU ^r 

^acchiyaT/ *p' tandin 9 Fac,n 9 East I Powodi 

Virnanam / d ran 9yasaras I Purushotnam 
l nam 1 Revealed to Saotharishis. 



er *gama/aval/i f s 


' cinci 
Shiva. 

62- Tirukkolur 

® nka ™ Vimanam 7 R marapara "' River 
Madurakavi a.v™ ReVea ' ed '<> Kubera 
mala, maadu 

Ana,ao a H anamapuran ' 

^eertham i h 7J! J heerlhar ". V arfh! 
Reveai ec j to Indr7 £° h ° da ^anam 1 
Rudras ndra ' Chandra. EkadTsa 

" ruklura'ap^n S r am 

Facing £ asf i w ruva, amarban / q;* r 

| L Re ShrT>i | Theerthar n Mndrakal' Nacch 'yaM 
I Revealed , 0 Garuda ™7' ya " a V '™anam 
65. Timkkatkarai Uda yanang a , 

^atkaraiapnan / o* 

■sssSSs®' 

T '^m'uii7 a t l a l' t a a lam 

^acch.ya,?' andin 9 Fac,ng E as ^'® uik,ina tha 

Peru n k|j| am Shanka^heertham 


®9- Tirunavai 

Facing^st 0 ^’, Narayanan 1 Slandin9 , 
Sengamala q Ma,ar,71a ngai Naccmyar 
Revealed . Saras 1 Veda Vimanam I 

Nava yogi s ° Lakshmi - Gajendran. 

Sri w rdva " a val 

■Firuvazhmo^K Kshe, ram I Koiappiran. 

Facmn d an ' Sriva »abhan I Standing 
Selvatirnkr. . Easl • Vatsalyadevt. 

Theertham Z p Undu Nacchiyar I Ghanlakarna 
Vimanam , 7 arTlpa Na<J bi I Chaturanga Kola 
Revealed to Ghantakainatn 

Pa m F,ruva nvandur 

Racing 0 w e a s P M'l Kamalana,han ' 
p apana Sa rn Kama lavalli Naccb'y 3 ' 
Vedalaya ® er,ham . Pampa Theerthanj 

Merkand'eyar ^rad? ' 

T,ruva ttaru 

Facing ^esfr^ 7131 Bhu i an 9 a SayS 7r I 

Kadalvai rl Ma ragadavalli Nacosy 3 ' 
Theerlhai ,?! enham Vattaru, Ra*f 
^tmanam i t hlan 9 a Vimanam, AshtakS 
Chandra. F,eve aled to Parasu' a,T,a ' 

S»S 9 n ^ aV * a ^mal Abhayaptadan/ 

R^drnapan* m " 9 Soufh 1 V^uvakkot^ 1 ’ , 

.n-S? 

Ambarishan vl,,| anam r neve?*-*" 

Amruta °J kadlf 1 ana m (Ghatika Sthana' ,d 
I Karp a „7 ay , anan 1 Standing Factng Ef, 
Pun®rt " 1 ‘ Bhoomi Theer. nf t 
Ru 9 h mang ad a' manam ' Revealed 
l 5 - ^tfuvaranviiai 

Padmasan P m 3n 1 s,an dmg Facing | aS ' s . 

Pam7a th Nac ™yar l Vedavyasa ^ , 

Regaled , e6r i ham 1 Vamana vttr-ana^ 

,.. n “f«hma Vedavyasa 

I NA °U NAADU 

1 M ooiava r V f^ ,ndrapur am FaC) n5 

East ar , De 'vanayakan i Standing Fac a( , 

D, vishan u <savar Devana *han 
7 9(f Shann athan ^bu^ana" 1 * 


to 


Dasasandhyan, Moovaragiya Oruvan, 
Adiyavarukku Meyyan I Hemambhujavalli 
Tayar I Garudanadhi, Chandra Theertham, 
Sesha Theertham t Chandra Vimanam, 
ShudhasaWa Vimanam I Revealed to 
Chandra, Garuda. 

77. Tirukkovalur 

Moolavar Trivikraman 1 Standing Facing 
East 1 Utsavar Aayanar, Kovalan l 
Poongoval Nacchiyar I Pennaiyaru River, 
Krishna Theertham, Chakra Theertham I 
Srikara Vimanam 1 Revealed to Bali 
Chakravarthi, Mrukandu, Brahma, Indra. 
Kukshi, Sounakar. Kashyapa, Kaalavar & 
Kusadhvaja Rishis & Mudal Alvars. 

TONDA NADU 

78. Ashtabujakaram 

Adikesava Perumal, Gajendra Varadan, 
Chakradharar I Standing Facing East 1 
Alarmelmanga, Padmasani I Gajendra 
Pushkarni ! Gaganakruthi, Chakrakruti 
Vimanam I Revealed to Gajendra. 

79. Tiruttanka 

Deepaprakasar. Vilakkoli Perumal, 
Divyaprakasar I Standing Facing West I 
Maragathavalli l Saraswati Theertham 1 
Srikara Vimanam 1 Revealed to Saraswati. 


I Komalavalli Nacchiyar I Poigai Pushkarni 
I Vedasara Vimanam I Revealed to Brahma, 
Poigai Alvar, Bhutat Alvar. Kanikannan. 

86. Tirukkaragam . . 

Karunakara Perumal l Standing Facing 
I Padmamani Nacchiyar I Ambansha Saras 
I Vamana Vimanam, Ramya Vimanam I 
Revealed to Garga Maharshi. 

Kalva'/ Standirfg 1 Facing West I Kamalavalli 
I Gowri Thadakam I Pushkala Viman 
Revealed to Gowri. 

88. Tirukalvanur . 

Adivaraha Perumal I Standing Facing Wes 
I Anjilaivalli Nacchiyar I Nitya , a 

Vamana Vimanam I Revealed to Aswatta 

Narayanan. 

Facing W.,1 1 

Paval avail, I ' 

Vimanam I Revealed to Ashwim Devata 

Parvati 

90. Tiruparameswara Vinnagaram l 

Paramapada Nathan V . a 'va"kuntavalli I 
I Mukunda Vimanam 


80 . Tiruvetukkai 
Alagiyasingar, Nrisimhan, Mukunda Nayakan 
I Standing Facing East l Velukkaivalli, 
Amrutavalli 1 Kanaka Saras. Hema Saras 
I Kanaka Vimanam I Revealed to Bhrigu 
Maharishi 

81 ■ Tirupadagam 

Pandava Dhootan 1 Sitting Facing East i 
Rukhmini, Satyabhama l Matsya Theertham 
1 Veda Koti Vimanam, Bhadra Vimanam I 
Revealed to Janamejaya, Harita Muni. 

82. Tiruneeragam 

Jagadeesha Perumal I Standing Facing East 
1 Nilamangaivalli I Akrura Theertham I 
Jagadeeshwara Vimanam l Revealed to 
Akrura. 

83. Tirunilattingal Tundam 
Nilatingal Tundatlan, Chandra Chooda 
Perumal I Standing Facing West I Ner 
Oruvarilla Valii, Nilathmgal Thundatayar I 
\ /i V andra Pushkarni I Purushasuktha 

anam | Revealed to Shiva 

MonT irUOOra9am 

Pen aVar Tiru vikraman. Ulagalandha 
p e mal 1 Standing Facing West, Utsavar 
Amr 9athan 1 Amudhavalli Nacchiyar. 
Vima avalli 1 Na 9 a Theertham I Sara Srikara 
an am i Revealed to Adiseshan. 

85. Tiruvehka 

athekthakan, Sonnavannam Seida Perumal, 
gasethu Bhujanga Sayana Facing West 


91. Tiruputkuzhi Facjng East 

Vi|ayaragava Perumal S ® Theertham 
I Maragathavalli Tayar ^ay Jatay u, 

I Viiayakoti Vimanam I Reveaie 

92. Tirunindravoor vi Per umal 

BhaMavatsala Pefuma 1 , | adhava tli I Varuna 

t Standing Facmg Eas Suana sg 

Pushkarni, Virutha P ushkar r n unan . 

Vimanam I Revealed to varu 

93. Ttruevvul Kshetram I 

Punyavartha. Veeksha Bujanga Sayanam 
Veeraraghava Peruma, Hruthapanasha 
Facing East I Kanagavakl Hrutn P d 

Pushkarni I Vijayakot. Vimanam 
to Salihotra Maharishi. 

94 Tiruneermalai 

1 -hovadri Kshetram a , Neela 

0) At the foot 0 '^djnn Facing East I 
Muqil Vannan I Standing 
Anirnamalar Mangat. 

(II) Atop the Hill pacing East 

t Shanta Nrisimhan i Sittmg na ^ 

2 Trivikraman I Walking F f J ng Sou th 

3 Ranganathan I Re< ?' T thadakam. 
Ranganayak, I Man.kam.ka T 

Shsera. Karunya. Si(ddha | Revealed 

Pushkarms I Th0 '' a 9' ( ' a and Markandeya 
to Thondaman. Bhrigu ana 
Maharishi 













95. Tiruvidavendai 

Moolw Latehmi Varaha Perumal I Standing 
acing East I Utsavar Nithyakalyana 

ThPPrth Ko ™ alaval1 ' Nacchiyar I Kalyana 
heertham, Varaha Theertham I Kalyana 
Vimanam I Revealed to Markandeya V 

96. Tirukadalmailai 

Moolavar Sthalasayana Perumal I Bujanga 
Sayanan, Facing West I utiavar 
Sthalasayanathuraivaar I Nilamangai Tayar 
I Pundareega Pushkarni. Garuda River 
Qaganakruthi Vimanam I Revealed to 
Pundareega Maharshi. 

97. Tiruvallikeni 

BaUmm V c r y er l kata Kr 'Shnan with Rukmini, 
I Qt a ^ a ^ 1, Aniruddha. Pradhyumna 

yS23S,. F “"» E “ 1 

^ nathan , Mannathan Facing East I 

u sita ' Lakshmana, Bharatha. Satrugna, 
nanumanta, Sameta Srirama Facing South! 
■ Varadarajan, Deva Perumal on Garuda 
Facing East. 

5. Thelliya Singar Facing West 
Kairavini Saras I Ananta Vimanam, Pranava 
Vimanam, Pushpaka Vimanam, Sesha 
Vimanam. Daiviga Vimanam I Revealed to 
Rukmini, Thondaman, Arjuna. Bhrigu, 
Markandeya, Madhumaan, Saptaroma, Athri! 
Jaajali Maharshis, Aniruddha, Pradhyumna! 
Balarama and Sumatirajan. 

98. Tirukkadigai 

Moolavar Yoga Narasimha I Sitting Facing 
East I Utsavar Bhaktavatsala Peruman I 
Amrutavalli I Amruta Theertham I Thakkan 
Kulam I Simhakoshtakruti Vimanam I 
Revealed to Siria Tiruvadi. 

VADA NAADU 


99. Singavelkundram 

1. Ahobila Nrisimha I Sitting Facing East 
I Lakshmi, Senjulakshmi. 

2. Jwala Nrisimha, 3. Malola Nrisimha, 4. 
Kroda Nrisimha. 5. Karanja Nrisimha 6 
Bhargava Nrisimha. 7. Yogananda Nrisimha 
8. Kshtravata Nrisimha, 9. Pavana (holy) 
Nrisimha I Pavanasini, Bhargava, Indra, 
Nrisimha, Gaja Theerthams I Guhai i 
Revealed to Prahlada. Adivan Satakopan. 

100. Tiru Ayodhya 

Srirama, Chakravarthi Thirumagan, 
Raghunayakan I Sitting Facing North I Sita 
Piratti I Paramapadasatya Pushkarni, Sarayu 
River I Pushkala Vimanam I Revealed to 
Bharatalvan. Devas, Maharishis. 

101. Tiru Naimisaranyam 
Devarajan I Standing Facing East I 
Sriharilakshmi I Chakra Theertham. Gomuki 
Nadhi. Nemi. Divya Vishranta Theerthams 


I Thapovan I Srihari Vimanam I Revea^ 
to Indra. Sudharma. Devarishi. Vedavw - 


102. Tiru Salagramam oridevi 

Sri Moorthy I Standing Facing NortrU 
Nacchiyar I Chakra Theertham. v* [0 
River I Kanaka Vimanam I R* vea 
Brahma. Rudra. Gandaki. 


103. Tiru Badrikashram p a5 t I 

Badri Narayanan I Sitting Facing ^ | 
Aravindavalli I Thaptakunda Th©®-i^am 
Taptakanchana Vimanam I Badn 
I Revealed to Naran. 


104. Tirukandankadinagar Q £ast 

Neelamega Perumal I Standing j Ad 1 
I Pundarikavalli I Mangala Theert "' ea ied to 
Ganga I Mangala Vimanam I R eV 
Bharadwaja Muni. 


- ■ afji Y<* 

Paramapurushan I Bujanga Sayan^ ( )n dra 
East I Parimalavatli Nacchiy 3 ' ^ a na sa 
Theertham. Govardhana Theer1ham^^ ea |e0 
Saras I Govardhana Vimanam 
to Parvati. 


106. Tiru Dwarakai uc\dee sa ° r 

Kalyana Narayanan, DwaraK cC niy^' 
Standing Facing West I Kalyana ' piv er. 
Rukhmini. Ashtamahishis I ,„\/jrn ana 
Samudra Sangamam l Hemakoo * i 

I Revealed to Draupati. 

107. Tiru Vadamadurai . sta0^ a 

Govardanesan, Balakrishnan - { ino' 

Facing East I Satyabham^ y a ,rnJ 
Theertham. Govardana Theertha n ^ ea ie(J 
River I Govardana Vimanam I a pd 
Vasudeva, Devaki, Brahma. I ndra 
Devas 

i 

108. Tiruvaipadi r aC^^e r 

Navamohana Krishna I Standing ' 3 M {Q 

I Rukmini & Satyabhama I ya ^ e a^ e ° 

I Hemakoota Vimanam 1 ° 
Nandagopan 


ooniIVIMINM I hrtO 

1* Tirunarayanapuram, 

Tirunarayana Swami I Standing 
I Selva Pillai I Kalyam, Yadug 1 ' 1 ' Vi^'> 

I Kalyani Teertham I Ananda ^ a ia | t a . 

I Revealed to Brahma, ^ a ' rna n lJ j a 
Kumaras, Garuda and Sri R a i K^\ 

2. Sri Muddu Tirunarayana , 3 nP e 
Jaliadian Pettai (Seivamuda 7 c,\a ] -^a 

Muddu Tirunarayana Swam 1 - I y^K' 
Facing West I Selva N arad ^ ^ 
Sumangali Nacchiyar. Andal 
1 Chitra Kulam I Ananda '‘tf* 

Revealed to Tirumang^ ^ 
Tirunarayanapuram Araiy ar a 











The Sacred Book of Four Thousand 
by Srirama Bharati 


N ALAYIRA DIVYA PRABANDHAM is a Tamil work of antiquity 
revered by Sri-Vaishnavas as God's own word, spoken through 
the poetry of Alvar Saints. It was compiled by Sri Nathamuni 
(9-10th Century AD) and offered to the lord of Srirangam as worship 
through music and dance, a performing art from which still survives in 
the temple tradition of Araiyar Sevai. It is also recited as a chant, singly 
or antiphonally, as part of temple worship. 

In its long history of over a thousand years, Divya Prabandham has 
been enriched by a succession of revered Acharyas whose Vyakhyanas 
or literary expositions in Manipravala / Sanskritised Tamil have been a 
source of abiding inspiration and joy for the Tamil world. Now for the 
first time, the work can be read and understood by all in English as 
well. 

Srirama Bharati, who hails from a distinguished family of scholars, 
has a proven mastery over both Tamil and English. Drawing richly from 
the traditional interpretations, he has written with admirable clarity, adding 
to it his own rare insight into the mystic psyche of the Alvars. 

'Selvamudaiyanpettai Araiyar' Srirama Bharati is a repository of Araiya 
Sevai. His stage performances, as well as his earlier book, “Araiyar Sevai: 
Theatre Expression in Sri-Vaishnava Worship", have been widely acclaimed 
all the world over. His songs, available on audio cassettes, are heard and 
enjoyed in almost every Sri-Vaishnava home. This book is a fruition of 
twentyfive years of his delving deep into the Alvar experience, and his 
passion for sharing that experience with one and all. 
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